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COMPRISING ANECDOTES OF ANCIENT MINSTRELSY, ILLUOTBATWlLai^HE 
“IRISH MELODIES.’’ -Jr ff * 


BY J. W, 3LAKE. 


.'^l^‘-!SRARY^. 


Notwithstanding the number of literary men to 
whom Ireland has given birth, there is very little 
■connected with their names which conveys to us any 
thing of a national association'; for the land of their 
nativity scarcely enjoys a single ray of that brilliant 
mind, which sheds its intellectual brightness over the 
sister country. Congreve was an apostate, and Swift 
only by accident a patriot; whilst Goldsmith was 
weak enough to affect an air of contempt for a peo- 
ple whose accent was indelibly stamped on his tongue. 
We could protract the list of her ungrateful and 
thoughtless “men of mind” even to our own day; 
but the task would be invidious, and we gladly turn 
from it to one who forms a splendid exception — ^one 
•who is not ashamed of Ireland, and of "whom Ireland 
'iS justly proud. — 

Land of the Muse I in glory’s lay, 

In history’s leaf thy name shall soar 
When, like a meteor’s noxious ray, 

The reign of tyranny is o’er; 

Immortal names ha\'e honour’d thee— 

A Sheridan, a Wellesley ; 

And still is beaming round thy shore 
The spirit bright of Liberty, 

For thou caust boast a patriot, Moore! 

Mr. Moore is every way an Irishman, in heart, in 
feelings, and in principles. For his country he has 
done more than any man living: he has associated 
her name, her wrongs, and her attributes, with poetry 
and music, neitlier of which can ever die, while taste, 
patriotism, and literature subsists in the world ; and 
whilst these survive, Ireland will form the theme of 
Beauty’s song, and Irish music the charm of every 
cultivated mind. But, all extrinsic circumstances 
apart, there is in the melodies of Mr. Moore a sacred ’ 
fire, which conveys its vividness to the soul of his 
readers ; and they must be made of sterner stuff than 
the ordinary race of men, if their bosoms do not glow 
with liberal and patriotic enthusiasm, while they pe- 
ruse the harmonious creations of a poet who has^ 
cSofched the wild and eccentric airs of his counti^r in 


words that burn, and sentiments that find an echo in 
every generous breast. 

Had Mr. Moore done no more tlian this, he would 
be entitled to the gratitude of his coimtrymen ; but 
his genius, like his own Peri, seems never pleased, 
but while hovering over the region he loves ; or if it 
makes a short excursion, it is only in tiie hope of 
securing some advantage that may accelerate the 
removal of those disqualifications, which are supposed 
to exclude happiness from tlie limits of his country. 
In “Lalla Rookh” he has given his fire-worshippers 
the wrongs and feelings of Irishmen ; while, in the 
“ Memoirs of Captain Rock,” he has accomplished a 
most difficult task— written a history of Ireland that 
lias been read. 

On such grounds %ve may well claim for Mr. Moore 
what he deserves — ^the crown of patriotism ; but it is 
not on this head alone he is entitled to our praise. 
As a poet, since the lamented death of Byron, he 
stands almost without a competitor ; and as a prose- 
writer, he is highly respectable. 

Mr. Moore is the only son of the late Mr. GarraC 
Moore, formerly a respectable tradesman in Dublin, 
where our poet was bom on the 28th of May, 1780. 
He has two sisters ; and his infantine days seem to 
have left the most agreeable impressions on his me- 
mory. In an epistle to his eldest sister, dated Novem- 
ber, 1803, and written from Norfolk in Virginia, he 
retraces with delight their childhood, and describes 
the endearments of home, with a sensibility as exqui- 
site as that which breathes tlirough tlie lines of Cow- 
per on receiving his mother’s picture. 

He acquired the rudiments of an excellent education 
under the care of the late Mr. Samuel Whyte, of 
Grafton-street, Dublin, a gentleman extensively known 
and respected as the early tutor of Sheridan. He 
evinced such talent in early life, as determined his 
father to give him the advantages of a superior edu- 
cation, and at the early age of fourteen, he was entered 
a student of Trinity College, Dublin. 

Mr. Moore was greatly distinguished while at the 
University, by an enthusiastic attachment to the libertv 
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indepeadeace of Ms country, wMch. he more than j 
once publicly asserted with uncoimon energy and | 
eloquence ; and he was equally admired for the splen- 
dour of his classical attainments, and the sociability 
of his disposition. On the 19th November, 1*799, Mr. 
Moore entered himself a member of the honourable 
Society of the Middle Temple, and in the course of 
the year 1800, before he had completed the ^th year 
of his age, he published his translation of the “Odes 
of Anacreon” into English verse with notes, from 
whence, in the vocabulary of fasMon, he has ever 
since been designated by the appellation of Anacreon 
Moore. So early as his twelfth year he appears to 
have meditated on executing this performance, wMch, 
if not a close version, must be confessed to be a fas- 
cinating one, of this favourite bard. The work is 
introduced by a Greek ode from the pen of the Trans- 
lator, and is dedicated, with permission, to Ms Royal 
Highness the Prince of Wales, now George the 


ment of Registrar to Cbe Admiralty. TMs was a 
patent place, and of a description so unsuitable to his 
temper of mind, that he soon found it expedient to 
fulfil the duties of it by a deputy, with whom, in con 
sideration of circumstances, he consented to divide 
the profits accruing from it. From tliis situation, 
however, he never derived any emolument ; though, 
a few years since, he suffered some pecuniary incon- 
venience, owing to the laiscondiict of Ms deputy. 
Alluding to his trip across the Atlantic, in a work 
published soon after his return to Europe, he says ; 
“Though curiosity, therefore, was certainly not the 
motive of my voyage to America, yet it happened 
that the gratification of curiosity was the only advan- 
tage which I derived from it. Having remained about 
a week at New York,” he continues, “where I saw 
Madame, the half repudiated wife of Jerome Buona- 
parte, and felt a slight shock of an earthquake, the 
only things that particularly awakened my attention, 




youthful appearance was such, that being at a large 
dinner-party, and getting up to escort the ladies to the 
drawing -room, a French gentleman observed, “ Ahl le 
petit bon homme qid s’en va!” Mr. Moore’s subse- 
quent brilliant conversation, however, soon proved 
him to be, though little of stature, yet, like Gay, “ in 
wit a man.” Assuming the appropriate name of 
Little, our author published, in 1801, a volume of 
original poems, cMefiy amatory. Of the contents of 
this volume it is impossible to speait in terms of un- 
qualified commendation. Several of the poems^ ex- 
hibit strong marks of genius: they were the productions 
of an age, when the passions very often give a colour- 
ing too warm to the imagination, wMch may in some 
degree palliate, if it cannot excuse, that air of lubricity 
which pervades too many of them. In the same 
year, his “PMlosophy of Pleasure” was advertised, 
but was never publisbed. 

Mr. Moore’s diffidence of Ms poetical talents in- 
duced Mm to adopt, and with reluctance to reject, as 
a motto for Ms work, the quotation from Horace, 


Prirnum ego me illorum, quibus dederim esse poetis, 
Excerpam numero ; neque enim concluderc versus 
Dixeris esse satis — 


and at a later period, when Ms reputation was fully 
established, he spoke of himself with Ms wonted mo- 
desty. “TOiatever fame he might have acquired, he 
attributed principally to the verses which he had 
adapted to the delicious strains of Irish melody. His 
verses, in themselves, could boast of but little merit ; 
but, like flies preserved in amber, they were esteemed 
in consequence of the precious material by wMch 
they were sun'ounded.” 

Mr. Sheridan, in speaking of the subject of tMs 
memoir, said, “That there was no man who put so 
much of Ms heart into his fancy as Tom Moore : that 
his- soul seemed as if it were a particle of fire sepa- 
rated from the sun, and was always fluttering to get 
back to that source of light and heat.” 

Towards the autumn of 1803, Mr. Moom embarked 
for Bemiuda where he had obtained the appoint- 


* The scene of Shakspeare’s inimitable tragedy of “ The 
Tempest,” is said to have been laid in the island of Ber- 


tour northward through Williamsburg, Richmond,” 
etc. In October, 1804, he quitted iimerica on Ms 
return to England in the Boston frigate, commanded 
by Capt. Douglas, whom lie has highly eulogized for 
his attention during the voyage. In 1806, he pub- 
lished Ms remarks on the Manners and Society of 
America, in a work entitled Odes and Epistles. The 
preface to this little work sufficiently evinced the 
talent of Mr. Moore as a writer of prose. 

' The fate of Addison with Ms Goimtess Dowager 
holding out no encouragement for the ambitious love 
of Mr. Moore, he wisely and happily allowed Ms 
good taste to regulate his choice in a wife, and some 
years ago married Miss Dyke, a lady of great personal 
beauty, most amiable disposition, and accomplished 
manners, in whose society he passes much of Ms 
time in retirement at his cottage near Devizes, diver- 
sified by occasional visits to London. To complete 
tMs picture of domestic happiness, he is tlie father of 
several lovely children, on whose education he be- 
stows the most judicious and attentive care. 

Mr. Moore appears equally to have cultivated a 
taste for music as well as for poesy, and the late cele- 
brated Dr. Bui-ney was perfectly astonished at his 
talent, which he emphatically called “ peculiarly his 
own,” Nor has he neglected tliose more solid 
attainments which should ever distinguish the well- 
bred gentleman, for he is an excellent general scholar, 
and particularly w^ell read in the literature of the 
middle ages. His conversational powers are great, 
and his modest and unassuming manners have placed 
him in the highest rank of cultivated society. 

The celebrated poem of Lalla Rookh appeared in 
1817 ; in the summer of wdiich j^ear our poet visited 
the Frencli capital, where he collected the materials 
for that humorous production, “The Fudge Family 
in Paris.” In the following year, he went to Ireland, 
on which occasion a dinner was given to him, on the 
8th of June, 1818, at Morrison’s Hotel in Dublin, 
which was graced by a large assemblage of the most 
distinguished literary and political characters. The 
Earl of Charlemont took the head of the table j Mr, 
Moore sat on his right hand, and Mr. Moore, sen 
(since dead,) a venerable old gentleman, the father of 
our hard, was on his left. As soon as the cloth was 
removed, Non «obi>, Dominej was sung by the 
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wcalists present ; nmnerons loya! and patriotic toasts 
followed. The Earl of Charlemont then proposed 
the memory of the late lamented Princess Charlotte, 
which was drank in solemn silence ; after which a 
sweet and plaintive song was sung, in commemora- 
tion of her late Royal Highness. After a short inter- 
val, the Earl of Charlemont again rose, and, with a 
suitable eulogium, proposed the health of tlie distin- 
guished Irisliman who had honoured the country with 
his presence. When the applause had subsided, Mr. 
Moore rose, much affected, and spoke to the follo%v- 
mg effect: — 

“I feel this the very proudest moment of my whole 
life; to receive such a tribute from an assembly like 
this around me, composed of some of the warmest 
and manliest hearts that Ireland can boast, is indeed 
a triumph that goes to my very heart, and awakens 
there all that an Irishman ought to feel, whom Irish- 
men like you have selected for such a distinction. — 
Were my merits a hundred times beyond what the 
partiality of the noble chairman has invested me with, 
this moment, this golden moment of my life, would 
far exceed them ail There are some among you, 
gentlemen, whose friendship has been the strength 
and ornament, the *dulce decus* of my existence; 
who, however they differ from my public sentiments, 
have never allowed that transient ruffle on the surface 
to impede the progress of the deep tide of friendship 
beneath ; men who feel that there is something more 
sacred than party, and whose noble natures, in the 
wiorst of times, would come out of the conflict of 
public opinion, like pebbles out of the ocean, but more 
smooth and more polished from its asperities by the 
very agitation in which they had been revolving. To 
see them beside me on a day like this, is pleasure that 
lies too deep for wmrds. To the majority of you, 
gentlemen, I am unknown ; but as your countryman, 
as one who has ventured to touch the chords of Ire- 
land’s Harp, and whose best fame is made out of the 
echoes of their sweetness ; as one whose humble 
talents have been ever devoted, and, with the blessing 
of God, ever shall be devoted to the honour and ad- 
vancement of his country’s name; whose love for 
that country, even they, who condemn his manner of 
showing it, will at least allow to be sincere, and per- 
haps forgive its intemperance for its truth — setting 
him down as ‘ one who loved, not wisely, but too 
well :’ — to most of you, gentlemen, I say, I am but 
thus known. We have hitherto been strangers to 
each other; but may I not flatter myself that from this 
night a new era of communion begins between us ? 
The giving and receiving of a tribute like this is the 
vejy hot*^bed of the heart, forcing at once all its feel- 
ing into a fulness of fruit, which it would take years 
of ordinary ripening to produce ; and there is not a 
man of you who has pledged the cup of fellowship 
this night, of whom I would not claim the privilege 
of grasping by the hand, with all the cordiality of a 
long and well-cemented friendship. I could not say 
morvi if I were to speak for ages. With a heart full 
as this glass, I thank you for your kindness to me, 
and have the sincere gratification of drinking all your 
healths.” 

Lord Allen gave “ the memory of Mr, Curran on 
which a very modest, pathetic, and eloquent speech 
was dehvered hy his son, in a tone and maimer 


that produced the most lively emotion throughout tiie 
room. 

A gentleman afterwards sang a lively and well- 
written song, composed for the occasion. The sub- 
ject was the poets’ Election in Olympus, at which 
there were several candidates, such as Byron, Scott, 
Sonthey, etc. ; but which ended in a due return of 
Moore, who had a great majority of votes. This jeu 
d* esprit produced much merriment, and the health of 
the author was drank with applause. 

Lord Charlemont then gave ‘the living Poets of 
; Great Britain ;’ on which Mr. Moore said : — 

“ Gentlemen, notwithstanding the witty gong which 
you have just heard, and the flattering elevation which 
the author has assigned me, I caimot allow such a 
mark of respect to be paid to tlie illustrious names 
that adorn the literature of the present day, without 
calling your attention awhile to the singular constel- 
lation of genius, and asking you to dwell a little on 
the brightness of each particular star that forms it. 
Can I name to you a Byron, without recalling to your 
hearts recollections of all that his mighty genius has 
awakened there ; his energy, his burning words, his 
intense passion, that disposition of fine fancy to wan- 
der only among the ruins of the heart, to dwell in 
places which the fire of feeling lias desolated, and, 
like the chesnut-tree, that grows best in volcanic 
soils, to luxuriate most where the conflagration of 
passion has left its mark ? Need I mention to you a 
Scott, that fertile and fascinating writer, the vegeta- 
tion of whose mind is as rapid as that of a northern 
summer, and as rich as the most golden harvest of 
the south; •whose beautiful creations succeed each 
other like fruits in Armida’s enchanted garden—* one 
scarce is gathered ere another grows !’ Shall I recall 
to you a Rogers (to me endeared by friendship as 
weU as genius,) who has hung up his own name on 
the shrine of memory among the most imperishable 
tablets there ? A Southey, not the Laureate, but the 
author of “ Don Roderick,” one of the noblest and 
most eloquent poems in any language ? A Campbell, 
the polished and spirited Campbell, whose song of 
“Innisfal” is the very team of our own Irish muse, 
d^’stalized by the touch of genius, and made eternal? 
A Wordsworth, a poet, even in his puerilities, whose 
capacious mind, lilce the great pool of Norway, draws 
into its vortex not only the mighty things of the deep, 
but its minute weeds and refuse ? A Cral)be, who 
has shown what the more than galvanic power of 
talent can effect, by giving not only motion, but life 
and soul to subjects that seemed incapable of it ? I 
could enumerate, gentlemen, still more, and from 
thence would pass with delight to dwell upon the 
living poets of our own land ; — the dramatic pow^ers 
of a Maturin and a Sheil, the former consecrated by 
the applause of a Scott and a Byron, and the latter 
hy the tears of some of the brightest eyes in the em- 
pire; the rich imagination of a Phillips, who has 
courted successfully more than one muse — the versa- 
tile genius of a Morgan, who was the first that mated 
our sweet Irish strains with poetry wmrtby of their 
pathos and, their force. But I feel I have already 
trespassed too ‘long upon your patience and your 
tiine. I do not regret, however, that you have deigned 
to listen with patience to this humble tribute to the 
livn^ masters of the English lyre,, which I, ‘the 
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meanest of tlie throng/ thus feebly, but heartily, have 
paid them.’* 

In 1822, our author made a second visit to Paris, 
where he resided for a considerable lime with his 
amiable wife and family. Tlie fame of his ^^nius, his 
social yet unpretending manners, and his musical 
talents and conversation, acquired him much esteem 
witli the most eminent literary and literary-loving 
characters of the French capital. During his stay in 
that city, at the request of Messrs. Galignani, he sat 
for his portrait, which was most ably executed by F. 
Sieurac, and is allowed by all who have seen Mr. 
Moore to be a masterly likeness. An excellent en- 
graving from it, is prefixed to the present edition of his 
works. The writer of this sketch may perhaps be ex- 
cused for introducing here an impromptu he wrote, in 
the blank leaf of a book belonging to a little girl, the 
daughter of Mr. Moore, at his house in the Champs 
Elysees, Paris : — 

Sweet child ! when on thy beauteous face, 

The blush of innocsace I view, 

Thy gentle mother’s features trace, 

Thy father’s eye of genius too, 

If envy wakes a transient sigh, 

That face is my apology. 

Previous to Mr. Moore leaving Paris, the British 
nobility and gentry resident in that capital gave him a 
most splendid dinner at Roberts’s. About persons 
were present ; Lord Trimblestown was in the chair, 
•supported on Ms right by Mr. Moore, and on his left 
by the Earl of Granard. The vice-presidents were 
Sir Godfrey Webster, Sir John Byerky, and the 
Reverend ArcMbald Douglas, who superintended the 
preparations for the banquet, wMch consisted of 
every luxury the gastronomic art could produce. Mr. 
Moore was in high health and spirits; songs, catches, 
and glees, blended delightfully with the sparkling 
Champagne. Several speeches were made by Lord 
Trimblestown, Messrs. Byerley, Kenney, Grattan, 
etc. ; and Mr. Moore introduced the toast of “ Pros- 
perity to Old England” in the following eloquent 
language: — 

“As the noble chaiiman has, in compliment to the 
land of my birth, given the ever-weicome toast of 
■‘Prosperity to Ireland/ I beg leave tOt suggest a 
similar tribute to that other country to ■which we all 
belong, and to whose real greatness and solid glory — 
all Irishman as I am, and with my political and his- 
torical recollections fresh about me — I am most ready i 
to bear testimony and homage before the world.! 
Yes, gentlemen, there may be, and there are (for God | 
forbid that I should circumscribe virtue within any 
particular latitude,) there may be, and there are high 
minds, warm hearts, and brave arms eveiy where. 
But for that genuine high-mindedness, which has 
honesty for its basis — the only sure foundation upon 
wHch any thing lofty was ever built — ^which can dis- 
tinguish between real, substantial greatness, and that 
false, inflated glory of the moment, whose elevation, 
like that of the balloon, is owing to its emptiness, or 
if not to its emptiness, at least to the levity of its 
freight — for that good faith, that punctuality in en- 
gagements, which is the soul of all commercial as 
well a« all moral relations, and which, while it gives 
fio business the confidence amd good understanding 
fritendship, introdtvees inl50 friendship th6 regularity’ 


and matter-of-fact steadiness . of . business — ^fbr ihai 
spirit of fairness and liberality among' public men^ 
which extracts the virus of personality, out of party 
zeal, and exMbits so often (too often, 1 am sorry to say, 
of late) the touching spectacle of the most sturdy po- 
litical chieftams pouring out at the grave of their most 
violent antagonists such tributes, not alone of justice, 
but of cordial eulogy, as show how free from all pri- 
vate rancour was tlie hostility that separated them — 
and lastly (as I tmst I may, say, ■ not only without 
infringing, but in strict accordance . with, that wise 
tact winch excludes party politics from a meeting like 
the present,) for tliat true and m- ell-understood love 
of liberty, ■wMch, through all changes of chance and 
time, has kept the old vessel of die Constitution sea- 
worthy — ^w’-hich, in spite of stoims from without, and 
momentary dissensions between the crew within, 
still enables her to ride, the admiration of the 'world, 
and will, I trust in God, never suffer her to, founder-— 
for all these qualities, and many, many more that 
could be enumerated, equally lofty and equally valua- 
ble, the most widely-travelled Englishman may 
proudly say, as he sets his foot once more upon the 
chalky cliffs, — ^‘This is my own, my native land, and 
I have seen nothing that can, in the remotest degree, 
compare with it.’ — Gentlemen, I could not help, — in 
that fulness of heart, which they alone can feel to- 
wards England who have been doomed to live for 
some time out of it — paying this feeble tribute to that 
most noble country; nor can I doubt the cordiality 
with which you will drink— ‘ Prosperity, a long pros- 
perity to Old England.* ” 

This speech was hailed with the warmest acclama- 
tions, and the utmost hilarity prevailed till “ morning 
grey began to peep.” Never did more gaiety, good 
humour, and cordiality grace a poet’s festival, than at 
this farewell dinner to Tom Moore. 

To the above specimens of our author’s oratorical 
powers, we subjoin here two other speeches, of more 
recent date, which he delivered on occasions wMch 
called forth all the glow of Ms heart, and sympathy 
of his nature. 

On the 6th of last May, the anniversary meeting 
of the patrons and friends of the “ Artists* Benevo- 
lent Fund” was held at the Freemasons’ Tavern, the 
Right Hon. Frederick Robinson, Chancellor of the 
Exchequer, in the chair. In the course of the even- 
, ing, Mr, Shoe, R. A., proposed as a toast “ The health 
of Thomas Moore, and Thomas Campbell,” which 
was drunk with enthusiastic applause, immediately 
after this Mr. Moore rose, and returned thanks as 
follows:— 

“I assure the meeting that I fee! very sensibly and 
very strongly the high honour which has been con- 
'ferred on me, nor do 'I feel it' the leas sensibly, from 
the kind and warm-hearted manner in which the toast 
hast been proposed by my excellent friend and fellow- 
countryman. To have my name coupled with that 
of Mr. Campbell, I feel to be no ordinary distinction. 
If a critical knowledge of the arts were necessary for 
a just admiration of them, I must at once admit, much 
as I delight in them, that I cannot boast of that know 
ledge. I am one of those uninitiated worsMpperf 
who admire very sincerely, though perhaps I could 
not, like the initiated, give a perfectly satisfactory 
reason for my admiration. I enjoy the arts, as a n*as 
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imacquainted with astroEomj enjoys the beaatj of 
iunset, or the brilliant wonders of a starry night. 
Amongst the many objects of commiseration with 
which the world nnfortunately abounds, there is not 
one that appeals more intensely to the feelings tlian 
the family which a man of genins leaves behind him, 
desolate and forsaken; their only distinction the re- 
flected light of a name which renders their present 
misery more conspicuous, and the contemplation of 
which must add poignancy to their sufferings. There 
is no object under heaven more sure to be visited 
with the blessings of success than that which has in 
view the alleviation of such misery. I am happy to 
find that the Government, of which the Right Ho- 
nourable Chairman forms a part, has taken the fine 
arts under their protection. It is for them a proud 
and honourable distinction, that, while they show 
fliey possess the talents of statesmen, they also prove 
they have the liberal feelings which belong to men 
oftaste.’^ 

This speech was received widi repeated cheering, 
and the eloquent speaker sat down amidst the loudest 
applause. i 

At the 37th Annivemary of the “ Literary Fund 
Society,’* Sir John Malcolm introduced the health of 
our poet in the following manner *. — 

“ It is another remarkable feature of this Institution, 
that its applause may be valuable to genius, when its 
money is not wanted. I allude to one now present 
amongst us, whom I have not the honour of knowing 
personally, but whose fame is well known all over 
the world. I now claim the liberty to pay my tribute 
of admiration to the mdividuai in question ; for, al- 
though I have spent a great part of my life in distant 
climes, his fame has reached me ; and the merit of 
one of his works I am myself well able to appreciate 
— I mean Laila Rookh — in which the author has 
combined the truth of the historian with the genius 
of the poet, and the vigorous classical taste of his 
own country with the fervid imagination of the East, 
I propose the health of Mr. Thomas Moore.” 

The health was then received with all the honours ; 
upon which Mr, Moore rose and said : — 

“I feel highly flattered by the compliment now 
paid me, although there are others who might more 
Justly have laid claim to it — I allude to the translator 
of Oberon (Mr. Sotheby,) whose genius instructed, 
enlightened, and delighted the world, long ere a lay 
of mine appeared before the public. I cannot, how- 
ever, but feel myself highly honoured by the manner in 
which my health has been received in such an assem- 
bly as the present. The soldier is delighted with the 
applause of his companions in arms ; the sailor loves 
to hear the praises of those who have encountered the 
perils of the deep and of naval warfare ; so I cannot 
help feeling somewhat like a similar pleasure from 
the approbation of those who have laboured with me 
in the same field. This is the highest honour which 
they can ofler, or I can receive. As to the Honoura- 
ble Baronet who has proposed my health in so flat- 
iering a manner, I feel that much of what he has said 
may arise from the influence of the sparkling glass 
which has been circulating among us. (A laugh.) I 
do not by any means say that we have yet reached' 
the state of double vision (a laugh,) but it is well 
Kdown that objects seen tlirough a glass appear mag- 
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nified and of a Ifigher elevation. There is an anec- 
dote in the history of literature not unconnected with 
this topic. When the art of printing was first intro- 
duced, the types with which the first works were 
printed were taken down and converted into drinking- 
cups, to celebrate the glory of the invention. — ^To be 
sure, there have been other literary glasses not quite 
so poetical ; for it has been said, that as the warriors 
of the North drank their mead in the hall of Odin out 
of the skulls of those whom they had slain in battle — 
so booksellem drank their wine out of the skulls of 
authors. (Laughter and applause.) But different 
times have now arrived ; for authors have got their 
share of the aumm potahUe^ and boolmellers imve got 
rather the worst of it. There is one peculiaiity at- 
tendant upon genius, w^hich is well worth mentioning, 
with reference to the great objects of this admirable 
Institution. Men of genius, like the precious per- 
fumes of the East, are exceedingly liable to exhaus- 
tion . and the period often comes when nothing of it 
remains but its sensibility ; and the light, which long 
gave life to the world, sometimes terminates in be- 
coming a burden to itself. (Great applause.) When 
we add to that the image of Poverty — ^when we con- 
sider the situation of that man of genius, who, in hia 
declining years and exhausted resources, sees nothing 
before him but indigence — it is then only that we can 
estimate the value of this Institution, which stretches 
out its friendly hand to save him from the dire ca- 
lamity. (Applause.) This is a consideration which 
ought to have its due effect upon the minds of the 
easy and opulent, who may themselves be men of 
genius ; but there may be others who have no property 
to bestow upon them ; and the person who now ad- 
dresses you speaks the more feelingly, because he 
cannot be sure that the fate of genius, which he has 
just been depicting, may not one day be his own,"" 
(Immense applause.) 

In 1823, Mr. Moore published “The Loves of the 
Angels,” of which two French translations soon after 
appeared in Paris. 'HTiile Mr. Bloore was compos- 
ing this poem, Lord Byron, who then resided m 
Italy, was, by a singular coincidence, writing a similar 
poem, with the title of “Heaven and Earth,” both of 
them having taken the subject from the second versfc 
of the 6th chapter of Genesis : “ A nd it came to pass, 
that the sons of God saw the daughters of men that 
they were fair; and they took them wives of all 
which they chose.” 

The two poets presumed tlmt the Sons of God were 
angels, which opinion is also entertained by some of 
the fatijers of the Church. 

We have already alluded to our author’s, “Memoirs 
of Captain Rock,” the celebrated “ Rinaldo Rinal- 
dini” of Ireland I or rather the designation adopted 
by the *‘Rob Roys” of that unfortunately divided 
counti^. Mr. Moore has since increased his reputa- 
tion, as a prose writer, by his publication of the lifer 
of the late Right Honourable Kchard Brinsley Sheri- 
dan, which, from the superior sources of information 
at his command, is,, in a literary point of view at least, 
a valuable acquisition to the lovers of biography. 

We here annex a list of Mr. Moore’s works, with 
their respective dates of publication, as far as we have 
been able to verify them. 

The Odes of Anacreon, translated into Englisib 
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verse, •with notes; dedicated by pennission to his 
Royal Highness die Prince of Wales (his present 
Majesty.) 4to. ISW). 

A Candid Appeal to Public Confidence, or Con- 
siderations on the Dangers of the Present Crisis. 
8vo. 1803. 

Corruption and Intolerance, two poems. 

Epistles, Odes, and other Poems. 1806. 

Poems, under the assumed name of die late Thomas 
Little, Esq. 8vo. 1803. 

A Letter to the Roman Catholics of Dublin. 8vo. 
1810. 

M. P., or the Blue Stocking, a comic opera in three 
acts, performed at the Lyceum. 1811. 

Intercepted Letters, or the Twopenny-Post Bag 
(in verse,) by Thomas Brown the Younger. 8vo. 
1812. — Of this upwards of fourteen editions have ap- 
peai*ed in England. 

A Selection of Irish Melodies, continued to 9 num- 
bers. 

Mr. Moore completed the translation of Sallust, 
which had been left unfinished by Mr. Arthur Mur- 
phy, and he superintended the printing of the work 
for the purchaser, Mr. Carpenter. 

The Sceptic, a philosophical satire. 

Lalla Rookli, an oriental romance, dedicated to 
Samuel Rogers, Esq. 1817. 

The Fudge Family in Paris, letters in verse. 1818. 

National Airs, continued to four numbers. 

Sacred Songs, two numbers. 

Ballads, Songs, etc. 

Tom Crib’s Memorial to Congress, in verse. 

Trifles Reprinted, in verse. 

Loves of the Angels. 1823. 

Rhymes on the Road, extracted from the journal 
ef a travelling member of the Pococurante Society. 

Miscellaneous Poems, by different members of 
Pococurante Society. 

Fables for the Holy Alliance, in verse. 

Ballads, Songs, Miscellaneous Poems, etc. 

Memoh*s of Captain Rock. 

The Life of the late Right Honourable Richard 
Brinsley Sheridan. 

For Lalla Rookh Mr. Moore received 3,000 guineas 
of Messrs. Longman and Co. For the life of Sheri- 
dan he -was paid 2,000 guineas by the same house.*— ] 
Mr. Moore enjoys an annuity of 5001. from Povrer, 
the music-seller, for the Irish Melodies and other 
lyrical pieces. He has, moreover, lately, we under- 
stand, engaged to write for the Times newspaper, at 
a salary of 600L per annum. 

It is well known that the Memoirs of the late Lord 
Byron, written by himself, had been deposited in the 
keeping of Mr. Moore, and designed as a legacy for 
his benefit. It is also known that the latter, with the 
consent and at the desire of his lordship, had long ago 
sold the manuscript to Mr. Murray, the bookseller, 
for the sum of two thousand guineas. These me- 
moirs axe, however, lost to the world : the leading 
facts relative to which were related in the following 
letter addressed by Mr. Moore to the English jour- 
nals : — 

“Without entering into the respective claims of 
Mr. Murray and myself to the property in these me- 
moirs (a question which, now that they are destroyed, 
can be but of little moment to any one,) it is sufficient 


to say that, believing the manuscript still to be mine^ 

I placed it at the disposal of Lord,, Byron’s sister, Mrs, ' 
Leigh, with the sole reservation of a protest against-'^ 
its total destruction — at least without previous perusal! 
and consultation among the parties. The majority 
of the persons present disagreed with this opinion,. 
and it mas the onhj point upon which there did exist 
any difference between us. The manuscript was, ac- 
cordingly, torn and burnt before oid- eyes; and 
immediately paid to Mr. Murray, in the presence of 
the gentlemen assembled, two thousand guineas, with 
interest, etc., being the amount of what I owed him 
upon the security of my bond, and for which I now 
stand indebted to my publishers, Messrs. Longman; 
and Co. 

“Since then the family of Lord Byron have, in a 
manner highly honourable to themselves, proposed 
an armngement, by which the sum thus paid to Mr. ' 
Murray might be reimbursed tome ; but, from feelings ' 
and considerations wiiich it is unnecessary here to ex- 
plain, I have respectfully, but peremptorily, declined 
their offer.” 

Before we proceed to offer a few unprejudiced ob- 
servations on this unpleasant subject, we deem i<' 
proper to lay before our readers the various opinions 
pro et contra, to which this letter of Mr. Moore gave 
rise. It is but justice, however, to Mr. Moore’s high 
and unblemished reputation to premise, that neither 
by those who regretted the burning of Byron’s Me- 
moirs, as a public loss, nor by those who condemned 
it as a dereliction of the most important duty he owed 
to the memory and fame of his noble-minded friend 
— ^by none of these, nor by any one we ever heard of, 
has Mr. Moore’s honour, disinterestedness, or deli- 
cacy — extreme delicacy — ever been, in the slightest 
degree impeached. 

The enemies of “The Burning” said, that Mr. 
Moore’s explanatory letter was an ingenious but not 
an ingenuous one — for that, at any rate, it threw no 
light on the subject.— They cavilled at the words 
“ and it was the only point on which there did exist 
any difference between us,” professing to wonder 
what other “ point” of any consequence could pos- 
®bly have been m discussion, save that of preserving 
or destroying the manuscript. They could not see, 
or were incapable of feeling, what paramount sense 
of delicacy or duty could operate upon a mind like 
Mr. Moore’s to counterbalance the delicacy and duty 
due to his dead friend’s fame, which, according to 
them, he had thus abandoned to a sea of idle specu- 
lation. — ^Moreover, they were unable to comprehend 
what business Mr. Murray the bookseller, or any of 
the gentlemen present, had with the business, w'hen 
Mr. Moore had redeemed the MS., “with interest, 
etc.,” and with his own money (that is, the sum he 
borrowed for the purpose.) Finaliy, it was past their 
understanding to conceive, how any person could 
allow his own fair, just, and honourably-acquired pro- 
perty to be burnt and destroyed before his eyes, and 
against his own protested opinion, even if, from an 
honest but too sensitive deference for others, he had 
conceded so far as to withhold its publication to “ a 
more convenient season or simply to preserve it aa 
precious relic in his family. 

To this, the firm supporters of church and state — 
the pure sticklers for public morals — ^the friends of 
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^econiia and decency— tlie respecters of the inviola- 
bility of domestic privacy— the foes to unlicensed wit 
nd poetic license— the disinterested and tender re- 
tarders of Lord Byron’s character itself, — one and all 
proudly replied, that Mr. Moore had performed one 
of the most difficult and most delicate duties that ever 
fell to the lot of man, friend, citizen, or Christian to 
perform, in the most manly, friendly, patriotic, and 
vchristian-like manner. As a man, he had nobly 
sacrificed Ms private interest and opinion, out of 
respect to Lord Byron’s living connexions ; as a 
friend, he had evinced a real and rare friendship by 
withholding, at his own personal loss, those self-and- 
thoughtlessly-intruded specks and deformities of a 
great character from the popular gaze, wMch delights 
too much to feast on the infirmities of noble minds. 
As a citizen, he has forborne to display sparkling wit 
at the expense of sound morality ; and, finally, as a 
Christian, he had acted like a good and faithful servant 
of the church, in leaving his friend’s memory, and 
exposing Ms own reputation, to martyrdom, from the 
most religious and exalted motives. 

The private and particular friends of Mr, Moore 
"^iefly and triumphantly referred to Ms unspotted 

iSracter, 

I Which never yet the breath of calumny had tainted, 
md they properly condemned uncharitable conjecture 
m a subject of which the most that could be said was 

Causa laiet, vis est notissima. 

•The ’Examiner newspaper gave the subjoined state- 
ment, which, if it were properly authenticated, would 
at once set the matter at rest, to the entire justification 
of the Bard of Erin. 

“We were going to allude again this week to the 
question between SXr. Moore and the public, respect- 
ing the destruction of Lord Byron’s Memoirs. We 
have received several letters expressing the extreme 
mortification of the writers on learning the fact, and 
venting their indignation in no very measured terms 
against the perpetrators; and we should not have con- 
cealed our own opinion that, however nobly Mr.; 
Thomas Moore may have acted as regards Ms own 
interest, his published letter makes out no justification 
either in regard to Ms late illustrious friend, whose 
reputation was thus abandoned without that defence, 
wMch probably Ms own pen could alone furnish, of 
many misrepresented passages in Ms conduct; or 
In regard to the world, wMch is thus robbed of a 
treasure that can never be replaced. But we have 
learnt one fact, which puts a different face upon the 
whole matter. It is, that Lord Byron himself did not 
wish the Memoirs published. How they came into 
the hands of Mr. Moore and the bookseller— for what 
purpose and under what reservations— we shall pro- 
bably be at liberty to explain at a future time ; for the 
present, we can only say that such is the fact, as the 
noble poet’s intimate friends can testify.” 

This is indeed an explanation “devoutly to be 
wished,” nor can we conceive why it should be still 
delayed. It is highly probable, however, that Mr. 
Moore will himself fully and satisfactorily elucidate 
the affair, in the life he is said to be writing of I/>rd 
Byron. 

Such were the confiicting opinions of the time re- 
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lating to this mysterious and painfully delicate sub- 
ject; on wMch, however, we are bound to introduce 
a few summary remarks. 

When Lord Byron’s death was once ascertained, 
the whole interest of society seemed centered in his 
Memoirs. Curiosity swallowed up grief; and people, 
becoming wearied by the comments of other writers 
on him who was no more, turned with unexampled 
anxiety to know what he had written upon himself 
Whether or not the public had a right to these Me- 
moirs, is a question wMch it is not, perhaps, quite 
useless to discuss. It is, at any rate, our opinion that 
they had the right ; and that the depositary of the 
manuscript was no more than a trustee for the public, 
however his individual interest was concerned or 
consulted. Lord Byron bequeathed his Memoirs to 
the world. The profits of tlieir sale •were alone 
meant for Mr. Moore. Lord Byron’s family had no 
pretension whatever to the monopoly. And though 
the delicate consideration of Mr. Moore prompted 
Ms offer of having the manuscript perused and _p«n- 
fedf if such be the proper word, by tlie nearest sur- 
viving relative of liird Byron, we maintain that he 
was right, strictly right, in protestmg against its un- 
conditional destruction. 

For ourselves, we think that, in respect to the 
burning, BIr. Bloore’s conduct is not dearly under- 
stood or appreciated. Some blame, as we have 
shown, appears to have been attached to Ms share in 
tlie matter, not only in Great Britain, but on the con- 
tinent, where the subject excited an interest quite as 
lively as in England. But it is our opinion that BIr. 
Bloore’s conduct in the affair has teen too hastily 
condemned. One duty, we tliink, remains for hi 
performance — ^but one, and that most imperative : it 
I is to give to the world the genuine work of Lord 
Byron, if it be in his power to do so. The opinion 
is at all events wide spread, if not well founded, that 
one copy at least of the original work is m existenca. 
That opinion is afioat, and nothing will sink it. If 
the life wMch Mr. Bloore is supposed to be prepar- 
ing come out as Ms own production, it w’ill te diffi- 
cult, if not impossible, to convince the public that it 
is not a compilation from the copy which we allude 
to, or from a memory powerfully tenacious of the 
original. If it be not avowed as such, its genuineness 
will be doubted, and a dozen spurious lives w'ill pro- 
bably appear, professing to bo that identical copy, of 
whose existence no one will consent to doubt. No 
reasoning, nothing, in fact, short of BIr. Bloore’s 
positive assertion to the contrary, will persuade peo- 
ple that he could, for years, have run the risk of 
leaving so interesting a manuscript, or that he could 
have entrusted it, without possessing a duplicate, in 
the hands of any One. And, at all events, it will be 
thought morally certain, that more than one of those 
to whom it was entrusted had curiosity enough to 
copy it; and very improbable that any one had ho- 
nesty enough to confess it. 

Besides these reasons for the publication of the 
I real Memoirs, supposing a copy to exist, tliere is one 
of such paiamount importance, that we are sure it 
must have stmek every body who has thought at all 
upon the sulgect’ We mean the retrospective injury 
done to the character of the deceased, by the oonil©©- 
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turfes wMcli are abroad, as to the rtature of the Me- 
moirs he left behmd. We do not pretend to be in 
the secret of their contents, but we are quite sure they 
can be in no way so reprehensible, as public ima- 
gination, and the enemies of Lord Byron, have 
figured them to be ; and there is one notion concern- 
ing them, of a nature too delicate to touch upon, and 
for the removal of which no sacrifice of individual or 
family vanity would be a price too liigh. We have, 
moreover, good authority for believing that the Me- 
moirs might and ought to have been published, with 
perfect safety to public morals, and with a very con- 
siderable gratification to public anxiety. Curiosity, 
wMch is so contemptible in individuals, assumes a 
very diiferent aspect when it is shai-ed by society at 
large ; and a satisfaction which may be, in most in- 
stances, withheld from the one, ought very rarely to 
be refused to the other. Nothing has ever had such 
power of excitement upon the mass of mankind as 
private details of illustrious individuals ; and, most of 
all, what may be called their confessions : and if those 
individuals choose to make their opinions as much 
the property of the world after their death, as their 
conduct and works had been before, we repeat, tliat 
it is nothing short of a fraud upon the public to snatch 
sway the treasure of which they were the just in- 
heritors. Nor must it be said that the property in 
question is of no intrinsic value. Every thing wMch 
ministers to the public indulgence is of wealth pro- 
portioned to its rarity-~and in this point of view Lord I 
Byron’s Memoirs were beyond price. If they con- 
tain gross scandal, or indecent disclosure, let such 
parts be suppressed v *tnd enough will remain amply 
to satisfy all readers. But we say this merely for the 
sake of supposition, and for the purpose of refuting 
an argument founded in an extreme case ; we have 
great pleasure in believing that the only pretence for 
such an imputation on the manuscript, was the selfish 
or squeamish act of its suppression. 

We trust that Mr. Moore will yet consider well the 
part he has to perform ; that he is not insensible to 
the narrow scrutiny which the public displays in this 
affair, and which posterity will confirm ; and that he 
will, on this occasion, uphold the character for in- 
tegrity and frankness which is so pare-eminentlyhis. 
We speak with certitude of his disinterested and up- 
right feelings throughout ; we only hope his delicacy 
towards others may not lead him too far towards the 
risk of his own popularity, or the sacrifice of what we 
designate once more the public property. 

If credit maybe given to Captain Medwin, I^ord 
Byron was most desirous for the posthumous print- 
ing of his Memoirs ; and he seems, indeed, to have 
intrusted them to Mr. Moore, as a safeguard against 
that very accident into which the high-wrought no- 
tions of delicacy of the trustee, and his deference to 
the relations and friends of the illustrious deceased, 
actually betrayed them. Lord Byron seems to have 
been aware of the prudery of his own immediate con- 1 
nexions; and in the way in which he bestowed tiie ' 
manuscript, to have consulted at once his generous 
disposition towards a friend, and his desire of security 
against mutilation or suppression. On this subject 
Captain Medwin’s Joumsd makes him speak as fol- 
lows i I am sorry not to have a copy of my Memoirs , 


to show you, I .gave them to Mo,ore, or rathe. ' 
Moore’s little boy.”^ 

remember saying, ‘Here are two thousai',, 
pounds for you, my young frienu.’ I made one m 
servation in the gift— -that tliey were not to be publish- 
ed till after my deafii.” 

“ I have not the least objection to their being cir- 
culated ; in fact they have been read by some of mine, 
and several of Moore’s friends and acquaintances; 
among others they were lent to Lady Burghersh. On 
returning the manuscript, her ladyship told Moore 
that she had transcribed the whole work. Tliis 
was un pen fortj and he suggested the propriety of 
her destroying the copy. She did so, by putting it 
into the fire in his presence. Ever since this hap- 
pened, Douglas l{jimaird has been recommending 
me to resume possession of the manuscript, thinking 
to frighten me by saying, that a spurious or a real 
copy, surreptitiously obtained, may go forth to the 
world. I am quite indifierent about the world know- 
ing all that they contain. There are very few licen- 
tious adventures of my own, or scandalous anecdotes 
that will affect others, in the book. It is taken up 
from my earliest recollections, almost from child- 
hood — very incoherent, written in a very loose and 
familiar style. The second part will prove a good 
lesson to young men ; for it treats of the irregular 
life I led at one period, and the fatal consequences 
of dissipation. There are few parts that may 
and none that will not, be read by women.” 

In this particular Lord Byron’s fate has been sin- 
gular; and a superstitious person might be startled at 
the coincidence of so many causes, all tending to 
hide his character from the public. That scandal 
and envy should have been at work with such a man 
is not very extraordinary ; but the burning of his Me- 
moirs, and the subsequent injunction on the publica 
tion of his Letters to his Mother, seem as if some 
thing more than mere chance had operated to preserve 
unconfuted the calumnies of the day, for the benefit 
of future biographers. Of these Letters a friend of 
ours was fortunate enough to obtain a glimpse, and 
never, he told us, was more innocent, and at th 
same time more valuable matter, so withheld from 
the world. It were, he observed, but an act of cold 
justice to the memory of Lord Byron to state, pub- 
Hcly, that they appear the refiections of as generous 
a mind as ever committed its expression to paper : 
for though, indeed, the traces of his temperament, am 
of his false position in society, are there, still the sen 
timentsare lofty and enthusiastic; and eveiy line be- 
trays the warmest sympathy mth human suffering 
and a scornful indignation agajiist mean and disgrace- 
ful vice. 

The extempore song, addressed by Lord Byron to 
Mr. Moore, on the latter's last visit to Italy, prove? 
the familiar intercourse and friendship that subsiste 
between him and the subject of this memoir, T1 
following stanzas are very expressive : — 


* There is some trifling inaccuracy in this, as Moore’s 
son was not with him in Italy. It is nevertheiess true, as 
we are assured, that tlris was the turn which Lord Byron 
gave to his present, in order to make it more acceptable to 
liis friend. 
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- ' Were ’t the last drop in the well, 

As I gasp’d upon the brink, 

Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

’T is to thee that I would drink. 

In that water, as this wine, 

The libation I would pour 
Should be — ^Feace to thine and mine, 

And a health to tkeej Tom Moore! 

Wheti Xord Byron had published his celebrated 
satire of “ English Bards and Scotch Reviewers,” in 
tvhich our poet, in common with most of his distin- 
guished contemporaries was visited rather “too 
roughly” by the noble modem Juvenal, his lordship 
expected to be “ called out,” as the fashionable phrase | 
is ; but no one had courage to try his pro^vess in the 
held, save Mr. Moore, who did not relish the joke 
about “ little’s leadless pistols,” and sent a letter to 
his lordship in the nature of a challenge, but which 
he, by his leaving the country, did not receive. On 
Byron’s return, 5lr. Moore made inquiry if he had 
received the epistle, and stated that, on account of 
certain changes in Ms circumstances, he wished to 
recal it, and become the friend of Byron, through 
Rogers, the author of “ The Pleasures of Memory,” 
and who was intimate with both the distinguished 
bards. The letter, addressed to the care of Mr. 
Hanson, had been mislaid ; search was made for it, 
and Byron, who at first did not like tMs offer, of one 
hand with a pistol, and the other to shake in feilow- 
iship, felt very awkward. On the letter being re- 
covered, however, he delivered it unopened to Mr. 
Moore, and tliey afterwards continued, to the last, 
most particular friends. 

It is but justice to the unquestionable courage and 
spirited conduct of the Bard of Erin, to observe here, 
^hat, though Byron had stated the truth about the said 
J leadless pistols,” he had not stated the whole truth. 
JPhe facts were these ; Mr. Jeffrey, the celebrated 
critic, and editor of the Edinburgh Review, had, in 
**good set phrase,” abused the Poems of Thomas 
Little, Esq,, alias Thomas Moore, Esq. ; and the lat- 
.^er, not choosing to put up with the flagellation of 
the then modern Aristarchus, challenged him. When 
they arrived at Chalk Farm, the place fixed on for the 
duel, the police were ready, and deprived them of 
their fire-arms. On drawing their contents, the com- 
.pound of “villanous saltpetre” was found, but the 
jcold lead, 

-t The pious metal most in requisition i 

« On such occasions, i 

'had somehow disappeared. The cause was this; 
One of the balls had fallen out in the carriage, and ! 
the seconds, with a laudable anxiety to preserve the I 
'public peace, to save the shedding of such valuable 
"blood, and to make both equal, drew the other ball. 

In his youth Mr. Moore was in the Mgh road to 
;ourt favour, and had his spirit been less independent, 
ve might even have had a Sir Thomas 3fore in our 
lays. It is said that when the juvenile Anacreon was 
introduced to the then Prince of Wales, His Royal 
Plighness inquired of him whether he was a son of 
Dr. Moore, the celebrated author of Zeluco ; and that 
the bard promptly replied, “No, Sir; lam the son of 
a grocer at Dublin 1” 

The following anecdote shows that His Majesty 


King George the Fourth did not forget to pay off the 
Prince of Wales’s “ old score” with our poet : — Ip 
the king’s presence, a critic, speaking of the “Life 
of Sheridan,” declared that Moore had murdered Ms 
friend. “You are too severe,” said his Majesty, “I 
cannot admit tliat Mr. Moore has murdered Sheridan, 
but he has certainly attempted his 
It was not till after the Prince of Wales’s invest- 
ment ^vith regal power, that Mr. Moore levelled the 
keen shafts of his “ grey goose quill” against that 
illustrious personage. He had previously dedicated 
the translation of Anacreon to His Royal Plighnesa, 
by w'hom, it is said, Ms poetry was much admired. 

We question, though, if Ms verse was as palatable to 
the Prince Regent, as it had been to the Prince of 
Wales. Mr. Moore, perhaps, thought as one of his 
predecessors had done on this subject, of whom the 
following anecdote is recorded. Pope, dining one 
day with Frederic, Prince of Wales, paid the princ© 
many compliments. “I wonder,” said his Royal 
Plighness, “that you, who are so severe on kings, 
should be so complaisant to me.” “It is,” replied 
the witty bard, “l^cause I like the lion ^fore hhi 
claws are grown.” 

The name of Anacreon Moore, by which our au- 
thor is distinguished, is not so much Ms due from the 
mere circumstance of his having translated the odea 
of the Teian bard, as from the social qualities which 
he is known to possess, and the convivial spirit of hit 
muse. Mr. Moore seems to be of opinion, that 

If with water you fill up your glasses, ^ 

You’ll never write any thing wise; ; 

For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 

Which hurries a bard to the skies. 

He is not, however, ungrateful for whatever sham 
conviviality may have had in inspiring Ms muse, but 
has amply acknowledged it in the elegant and glow- 
ing terms in which he has celebrated its praises. No 
individual presides with more grace at the convivial 
board, nor is there one whose absence is more liable 
to be regretted by his friends. 

Being on one occasion prevented from attending a 
banquet where he was an expected guest, and whom# 
in consequence, every thing seemed (to use a familiar 
phrase) out of sorts, a gentleman, in the fervour of 
Ms disappointment, exclaimed, “Give us but one 
Anacreon more, ye gods, whatever else ye do deny 
us.” 

Presiding once at a tavern dinner, where some of 
the company were complaining that there was no 
game at the table, a gentleman present, alluding to ! 

the fascinating manners of Mr. Moore, who “kept tlw | 

table in a roar,” said, “ Why, gentlemen, what better 
game would you wish than mxm game, of which I am 
sure you have abundance 1” 

At another time, after the pleasures of the evening 
had been extended to a pretty late hour, Mr, D. pro- , ^ 

posed, as a concluding bumper, the health of Mr. ! ■ 

Moore ; a toast which, having been twice drank in the , 

course of the evening, was objected to as unneces- i 

sary. Mr. D., however, persisted in giving the toast ; : 

and quoted in support of it the following passage from f 

Mr. Moore’s translation of the eighth ode of Ana- 
creon. “Let us drink it now,” said he, | 

For death may come with brow unpleasant, 

May come when least we wish him present, 
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And beckon to tbe sable shore, 

And grimly bid us — drink no Afore/ 

We liere terminate die Biographical part of our 
©ketch ; and, after a few introductory and general re- 
marks, shall proceed to take a critical review of our 
author’s principal works, including some interesting 
sketches and anecdotes of ancient nnnstrelsy, illus- 
trative of the “Irish Melodies,” 

Moore is not, like Wordsworth or Coleridge, the 
poet’s poet; nor is it necessary, in order to enjoy his 
writings, that we should create a taste for them other 
than what we received from nature and education. 
Yet his style is condemned as tinsel and artificial, 
whereas the great praise bestowed on those preferred 
to it is, that they are the only true natural. — Now if 
it requires study and progressive taste to arrive at a 
sense of the natural, and but common feeling to enjoy 
the beauties of the artificial, tlien certainly these names 
have changed places since we met them in the dic- 
tionary. 

Formerly, people were content w'ith estimating 
books — persons are the present objects universally. 
It is not the pleasure or utility a volume affords, which 
is taken into consideration, but the genius which it 
indicates. Each person is anxious to form his scale 
of excellence, and to range great names, living or 
dead, at certain intervals and in different grades, self 
being the hidden centre whither all the comparisons 
verge. In former times w'orks of authors were com- 
posed with ideal or ancient models,*— the humble 
crowd of readers were content to peruse and admii'e. 
At present it is otherwise, — every one is conscious of 
having either written, or at least having been able to 
write a book, and consequently ail literary decisions 
affect them personally : — 

Scrib&ndi nihil a me alienura puto, 

is the language of the age; and the most insignificant 
calculate on the wonders they might have effected, 
had chance dirown a pen in their way,— The literary 
character has, in fact, extended itself over tlie whole 
face of society, with all the evils that DTsraeli has 
enumerated, and ten times more — ^it has spread its 
fibres through all ranlts, sexes, and ages. ’There no 
longer exists what writers used to caff, a public— that 
disinterested tribunal has long since merged in the 
body it Used to try. Put your finger on any head in 
a crowd— it belongs to an author, or the friend of one, 
and your great authors are supposed to possess a 
■quantity of communicable celebrity : an intimacy with 
one of them is a sort of principaliiy, and a stray anec- 
dote picked up, rather a valuable sort of possession. 
These people are always crying out against person- 
ality, and personality is the whole business of their 
lives. They can consider nothing as it is by itself; 
the cry is, “ who wrote it?” — “ what manner of man 
is he?” — “where did he borrow it?” They make 
puppets of literary men by their impatient curiosity ; 
tmd when one of themselves is dragged from his ma- 
lign obscurity in banter or whimsical revenge, he calls 
upon aU the gods to bear witness to the malignity he 
is made to suffer. 

It is this spirit which has perverted criticism, and 
reduced it to a play of words. To fevour this vain 
ftagetiwww of comparison, all powers and faculties are 
rt solved at cnoe into germis — ^that vague quality, the 


supposition of which is at every one’s command ; and 
characters, sublime in one respect, as they are con- 
temptible in another, are viewed under this one 
aspect. The man, the poet, the philosopher, are 
blended, and the attributes of each applied to all 
without distinction. One person inquires the name 
of a poet, because he is a reasoner; another, because 
he is mad ; another, because he is conceited. John- 
son’s assertion is taken for granted— that genius is 
but great natural power directed towards a particular 
object; thus all are reduced to tlie same scale, and 
measured by the same standard. This fury of com- 
parison knows no bounds; its abettors, at the same 
time that they reserv'e to themselves the full advan- 
tage of dormant merit, make no such allowance to 
established authors. They j udge them rigidly by their 
pages, assume that their love of fame and emolument 
would not allow them to let any talent be idle^ and 
will not hear any arguments advanced for their unex- 
pected capabilities. 

The simplest and easiest effort of the mind is 
egotism, — it is but baring one’s owm breast, disclosing 
its curious mechanism, and giving exaggerated ex- 
pressions to every-day feeling. Yet no production® 
have met with such success ; — what auriiors can com- 
pete, as to popularity, with Montaigne, Byron, Rous- 
seau? Yet we cannot but believe that there have 
been, thousands of men In the world who 
walked the same path, and perhaps met with & 
success, if they had had the same confidence, Pas- 
sionate and reflecting minds are not so rare as we 
suppose, but tlie boldness that sets at nought society 
is. Nor could want of courage be the only obstacle ; 
there are, and have been, we trust, many who w^ould 
not exchange the privacy of their mental sanctuary, 
for the indulgence of spleen, or the feverish dream of 
popular celebrity. And if we can give credit for this 
power to the many who have lived unknown and 
shunned publicity, how much more must we not be 
inclined to allow to him of acknowledged genius, and 
who has manifested it in works of equal beauty, and 
of greater merit, inasmuch as they are removed from 
self? It has been said by a great living author and 
poet,* that “ the choice of a subject, removed from 
self, is the test of genius.” 

These considerations ought, at least, to prevent us 
from altogether merging a writer’s genius in bis 
I works, and from using the name of the poem and that 
of the poet indifferently. For our part, we think that 
if Thomas Moore had the misfortune to be meta- 
physical, he might have written such a poem as the 
Excursion, — ^thathad he condescended to borrow, and 
at the same time disguise the feelings of the great Lake 
Poets, he might perhaps have written the best parts 
of Childe Harold — and had he the disposition or the 
whim to be egotistical, he might lay bare a mind of 
his own as proudly and as passionately organized as 
the great lord did, whom some one describes “ to have 
gutted himself body and soul, for all the world to 
walk in and see the show.” 

So much for the preliminary cavils which are 
thrown in the teeth of Moore’s admirers. They have 
been picked up by the small fry of critics, who com- 
menced their career with a furious attack on him, 
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Pope, and Campbell, but have since thought it becom- step we stumble over recollections of departed gran* 
iflg to grow out of their early likings. And at present deur, and behold the scenes where the human mind 
they profess to prefer the great works which they has glorified itself for ever, and played a part, there 
have never read, and which they will never be able to cords of w'hich can never die. But in Asia, to th® 


read, to those classic poems, of which they have been 
the most destructive enemies, by bethumbing and 
quoting their beauties into triteness and common- 
place. 

The merits of Pope and Moore have siiifered de- 
preciation from the same cause — ^the facility of being 
imitated to a certain degree. And as vulgar admira- 
tion seldom penetrates beyond this degree, the con- 
clusion is, that nothing can be easier than to write 
like, and even equal to, either of these poets. In the 
universal self-comparison, which is above mentioned, 
as the foundation of modern criticism, feeling is as- 
sumed to be genius — ^the passive is considered to 
imply the active power. No opinion is more com- 
mon or more fallacious-— it is the “ flattering unction” 
which has inundated the world with versifiers, and 
which seems to under-rate the merit of compositions, 
in which there is more ingenuity and elegance than 
passion. Genius is considered to be little more than 
a capability of excitement— the greater the passion 
the greater the merit ; and the school-boy key on 
which Mr. Moore’s love and heroism are usually set, 
is not considered by any reader beyond his reach. 
This is certainly Moore’s great defect ; but it is more 
that of his taste than of any superior faculty. 

We shall now proceed to notice the most laboured 
and most splendid of Mr. Moore’s productions— I 
^^LallaKookh:”— 

Then if, while scenes so grand, 

So beautiful, shine before thee, 

Pride, for thine own dear land, 

Should haply be stealing o’er thee ; 

Oh ! let grief come first, 

.O’er pride itself victorious, 

To think how man hath curst, 

What Heaven hath made so glorious. 

Several of our modem poets had already chosen 
the luxuriant climate of the East for their imagina- 
tions to revel in, and body forth their shapes of light; 
but it is no less observable that they had generally 
failed, and the cause we believe to be this — that the 
partial conception and confined knowledge which 
they naturally possessed of a country, so opposed in i 
the character of its inhabitants and the aspect of its 
scenery to their own, occasion them, after the man- 
ner of all imperfect apprehenders, to seize upon its 
prominent features and obvious characteristics, with- 
out entering more deeply into its spirit, or catching 
its retired and less palpable beauties. The sudden 
transplantation of an European mind into Asiatic 
scenes can seldom be favourable to its well-being and 
progress ; at least none but those of the first order 
would be enabled to keep their imaginations from de- 
generating into inconsistency and bombast, amid the 
swarms of novelties which start up at every step. 
Thus it is that, in nearly all the oriental poems added 
to our literature, we had the same monotonous as- 
semblage of insipid images, drawn from the peculiar 
phenomena and natural appearances of the country. 

We have always considered Asia as naturally the 
home of poetry, and the creator of poets. What 
maker Greece so poetical a country is, that at every 


same charm of viewing the places of former power — 
of comparing the present with the past— there fa 
added a luxuriance of climate, and an unrivalled 
beauty of external nature, which, ever according with 
the poet’s soul, 

Temper, and do befit him to obey 
High inspiration. 

It was reserved for Mr. Moore to r^eem the 
character of oriental poetry, in a work which stands 
distinct, alone, and proudly pre-eminent above all 
that had preceded it on the same subject. 

Never, indeed, has the land of the sun shone out so 
brightly on the children of the north— nor the sweets 
of Asia been poured forth — nor her gorgeousness 
displayed so profusely to the delighted senses of Eu- 
rope, as in tibe fine oriental romance of Lalla Eookh. 
The beauteous forms, the dazzling splendours, the 
breathing odours of the East, found, at last, a kindred 
poet in that Green Isle of the West, whose genius has 
long been suspected to be derived from a warmer 
clime, and here wantons and luxuriates in these vo- 
luptuous regions, as if it felt that it had at length re- 
cognized its native element. It is amazing, indeed, 
how much at home Bib*. Moore seems to be in India, 
Persia, and Arabia; and how purely and strictly 
Asiatic all the colouring and imagery of his poem ap- 
pears. He is thoroughly imbued with the character 
of the scenes to which he transports as ; and yet the 
extent of his knowledge is less wonderful than the 
dexterity and apparent facility with which he has 
turned it to account, in the elucidation and embellish- 
ment of his poetry. There is not a simile, a descrip- 
tion, a name, atadt of history, or allusion of romance, 
which belongs to European experience, that does not 
indicate entire iamilkritj with the life, nature, and 
learning of the East. 

Nor are the barbaric ornaments thinly scattered to 
' make up,, a ehow. They are shower^ lavishly over 
'the whole; work; and form, perhaps too the 

staple of the poetry, and the riches of that wWch Is 
chiefly distinguished for its richness. We would con* 
fine this remark, however, to the descriptions of ex- 
ternal objects, and the allusions to literature and 
history— to what may be termed the motmel of the 
poetry -we are speaking of. The character and $m^ 
timents are of a dfiferent order. They cannot, in- 
deed,, be said to. be copies qf an European nature t 
'hut still less like.that of any other region. They are*' ’ 
in truth, poetical imaginations hut it is to the po©. 
try of rational, honourable, considerate, and humane 
Europe that they belong — and not to the 
cruelty, and profligacy of Asia. ' 

There is something very extraordinary, we think, 
in this work— and something which indicates in the 
author, not only a great exuberance of talent, bat a 
very singular constitution of genius. While it is more 
splendid in imagejy— and for the most part m very 
good taste — ^more rich in sparkling thoughts and 
original cohcei^ons, and more full indeed of exqui- 
site pictun^ both of all sorts of beauties, and all sows 
of yirtues, and all sorts of sufienngs and crimes, t hm 
any other poem which we know ef; we rather 
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we speak tlie sense of aE classes of readersj whea we 
add, that the effect of the whole is to aiingle a certain 
feeling of disappointment with that of admiration — 
to excite admiration rather than any warmer senti- 
ment of delight— to dazzle more than to enchant— 
and, in the end, more frequently to startle the fancy, 
and fatigue the attention, with the constant succession 
of glittering images and high-strained emotions, than 
to maintain a rising interest, or win a growing sympa- 
thy, by a less profuse or more systematic display of 
attractions. 

The style is, on the whole, rather diffuse, and too 
unvaried in its character. But its greatest fault is the 
uniformity of its brilliancy — ^the want of plainness, 
simplicity, and repose. We have heard it observed 
by some very zealous admirers of Mr. Moore’s genius, 
that you cannot open this book without finding a 
cluster of beauties in every page. Now, this is only 
another way of expressing what we think its greatest 
defect. No work, consisting of many pages, should 
have detached and distinguishable beauties in every 
one of them. No great work, indeed, should have 
many beauties : if it were perfect it would have hut 
one, and that but faintly perceptible, except on a view 
of the whole. Look, for example, at what is the most 
finished and exquisite production of human art— the 
design and elevation of a Grecian temple, in its old 
severe simplicity. What penury of ornament — ^what 
neglect of beauties of detail— what masses of plain ! 
surface— what rigid economical limitation to the 
useful and the necessary I The cottage of a peasant 
is scarcely more simple in its structure, and has not 
fewer parts that are superfluous. Yet what grandeur 
—what elegance — ^what grace and completeness in 
the effect! The whole is beautiful — ^because the 
beauty is in the w'hole ; but there is little merit in any 
of the parts except that of fitness and careful finishing. 
Contrast this with a Dutch, or a Chinese pleasure- 
house, where every part is meant to be beautiful, and 
the result is deformity — where there is not an inch of 
the surface that is not brilliant with colour, and rough 
with curves and angles, — and where the effect of the 
whole is displeasing to the eye and the taste. We 
are as far as possible from meaning to insinuate that 
Mr. Moore’s poetry is of this description ; ontbe con- 
trary, we think his ornaments are, for the most part, 
truly and exquisitely beautiful ; and the general design 
of his pieces extremely elegant and ingenious : ail 
that we mean to say is, that there is too much orna- 
ment— too many insulated and independent beauties 
— and that the notice and the very admiration they 
excite, hurt the interest of the general design, and 
withdraw our attention too importunately from it, 

Mr. Moore, it appears to us, is too lavish of his 
gems and sweets, and it may truly be said of him, in 
his poetical capacity, that he would be richer with 
half his wealth. ‘ His works are not only of rich ma- 
terials and graceful design, but they are every where 
glistening witli small beauties and transitory inspira- 
tions — sudden flashes of fancy that blaze out and 
perish; like earth-born meteoi-s that crackle in the 
lower sky, and unseasonably divert our eyes from the 
great and lofty bodies wHch pursue their harmonious 
courses in a serener region. 

We have spoken of these as jfaults of style — ^but 
♦hey could scarcely have existed without going 


deeper; and though they first strike us as qualities of 
the composition only, we find, upon a little reflection, 
that the same general character belongs to the fable, 
the characters, and the sentiments— that they all are 
alike in the excess of their means of attraction — and 
fail to interest, chiefly by being too interesting. 

We have felt it our duty to point out the faults of 
our author’s poetry, particularly in respect to Lalla 
Rookh; but it would be quite unjust to characterize 
that splendid poem by its faults, which are infinitely 
less conspicuous than its manifold beauties. There 
is not only a richness and brilliancy of diction and 
imagery spread over the whole work, that indicate 
the gi-eatest activity and elegance of fancy in the au- 
thor; but it is every where pervaded, still more 
strikingly, by a strain of tender and noble feeling, 
poured out wtith such warmth and abundance, as to 
steal insensibly on the heart of the reader, and gra- 
dually to overflow it with a tide of sympathetic emo- 
tion. There are passages, indeed, and these neither 
few nor brief, over which the very genius of poetry 
seems to have breathed his richest enchantment— 
where the melody of the verse and the beauty of the 
images conspire so harmoniously with the force and 
tenderness of the emotion, that the whole is blended 
into one deep and bright stream of sweetness and 
feeling, along which the spirit of the reader is borne 
passively through long reaches of delight, Mr 
Moore’s poetiy, indeed, where his happiest vein is 
opened, realizes more exactly than that of any other 
writer, the . splendid account which is given by €o- 
OTus* of the song, of 

His mother Circe, and the sirens three, 

Amid the flowery-kirtled Naiades, 

Who, as they sung, would take the prison’d soul, 

And lap it in Elysium. 

And though it is certainly to be regretted that he 
should occasionally have broken the measure with 
more frivolous strains, or filled up its intervals with a 
sort of brilliant falsetto., it should never be forgotten, 
that his excellences are as peculiar to himself as his 
faults, and, oii the whole, we may assert, more 
characteristic of his genius. 

The legend of LaUa Rookli is very sweetly and 
gaily told ; and is adorned with many tender as well 
as lively passages — without reckoning among the lat- 
ter the occasional criticisms of the omniscient Fadla- 
deen, the magnificent and most infallible grand cham- 
berlain of the haram— whose sayings and remarks, 
by the by, do not agree very well with the character 
winch is assigned him — being for the most part very 
smart, snappish, and acute, and by no means solemn, 
stupid, and pompous, as one would have expected. 
Mr, Moore’s genius perhaps, is too invcterately lively, 
to make it possible for him even to counterfeit dd- 
ness. We must now take a slight glance at the 
poetry. 

The first piece, entitled “ The Veiled Prophet of 
Khorassan,” is the longest, and, we thinlv, certainly not 


* Milton, who was much patronized by the illustrious 
house of Egerton, wrote the Mask of Comus Upon John 
Egerton, then Earl of Brwlgewater, when that nobleman, 
in 1634, was appointed Lord President of the principality 
of Wales. It was performed by three of bis Lordship’s 
children, before the Earl, at Ludlow Castle . — the Works 
of the present Earl of Bridgewater, 
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the best of the series. The story, which is not in 
its parts extremely intelligible, is founded on a vision, 
in d’Herbelot, of a daring impostor of the early ages 
of Islamism, who pretended to have received a later 
and more authoritative mission than that of the Pro- 
phet, and to be destined to overturn all tyrannies and 
superstitions on the earth, and to rescue all souls that 
believed in him. To shade the celestial radiance of 
his brow, he always wore a veil of silver gauze, and 
was at last attacked by the Caliph, and exterminated 
with all his adherents. On this story Mr. Moore has 
engrafted a romantic and not very probable tale : yet, 
even with all its faults, it possesses a charm almost 
irresistible, in the volume of sweet sounds and beau- 
tiful images, which are heaped together with luxurious 
profusion in the general texture of the style, and 
invest even the faults of the story with the graceful 
amplitude of their rich and figured veil. 

“ Paradise and the Peri” has none of the faults just 
alluded to. It is full of spirit, elegance, and beauty ; 
and, though slight in its structure, breathes throughout 
a most pure and engaging morality. 

“ The Fire-worshippers” appears to us to be indis- 
putably the finest and most powerful poem of them 
all. With all the richness and beauty of diction that 
belong to the best parts of Mokanna, it has a far more 
interesting story ; and is not liable to the objections 
that arise against the contrivance and structure of the 
leading poem. The general tone of “ The Fire-wor- 
shippers” is certainly too much strained, but, in spite 
of that, it is a work of great genius and beauty ; and 
not only delights the fancy by its general brilliancy 
and spirit, but moves all the tender and noble feel- 
ings with a deep and powerful agitation. 

The last piece, entitled “ The Light of the Haram,” 
is the gayest of the whole ; and is of a very slender 
fabric as to fable or invention. In truth, it has 
scarcly any story at all ; but is made up almost en- 
tirely of beautiful songs and fascinating descriptions. 

On the whole, it may be said of “Lalla Rooldi,” 
that its great fault consists in its profuse finery; but 
it should be observed, that this finery is not the vulgar 
ostentation which so often disguises poverty or mean- 
ness — ^but, as we have before hinted, the extravagance 
of excessive wealth. Its great charm is in the inex- 
haustible copiousness of its imagery— the sweetness 
and ease of its diction — and tlie beauty of the objects 
and sentiments with which it is conceived. 

Whatever popularity Mr. Moore may have acquired 
as the author of Lalla Rookh, etc., it is as the author 
of the “ Irish Melodies” that he will go down to pos- 
terity unrivalled and alone in that delightful species 
of composition. Lord Byron has very justly and pro- 
phetically obseiTed, that “ Moore is one of the few | 
writers who will siir\uve the age in which he so de- 1 
servedly flourishes. He will live in his ‘ Irish Melo- 1 
dies they will go down to posterity with the music ; 
both will last as long as Ireland, or as music and 
poetry.” 

If, indeed, the anticipation of lasting celebrity be 
the chief pleasure for the attainment of which poets 
bestow their labour, certainly no one can have en- 
gaged so much of it as Thomas Moore. It is evident 
that writers who fail to command immediate attention, 
and who look only to posterity for a just estimate of 
their merits, must feel more or less uncertainty as to 
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the ultimate result, even though they should appre- 
ciate their own productions as highly as Milton his 
Paradise Lost; while they who succeed in obtaining 
a large share of present applause, cannot but expe- 
rience frequent misgivings as to its probable duration : 
prevailing tastes have so entirely changed, and works, 
the wonder and delight of one generation, have been 
so completely forgotten in the next, that extent of 
reputation ought rather to alarm than assure an author 
in respect to his future fame. 

But Mr. Moore, independently of poetical powers 
of the highest order — ^independently of the place he 
at present maintains in the public estimation — ^has se- 
cured to himself a strong hold of celebrity, as durable 
as the English tongue. 

Almost every European nation has a kind of pri- 
mitive music, peculiar to itself, consisting of short 
and simple tunes or melodies, which, at the same 
time that they please cultivated and scientific ears, 
are the object of passionate and almost exclusive at- 
tainment by the great body of the people, constituting, 
in fact, pretty nearly the sum of their musical know- 
ledge and enjoyment. Being tlie first sounds with 
which the infant is soothed in his nursery^ %vith which 
he is lulled to repose at night, and excited to anima- 
tion in the day, they make an impression on the ima- 
gination that can never afterwards be efl'aced, and 
are consequently handed down from parent to child, 
from generation to generation, witli as much unU 
fomiity as the family features and dispositions. It is 
evident, therefore, tliat he who first successfully in- 
vests them with language, becomes thereby himself a 
component part of these aii 7 existences, and commits 
his bark to a favouring wind, before which it shall pass 
on to the end of the stream of time. 

Without such a connexion as this with the national 
music of Scotland, it seems to that Allan Ram- 
say’s literary existence must have terminated its 
earthly career long since ; but, in the divine melody 
of “ JTie YeUaw-Jtair^d Ijiddie^^ he has secured a 
passport to future ages, which mightier poets might 
envy, and which will be heard and acknowledged as 
long as tiie world has ears to hear. 

This is not a mere fimey of the uninitiated, or the 
barbarous exaggeration of a musical savage who has 
lost liis senses at hearing Orpheus’s hurdy-gurdy, be- 
cause he never heard any thing better. One of the 
peatest composers that ever charmed the world — tlie 
immortal Haydn— on being requested to add sympho- 
nies and accompaniments to the Scotch airs, was so 
I convinced of their durability, tliat he replied — “Mi 
j vanto di questo lavoro, e per cio mi luaingo di vivero 
in Scozia molti anni dope la inia morte.” 

It is not without reason, therefore, that BIr. Moore 
indulges in this kind of sccond-siglit, and e.xc]aims (on 
hearing one of his own melodies re-echoed from a 
bugle in the mountains of Kiilamey,) 

Oh, Ibrgive, if, wifile listening to music, whose breath 
Seem’d to circle his name with a charm against death, 

He should feel a proud spirit within him proclaim, 

Even so shall thou live in tlie echoes of fame ; 

Even so, though thy mem’ry should now die away, 

’Twill be caught up again in some happier day, 

And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong, 

Through the answering future, thy name and thy song I 

In truth, the subtile essences of these tunes present 
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no object upon which time or violence can act. Py* 
ramids may moulder away, and bronzes be decom- 
posed ; but the breeze of heaven which fanned them 
in their splendour shall sigh around them in decay, 
and by its mournful sound awaken all the recollections 
of their former glory. Thus, when generations shall 
have sunk into the grave, and printed volumes been 
consigned to oblivion, traditionary strains shall pro- 
long our poet’s existence, and his future fame shall 
not be less certain than his present celebrity. 

Like the gale tliat sighs along 
Beds of oriental flowers, 

Is the grateful breath of song. 

That once was heard in happier hours. 

Piird with balm the gale sighs on, 

Though the flowers have sunk in death ; 

So when the Bard of Love is gone, 

His mem’ry lives in Music’s breatli ! 

Almost every European nation, as we before ob- 
served, has its own peculiar set of popular melodies, 
differing as much from each other in character as the 
nations themselves ; but there are none more marked 
or more extensively known than those of the Scotch 
and Irish. Some of these may be traced to a very 
remote era; while of others the origin is scarcely 
known ; and this is the case, especially, with the airs 
of Ireland. With the exception of those which were 
produced by Cardan, who died in 1738, there are 
ffew of which we can discover the dates or composers. 

That many of these airs possess great beauty and 
pathos, no one can doubt who is acquainted with the 
selections that have been made by Mr. Moore ; but as 
a genus or a style, they also exhibit the most unequi- 
vocal proofs of a rude and barbarous origin; and 
there is scarcely a more striking instance of the prone- 
ness of mankind to exalt the supposed wisdom of 
their ancestors, and to lend a ready ear to the mar- 
vellous, than the exaggerated praise which the authors 
of this music have obtained. 

It is natural to suppose that in music, as in aU 
other arts, the progress of savage man was gradual ; 
that there is no more reason for supposing he should 
have discovered at once the seven notes of the scale, 
than that he should have been able at once to find 
appropriate language for all the nice distinctions of 
morals or metaphysics. We shall now pass to some 
interesting accounts of the Bards of the “ olden time,” 
which come within the scope of our subject when 
speaking of the present Bard of Erin, and his “ Irish 
jielodies.’^ 

Br. Burney observes, that “the first Greek mu- 
sicians were gods; the second, heroes; the third, 
bards ; the fourth, beggars !” During the infancy of 
music in every country, the wonder and affections of 
the people were gained by surprise; but when mu- 
sicians became numerous, and the art was regarded 
of easier acquirement, they lost their favour ; and, 
from being seated at the tables of kings, and helped 
\o the first cut, they were reduced to the most abject 
state, and ranked amongst rogues and vagabonds. 
That this was the cause of the supposed retrograda- 
tion of Irish music, we shall now proceed to show, 
by some curious extracts from contemporary writers. 
The professed Bards, of the earliest of whom we 
have not any account, having united to their capacity 
of musiciaus the functions of priests, could not fail to 


obtain for themselves, in an age of ignorance and 
credulity, all the influence and respect which that 
useful and deserving class of men have never failed 
to retain, even among nations who esteem themselves 
the most enlightened. But the remotest period in 
which their character of musician was disengaged 
from that of priest, is also the period assigned to the 
highest triumph of their secular musical skill and 
respectability. “ It is certain,” says Mr. Bunting (in 
his Historical and Critical Dissertation on the Harp,) 
that the furth&‘ we explore^ whUe pet any light re- 
Tmins, the more highly is Irish border mimtreky ex- 
toUed.^^ 

“The oldest Irish tunes (says the same writer) are 
said to be the most perfect^^ and history accords with 
this opinion. Vin. Galilei, Bacon, Stanishurst, Spen- 
ser, and Camden, in the 16th century, speak warmly 
of Irish version, but not so highly as Polydore Virgil 
and Major, in the 15th, Clynn, in the middle of the 
14th, or Fordun, in the 13th. As we recede yet fur- 
ther, we find Giraldus Cambrensis, G. Brompton, and 
John of Salisbury, in the 12th century, bestowing still 
more lofty encomiums ; and these, again, falling short 
of the science among us in the lltli and 10th centu- 
ries. In conformity with this, Fuller, in his account 
of the Crusade conducted by Godfrey of Bologne, 
says, “Yea, we might well think that all the conceri 
of Christendom in this war would have made no 
music, if die Irish Harp had been wanting.” 

In those early times the Irish bards were invested 
with wealth, honours, and influence. They wore a 
robe of the same colour as that used by kings; were 
exempted from taxes and plunder, and were billeted 
on the country from Allhallow-tide to May, while 
every chief bard had thirty of inferior note under his 
orders, and every second-rate bard fifteen. 

John of Salisbury, in the 12th century, says, that 
the great aristocrats of his day imitated Nero in their 
extravagant love of fiddling and singing; that “they 
prostituted their favour by bestowing it on minstrels 
and buffoons ; and that, by a certain foolish and shame- 
ful munificence, they expended immense sums of mo- 
ney on their frivolous exhibitions,” “ The courts of 
princes,” says another contemporary writer, “are 
filled with crowds of minstrels, who extort from them 
gold, silver, horses, and vestments, by their flattering 
songs. I have known some princes who have be- 
stowed on these minstrels of the Devil, at the very 
first word, the most curious garments, beautifully em- 
broidered with flowers and pictures, which had cost 
them twenty or thirty marks of silver, and wliich they 
had not worn above seven days !” 

From the foregoing account, by Salisbury John, 
the twelfth century must, verily, have been the true 
golden age for the sons of the lyre ; who were then, it 
seems, clothed in purple and fine linen, and fared 
sumptuously every day. It is true, they were flatter- 
ers and parasites, and did “ dirty work” for it in those 
days ; but, at any rate, princes wi^ere then more 
generous to their poet-laureates, and the sackbut and 
the song were better paid for than in a simple butt 
of sack. 

According to Stow^e, the minstrel had still a ready 
admission into the presence of kings in the 4th cen- 
tury. Speaking of the celebration of the feast of 
Pentecost at Westminster, he says “ In the great 
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Iiall, when sitting royally at the table, with Ms peers 
about Mm, there entered a woman adorned like a 
minstrel, sitting on a great horse, trapped as minstrels 
then used, who rode about the table showing pastime ; 
and at length came up to the king’s table, and laid 
before him a letter, and, forthwith turning her horse, 
saluted every one and departed ; when the letter was 
read, it was found to contain animadversions on the 
king- The door-keeper, being threatened for admit- 
ting her, replied, that it was not the custom of the 
king’s palace to deny admission to minstrels, espe- 
pecially on such high solemnities and feast-days.” 

In Froissart, too, we may plainly see what neces- 
sary appendages to greatness the minstrels were es- 
teemed, and upon what familiar terms they lived with 
their masters. When the four Irish kings, who had 
submitted themselves to Richard II. of England, were 
sat at table, ^ on the first dish being served they made 
their minstrels and principal servants sit beside them, 
and eat from their plates, and drink from their cups.” 
The knight appointed by Richard to attend tliem 
having objected to this custom, on another day, “or- 
dered the tables to be laid out and covered, so that 
the kings sat at an upper table, the minstrels at a mid- 
dle one, and the servants lower still. The royal 
guests looked at each other, and refused to eat, say- 
ing, that he deprived tliem of their good old custom 
in which they had been brought up.” 

However, 'in the reign of Edward 11., a public edict 
was issued, putting a check upon this license, and 
limiting the number of minstrels to four per diem ad- 
missible to the tables of the great. It seems, too, that 
about this period the minstrels liad sunk into a kind 
of upper servants of the aristocracy ; they wore their 
lord’s liver}’’, and sometimes sliaved the crown of their 
heads like monks. 

Wlieu war and hunting formed almost the exclu- 
sive occupation of the great ; when their surplus re- 
venues could only be employed in supporting idle 
retainers, and no better means could be devised for 
passing the long winter evenings than drunkenness 
and gambling, it may readily be conceived how wel- 
come these itinerant musicians must have been in 
baronial halls, and how it must have flattered the pride 
of our noble ancestors to listen to the eulogy of their 
own achievements, and the length of their own pedi- 
grees. 

Sir William Temple says, “ the great men of the 
Irish septs, among the many officers of their family, 
which continued always in the same races, had not 
only a physician, a huntsman, a smith, and such like, 
but a poet and a tale-teller. The first recorded and 
sung the actions of ‘ their ancestors, and entertained 
the company at feasts ; the latter amused them with 
tales when they were melancholy and could not 
sleep ; and a very gallant gentleman of the north of 
Ireland has told me, of his own experience, that in 
his wolf-huntings there, when he used to be abroad in 
the mountains three or four days together, and lay 
very ill a, -nights, so as he could not %vell sleep, they 
would bring him one of these tale-tellers, that when 
he lay down would begin a story of a king, a giant, a 
dwarf, or a damsel, and such rambling stulF, and con- 
tinue it all night long in such an even tone, that you 
heard it going on whenever you awaked, and believed 
nothing any physicians give could have so good and 


so innocent an effect to make men sleep, in any pains 
or distempers of body or mind.” 

In the reign of Elizabeth, however, civilization had 
so far advanced, that the music which had led away 
the great lords of antiquity no longer availed to de- 
lude the human understanding, or to prevent it from 
animadverting on the pernicious efiects produced by 
those who cultivated the tuneful art. Spenser, in his 
view of die state of Ireland, says, “Tliene is among 
the Irish a certain kind of people called Bardes, which 
are to them instead of poets, whose profession is to 
set forth the praises or dispraises of men in their 
poems or rithmes ; the which are had in so high re- 
gard and estimation among them, that none dare dis- 
please them, for fear to run into reproach through 
their offence, and to be made infamous in the mouths 
of all men. For their verees are taken up with a ge- 
neral applause, and usually sung at all feasts and 
meetings by certain other persons- whose proper 
function that is, who also receive for the same great 
rewards and reputation among them. These Irish 
Bardes are, for the most part, so far from instructing 
young men in moral discipline, that themselves do 
more deserve to be sharply disciplined ; for they sel- 
dom use to choose unto themselves the doings of 
good men for the arguments of their poems; but 
whomsoever they find to be most licentious of life, 
most bold and lawless in his doings, most dangerous 
and desperate in all parts of disobedience and rebel- 
lious disposition; him they set up and gloiifie in their 
rithmes ; him they praise to the people, and to young 
men make an example to follow.” The moralizing 
poet then continues to show the “effect of evil things 
being decked with the attire of goodly words,” on 
the affections of a young mind, w'hicb, as he ol^erves, 
“cannot rest;” for, “if he be not busied in some 
goodness, he will find Mmself such business as shall 
soon busy all about him. In wMch, if he shall find 
any to praise him, and to give him encouragement, as 
those Bardes do for little reuxird^ or a share of a stolen 
cow, then'vvaxeth he most insolent, and half mad with 
the love of himself and his ov^rn lewd deeds. And as 
for words to set forth such lewdness, it is not hard for 
them to give a goodly and painted show thereunto, 
borrowed even from the praises which are proper to 
virtue itself ; as of a most notorious thief and wicked 
outlaw, which had lived all his life-time of spoils and 
robberies, one of their Bardes in his praise will say, 

: that he was none of the idle milksops that was brought 
up to the fire-side ; but that most of his days he spent 
I in amis and valiant enterprises — ^that he did never eat 
! his meat before he had W’on it with his sword ; that 
i he lay not all night in slugging in a cabin under his 
I mantle, but used commonly to keep others waking to 
defend their lives; and did light his candle at the 
I flames of their houses to lead him in the darkness; 

' that the day was his night, and the night his day ; that 
he loved not to be long wooing of wenches to yield 
to him, but, where he came, he took by force the spoil 
of other men’s love, and left but lamentation to their 
lovers; that Ms music was not the harp, nor the lays 
of love, but the cries of people and the clashing of 
armour ; arid, finally, that he died, not bewailed of 
many, but made many wail when he died, that dearly 
bought Ms death.” 

It little occurred to Spenser that, in tlms roprobaUng 
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Like freezing founts, wkere all that’s thrown 
Within their current turns to stone. 


these poor bards, he was giving an admirable analysis 
of the machinery and effects of almost all that poets 
have ever done ! 

In 1563 severe enactments were issued against these 
gentlemen, to which was annexed the following — 
“ Item, for that those rhymers do, by their ditties and 
rhymes, made to dyvers lordes and gentlemen in Ire- 
land, in the commendacion and higlie praise of eoctor- 
tion^ rehellion^ rape., raven, and mtkere injustice, en~ 
courage those lordes and gentlemen rather to fdUow 
those vices than to leve them, and for making of such 
rhymes, rewards are given hy the said lordes and gen^ 
tlemen; that for abolishinge of soo heynouse an 
abuse,” etc., etc. 

The feudal system, which encouraged the poetical 
state of manners, and afforded the minstrels worthy 
subjects for their strains, received a severe blow from 
the policy pursued by Elizabeth. This was followed 
up by Cromwell, and consummated by King William, 
of Orange memory. 

More recently a Scotch writer observes, “ In Ii*e- 
land the harpers, the original composers, and the 
chief depositories of that music, have, till lately, been 
uniformly cherished and supported by the nobility and 
gentry. They endeavoured to outdo one another in 
playing the airs that were most esteemed, with cor- 
rectness, and with their proper expression. The 
taste for that style of performance seems now, how- 
ever, to be declining. The native harpers are not 
much encouraged. A number of their airs have come 
into the hands of foreign musicians, who have at- 
tempted to fashion them according to the model of 
the modern music ; and these acts are considered in 
the country as capital improvements.” 

We have gone into the above details, not only be- 
cause they are in themselves interesting and illustra- 
tive of the ‘‘Irish Melodies,” but because we fully 
coincide with the bard of “Childe Harold,” that the 
lasting celebrity of Moore will be found in his lyrical 
compositions, with which his name and fame will be 
inseparably and immortally connected. • 

Mr. Moore possesses a singular facility of seizing 
and expressing the prevailing association which a 
given air is calculated to inspire in the minds of the 
greatest number of hearers, and has a very felicitous 
talent in making this discovery, even through the en- 
velopes of prejudice or vulgarity. The alchemy by 
which he is thus accustomed to tom dross into gold 
is really surprising. The air which now seems framed 
for the sole purpose of giving the highest effect to the 
refined and elegant ideas contained in the stanzas 
“ Sing, sing-music was given,” has for years been 
known only as attached to the words of “ Oh ! whack ! 
Judy O’Fianagan, etc.,” and the words usually sung 
to the tune of Cumilum are of the same low and lu- 
dicrous description. He possesses, also, in a high 
degree, that remarkable gift of a poetical imagination, 
which consists in elevating and dignifying the mean- 
est sul^ect on which it chooses to expatiate : 

As they, who to their couch at night 
Would welcome sleep, first quench the light— 

So must the hopes that keep this breast 
Awake, be quench’d, e’er it can, rest. 

Cold, cold my heart must grow, 

Unchangedby either joy or woe, 


The ingenuity with which the above simile is ap- 
plied, is not more remarkable than the success with 
which the homely image of putting out the bed-candle 
before we sleep, is divested of every particle of vul- 
garity. 

In the same way, and with equal facility, the sud- 
den revival of forgotten feelings, at meeting with 
friends from whom we have been long separated, is 
compared to the discovering, by the application of 
heat, letters written invisibly with sympathetic ink:— 

What soften’d remembrances come o’er the heart 
In gazing on those we’ve been lost to so long ! 

The sorrows, the joys, of which once they were part 
Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng. 

As letters some hand hath invisibly traced, 

When held to the flame will steal out to the sight; 

So many a feeling that long seem’d effaced, 

The warmth of a meeting like this brings to light. 

“ Rich and Rare,” taking music, words and all, is 
worth an epic poem to the Irish nation,— simple, ten- 
der, elegant, sublime, it is tlie very essence of poetry 
and music ; — there is not one simile or conceit, not 
one idle crotchet to be met with throughout. 

The musical as well as the poetical taste of the 
author is evident in every line, nor is one allowed to 
shine at the expense of the other. Moore has com 
posed some beautiful airs, hut seems shy of exercising 
this faculty, dreading, perhaps, that success in that 
pursuit would detract from his poetical fame. Tho 
imion of these talents is rare, and some have affirmed 
that they even exclude one another. When Gretry 
visited Voltaire at Femey, the philosopher paid him 
a compliment at the expense of his profession: 
“Vous etes musicien,” said Voltaire, “etvous avez 
de Tesprit ; cela est trop rare pour que je ne prenne 
pas a vous le plus vif interet.” Nature certainly may 
be supposed not over-inclined to be prodigal in be- 
stowing on the same object the several gifts that are 
peculiarly hers ; but, as far as the assertion rests on 
experience, it is powerfully contradicted by the names 
of Moore and Rousseau. 

The late Mr, Charles Wolfe, having both a literary 
and a musical turn, occasionally employed himself in 
adapting words to national melodies, and in writing 
characteristic introductions to popular songs. Being 
fond of “The Last Rose of Summer” (Irish Mel. 
No. V.) he composed the following tale for its illus- 
tration : 

“ This is the grave of Dennid : — He was the best 
minstrel among us all,— a youth of romantic genius, 
and of the most tremulous, and yet the most impetu- 
ous feeling. He knew all our old national aim, of 
every character and description ; according as his 
song was in a lofty or a mournful strain, the village 
represented a camp or funeral ; but if Dermid were 
in his merry mood, the lads and lasses hurried into a 
dance, with a giddy and irresistible gaiety. One day 
our chieftain committed a cruel and wanton outrage 
against one of our peaceful villagers. Bermid’s harp 
was in his hand when he heard it: — ^with all the 
thoughtlessness and independent sensibility of a poet’s 
indignation, he struck the chords that never spoko 
without response, and the detestation became univer- 
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sal. He was driven from amongst us by our enraged 
chief; and all his relations* and the maid he loved, 
attended the minstrel into the wide world. For 
three years there were no tidings of Dermid ; and the 
song and the dance were silent; when one of our lit- 
tle boys came running in, and told us that he saw our 
minstrel approaching at a distance. Instantly the 
whole village was in commotion; the youths and 
maidens assembled on the green, and agreed to cele- 
brate, the arrival of their poet with a dance; they 
fixed upon the air he was to play for them ; it was 
the merriest of his collection ; the ring was formed ; 
all looked eagerly to the quarter from which he was 
to arrive, determined to gi*eet their favourite bard with 
a cheer. But they were checked the instant he ap- 
peared; he came slowly, and languidly, and loiteringly 
along ; his countenance had a cold, dim, and careless 
aspect, very different from that expressive cheeifuhiess 
which marked his features, even in his more melancho- 
ly moments ; his harp wms swinging heavily upon his 
arm; it seemed a burthen to him; it was much shattered, 
and some of the strings were broken. He looked at us 
for a few moments, then, relapsing into vacancy, ad- 
vanced without quickening liis pace, to his acoustomed 
stone, and sate down in silence. After a pause, we 
ventured to ask him for Ms friends; — ^lie first looked 
up sharp in our faces, next dowm upon his hai*p ; then j 
struck a few notes of a wild and desponding melody, i 
which we had never heard before ; but his hand drop- 
ped, and he did not finish it. — Again we paused : — 
then knowing well that, if we could give tlie smallest 
mirthful impulse to his feelings, his whole soul would 
soon foUow, we asked him for the merry air "we had 
chosen. We were surprised at the readiness with 
which he seemed to comply ; but it was the same wild 
and heart-breaking strain he had commenced. In 
fact, we found that the soul of the minstrel had be- 
come an entire void, except one solitary ray that vi- 
brated sluggishly through its very darkest path ; it was 
like the sea in a dark calm, which you only know to 
be in motion by the panting which you hear. He 
had totally forgotten every trace of his former strains, 
not only those that were more gay and airy, but even 
those of a more pensive cast ; and he had gotten in 
their stead that one dreary simple melody; it was 
about a Lonely Rose, that had outlived all its com- 
panions; this he continued singing and playing from 
day to day, until he spread an unusual gloom over the 
whole village : he seemed to perceive it, for he re- 
tired to the church-yard, and continued repairing 
thither to sing it to the day of his death. The afflicted 
constantly resorted there to hear it, and he died sing- 
ing it to a maid who had lost her lover. The orphans 
have learnt it, and still chaiint it over Bermid’s grave.” 

“ The Fudge Family in Paris” is a most humorous 
work, written partly in the style of “The Twopenny- 
Post Bag.” These poetical epistles remind many 
persons of the “Bath Guide,” but a comparison can 
hardly be supported ; the plan of Mr. Moore’s work 
being less extensive, and the subject more ephemeral. 
We pity the man, however, who has not felt pleased 
with this book; even those who disapprove the au- 
thor’s politics, and his treating Royalty with so little 
reverence, must be bigoted and loyal to an excess if 
they deny his wit and humour. 

Mr. Moore, in his preface to the “Loves of the 
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Angels,” states, that he had somewhat hastened his 
publication, to avoid the disadvantage of having his 
work appear after his friend Lord Byron’s “ Heaven 
and Earth;” or, as he ingeniousiy expresses it, “by 
an earlier appearance in the literary horizon, to give 
myself the chance of what astronomers call a heliacal 
rising, before die luminary, in whose light I was to 
be lost, should appear.” This was an amiable, but by 
no means a reasonable modesty. The light that plays 
round Mr. Moore’s verses, tender, exquisite, and bril- 
liant, was in no danger of being extinguished even in 
the sullen glare of Lord Byron’s genius. One might 
as well expect an aurora borealis to be put out by an 
eruption of Mount Vesuvius. Though both bright 
stars in the firmament of modern poetry, they were as 
distant and unlike as Saturn and Mercury; and 
though their rising might be at the same time, they 
never moved in the same orb, nor met or Jostled in 
the wide trackless way of fancy and invention. 

Though these two celebrated writers in some 
measure divided the poetical public between them, 
yet it was not the same public whose favour they se- 
verally enjoyed in the highest degree. Though botli 
read and admired iii the same extended circle of taste 
and fiishion, each was the favourite of a totally differ- 
ent set'of readers. Thus a lover may pay the same 
attention to two different women ; but lie only means 
to flirt with the one, wMle the other is the mistress 
of his heart. The gay, the fair, the witty, the happy, 
idolize Mr. Moore’s delightful muse, on her pedestal 
of aiiy smiles or transient tears. Lord Byron’s se- 
I verer verse is enshrined in the breasts of those whose 
gaiety has been turned to gall, whose fair exterior has 
a canker within — whose mirth has received a rebuke 
as if it were folly, from whom happiness has fled like 
a dream! By comparing the odds upon the known 
chances of human life, it is no wonder that the ad- 
mirers of his lordship’s works should he more numer- 
ous than those of Ms more agreeable rival. We are 
not going to si^eak of any preference we may have, 
but we beg leave to make a distinction. The poetry 
of Moore is essentially that of fancy, the poetry of 
Byron that of ^msion. If there is passion in the efiTu- 
sions of the one, the fancy by which it is expressed 
predominates over it ; if fancy is called to the aid of 
the other, it is still subservient to the passion. Lord 
Byron’s jests are downright earnest; Mr. Moore, 
when he is most serious, seems half in jest. The 
latter dallies and trifles with his subject, caresses and 
grows enamoured of it; the fonner grasped it eagerly 
to his bosom, breathed death upon it, and turned from 
it with loathing or fflsmay. The fine aroma that is 
exhaled from tlie flowers of poesy, every where lends 
its perfume to the verse of the hard of Erin. The noble 
bard (less fortunate in his muse) tried to extract poison 
from them. If Lord Byron cast Ms o wm views or feel- 
ings upon outward olgccts (jaundicing the sun,) Mr. 
Moore seems to exist in the delights, the margin fancies 
of nature. He is free of the Rosicrucian society ; and 
in ethereal existence among troops of sylphs and 
spirits,-— in a perpetual vision of wings, flowers, rain- 
bows, smiles, blushes, team, and kisses. Every page 
of Ms work is a vignette, every line that he writes 
glows or sparkles, and it would seem (to quote again 
the expressive words of Sheridan) *‘as if his aiiy 
spirit, drawn from the sun, continually fluttered with 
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fbnd aspirations, to regain that native sonrce of light! and wearisome* It is the fault of Mr Wordsworth’s 


and heat.” The vvorst is, our author’s mind is too 
vMd, too active, to suffer a moment’s repose. We 
are cloyed with sweetness, and dazzled wdth splen- 
dour. Every image must blush celestial rosy red, 
love’s proper hue every syllable must breathe a 
sigh. A sentiment is lost in a simile — the simile is 
overloaded with an epithet. It is “ like mom risen on 
mid-noon.” No eventful story, no powerful contrast, 
no moml, none of the sordid details of human life (all 
is ethereal;) none of its sharp calamities, or, if they 
inevitably occur, his muse throws a soft, glittering 
veil over them, 

Like moonlight on a troubled sea, 

Brightening the storm it cannot calm. 

We do not believe that Mr. Moore ever writes a 
line that in itself would not pass for poetry, that is not 
at least a vivid or harmonious common-place. Lord 
Byron wrote whole pages of sullen, crabbed prose, 
that, like a long dreary road, however, leads to dole- 
ful shades or palaces of the blest. In short jVIr. 
Moore’s Parnassus is a blooming Eden, and Lord 
Byron’s a rugged wilderness of shame and sorrow. 
On the tree of knowledge of the first you can see 
nothing hut perpetual flowers and verdure ; in the last 
you see the naked stem and rough bark ; but it heaves 
at intervals with inarticulate tliroes, and you hear the 
shrieks of a human voice within. 

Critically speaking, Mr. Moore’s poetry is chargea- 
ble with two peculiarities : first, the pleasure or interest 
he conveys to us is almost always derived from the 
first impressions or physical properties of objects, not 
from their connexion with passion or circumstances. 
His lights dazzle the eye, his perfumes soothe the’ 
smell, his sounds ravish the ear ; but then they do so 
for and from themselves, and at all times and places 
equally — for the heart has little to do with it. Hence 
we observe a kind of fastidious extravagance in Mr. 
Moore’s serious poetiy. Each thing must be fine, 
soft, exquisite in itseF, for it is never set off by reflec- 
tion or contrast. It glitters to the sense through the 
atmosphere of indifference. Our indolent luxurious 
bard does not whet the appetite by setting us to hunt 
after the game of human passion, and is therefore 
obliged to hamper us with dainties, seasoned with 
rich fancy and the sazece piqmnU of poetic diction. 
Poetry, in his hands, becomes a kind of cosmetic art — 
it is the poetry of the toilet. His muse must be as 
fine as the Lady of Loretto. Now, this principle of 
composition leads not only to a defect of dramatic 
interest, but also of imagination. For every thing in 
this world, the meanest incident or object, may re- 
ceive a light and an importance from its association 
with other objects, and with the heart of man ; and 
the variety thus created is endless as it is striking and 
profound. But if we begin and end in those objects 
that are beautiful or dazzling in themselves and at the 
first blush, we shall soon be confined to a human re- 
ward of seF-pleasing topics, and be both superficial 


poetry that he has perversely relied too much (or 
wholly) on this reaction of the imagination on sub- 
jects that are petty and repulsive in themselves ; and 
of Mr. Moore’s, that he appeals too exclusively to 
the flattering support of sense and fiincy. Secondly, 
we have remarked tliat Mr. Moore hardly ever de- 
scribes entire objects, but abstract qualities of objects. 
It is not a picture that he gives us, but an inventing 
of beauty. He takes a blush, or a smile, and runs on 
whole stanzas in ecstatic praise of it, and then diverges 
to the sound of a voice, and “discourses eloquent 
music” on the subject; but it might as well be the 
light of heaven that he is describing, or the voice of 
echo-— we have no human figure before us, no pal- 
pable reality answering to any substantive fonn or 
nature. Hence we think it may be explained why it 
is that our author has so little picturesque eftect — with 
such vividness of conception, such insatiable ambition 
after ornament, and such an inexhaustible and de- 
lightful play of fancy. Mr. Moore is a colourist in 
poetry, a musician also, and has a heart full of ten- 
derness and susceptibility for all that is delightful and 
amiable in itself, mid that does not require the ordeal 
of suffering, of crime, or of deep thought, to stamp it 
with a bold character. In this we conceive consists 
the charm of his poetry, which all the world feels, 
but which it is difficult to explain scientifically, and 
in conformity to transcendant rules. It has the charm 
of the softest and most brilliant execution ; there is no 
wrinkle, no deformity on its smooth and shining sur- 
face. It has the charm which arises from the con- 
tinual desire to please, and from the spontaneous 
sense of pleasure in the author’s mind. Without 
being gross in the smallest degree, it is voluptuous in 
the highest. It is a sort of sylph-like spiritualized 
sensuality. So far from being licentious in his Lalla 
Rookh, Mr. Moore has become moral and sentimental 
(indeed he was always the last,) and tantalizes his 
young and fair readers with the glittering shadows 
and mystic adumbrations of evanescent delights. 
He, in fine, in his courtship of the BlUses, resembles 
those lovers who always say the softest things on all 
occasions ; who smile with irresistible good humour 
at their own success; who banish pain and truth from 
their thoughts, and who impart the delight they feel 
in themselves unconsciously to others ! Mr. Bloore’g 
poetry is the thornless rose— -its touch is velvet, its 
hue vermilion, and its graceful form is cast in beauty’s 
mould. Lord Byron’s, on tlie contrary, is a prickly 
bramble, or sometimes a deadly upas, of form uncouth 
and uninviting, that has its root in the clefts of the 
rock, and its head mocking the skies, that wars with 
the thunder-cloud and tempest, and round which the 
loud cataracts roar. 

We here conclude our Sketch of 

Anacreon Stoore, 

To whom the Lyre and Laurels have been given 
With all the trophies of triumphant song— 

Me won them well, and may he wear them long! 
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In the eleventh year of the reign of Aimmgzebe, 
Abdalla, King of the Lesser Bucharia, a lineal de- 
scendant from the Great Zingis, having abdicated the 
throne in favour of his son, set out on a pilgrimage 
to the Shrine of the Prophet ; and, passing into India 
through the delightful valley of Cashmere, rested for 
a short time at Delhi on his way. He was entertained 
by Aunmgzebe in a style of magnificent hospitality, 
worthy alike of the visiter and the host, and was 
afterwards escorted with the same splendour to Surat, 
where he embarked for Arabia- . During the stay of 
the Royal Pilgrim at Delhi, a marriage was agreed 
upon between the Prince, his son, and the youngest 
daughter of the Emperor, Lalla Rookh^ ; — a Prin- 
cess described by poets of her time, as more beauti- 
ful than Lelia, Shrine, Dewiide, or any of those hero- 
ines whose names and loves embellish the songs of 
Persia and Hindostan. It was intended that the nup- 
tials should be celebrated at Cashmere ; where the 
young King, as soon as the cares of empire would 
permit, was to meet, for the first time, his lovely bride, 
and after a few months’ repose in that enchanting 
valley, conduct her over the snowy hills into Bucharia. 

The day of Lalla Rookh’s departure from Delhi 
was as splendid as sunshine and pageantry could 
make it. The bazaars and baths were all covered 
with the richest tapestry ; hundreds of gilded barges 
upon the Jumna floated with their banners shining in 
the water; while through the streets groups of beau- 
tiful children went strewing the most delicious flow- 
en around, as in that Persian festival called die Scat- 
iwring of the Roses® ; till every part of the city was 
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as fragrant as if a caravan of musk from lOioten had 
passed througli it. The Princess, Iiaving taken leave 
of her kind father, who at parting hung a cornelian 
of Yemen round her neck, on which was inscribed a 
verse from the Koran,-— and having sent a considerable 
present to the Fakirs, who kept up the Perpetual Lamp 
in her sister’s tomb, meekly ascended the palankeen 
prepared for her; and, while Aurungzebe stood to 
take the last look from his balcony, the procession 
moved slowly on the road to Lahore. 

Seldom had the Eastern world seen a cavalcade so 
superb. From the gardens in the suburbs to the Im- 
perial palace, it was one unbroken line of splendour. 
The gallant appearance of the Rajas and Mogul lords, 
distinguished by those insignia of the Emperor’s fa- 
vour, the feathers of the egret of Cashmere in their 
turbans, and the small silver-rimmed kettle-drums at 
the bows of their saddles the costly armour of 
dieir cavaliers, who vied on this occasion, with the 
guards of the great Keder Khan, in the brightness of 
their silver battle-axes and tlie inassiness of their maces 
of gold;-*-the glittering of the gilt pine apples on the 
tops of the palankeens; — tlie embroidered trappings 
of die elephants, hearing on their backs small turrets, 
in the shape of little antique temples, within which 
the Ladies of Lalla Rookii lay, as it were, enslirined; 
the rose-coloured veils of the Princess’s own sump • 
tuous litter, at the front of which a fair young female 
slave sat fanning her through the curtains, with fea- 
; thers of the Argus pheasant’s wing ; and the lovely 
troop of Tartarian and Cashmerian maids of honour, 
whom the young King had sent to accompany Iiis 
bride, and who rode on each side of the litter, upon 
small Arabian horses all was brilliant, tasteful, and 
magnificent, and pleased even the critical and fasti 
dious Fadladeen, Great Nazir or Chamberlain of 
the Haram, who was borne in his palankeen imme 
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diatelf" after the Princess^ and considered himself not 
the least import%t personage “of the pageant. 

Fadlapeen was a judge of every tMng, from the 
pencilling of a Circassian’s eye-lids to the deepest 
questions of science aM literature ; from the mixture 
of a conserve of rose-leaves to the composition of an 
epic poem f and such influence had his opinion upon 
the various tastes of the day, that all the cooks and 
poets of Delhi stood in awe of him. His political 
conduct and opinions were founded upon that line of 
Sadi, “ Should the Prince at noon-day say, it is night, 
declare that you behold the moon and stars.” And 
his zeal for religion, of which Aurungzebe was a mu- 
nificent protector, was about as disinterested as that 
of the goldsmith who fell in love with the diamond 
eyes of the idol of Jaghemaut. 

During the first days of their journey, Lalla 
Rookh, who had passed all her life within the 
shadow of the Royal Gardens of Delhi, found enough 
in the beauty of the scenery through which they 
passed to interest her mind and delight her imagina- 
tion; and, when at evening, or in the heat of the 
day, they turned oif from the high road to those re- 
tired and romantic places which had been selected 
for her encampments, sometimes on the banks of a 
small rivulet, as clear as the waters of the Lake of 
Pearl ; sometimes under the sacred shade of a Ban- 
yan tree, from which the view opened upon a glade 
covered with antelopes; and often in those hidden, 
embowered spots, described by one from the Isles 
of the West, as “ places of melancholy, delight, and 
safety, where all the company around was wild pea- 
cocks and turtle doves she felt a charm in these 
scenes, so lovely and so new to her, which, for a 
time, made her indifferent to every other amusement. 
But Lalla Rookh was young, and the young love 
variety ; nor could the conversation of her ladies and 
the Great ChaSnberlain, Fadladeen, (the only per- 
sons, of course, admitted to her pavilion,) sufficiently 
enliven those many vacant hours, which were devoted 
neither to the pillow nor the palankeen. There was 
a little Persian slave who sung sweetly to the Vina, 
and who now and then lulled the Princess to sleep 
with the ancient ditties of her country, about the loves 
of Waraak and Ezra, the fair haired Zal and Ms mis- 
tress Rodahver; not forgetting the combat of Rustam 
with the terrible White Demon. At other times she 
was amused by those graceful dancing girls of Delhi, 
who had been permitted by the Bramins of the Great 
Pagoda to attend her, much to the horror of the good 
Mussulman Fabladeen, who could see nothing 
graceful or agreeable in idolaters, and to whom the 
very tinkling of their golden anklets was an abomi- 
nation. 

But these and many other diversions were repeated 
till they lost all their charm, and the nights and noon- j 
days were beginning to move heavily, when at length, i 
it was recollected that, among the attendants sent by 
the bridegroom was a young poet of Cashmere, much 
celebrated throughout the Valley for his manner of 
reciting the Stories of the East, on whom his Royal 
Master had conferred the privilege of being admitted 
to the pavilion of the Princess, that he might help to 
beguile the tediousnesa of the journey by some of Ms 
most agreeable recitals. At the mention of a poet 
Fadladeen elevated his critical eye-brows, and, hay- 


ing refreshed his faculties witli a dose of that aeii* 
cious opium, wliich is distilled from the black poppy 
of the Thebais, gave orders for the minstrel to be 
forthwith introduced into the presence. 

The Princess, who had once in her life seen a poet 
from behind the screens of gauze in her father’s hali, 
and had conceived from that specimen no very fii- 
vourable ideas of the Cast, expected but little in this 
new exhibition to interest her; — she felt inclined how- 
ever to alter her opinion on the very first appearance 
of Feramorz. He was a youth about Lalla 
Rookh’s own age, and graceful as that idol of wo- 
men, Crishna,^ — such as he appears to their young 
imaginations, heroic, beautiful, breatlung music from 
his very eyes, and exalting the religion of his wor- 
shippers into love. His dress was simple, yet not 
without some marks of costliness ; and the Ladies of 
the Princess were not long in discovering that the 
cloth, which encircled his high Tartarian cap, was 
of the most delicate kind that the sliawl-goats of 
Tibet supply. Here and there, too, over his vest, 
which was confined by a flowered girdle of Kashan, 
hung strings of fine pearl, disposed with an air of 
studied negligence; — nor did the exquisite embroi- 
dery of his sandals escape the observation of these 
fair critics ; who, however they might give way to 
Fadladeen upon the unimportant topics of religion 
and government, had the spirits of martyrs in every 
thing relating to such momentous matters as jewels 
and embroidery. 

For the purpose of relieving the pauses of recita- 
tion by music, the young Cashmerian lield In his hand 
a kitar ; — such as, in old times, the Arab maids of the 
West used to listen to by moonlight in the gardens 
of the Alhambra — and having premised, with much 
humility, that the story he was about to relate was 
founded on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of 
Khorassan, who, in the year of the Hegira 163, 
created such alarm throughout the Eastern Empire, 
made an obeisance to the Princess, and thus began :~ 

THE VEILED PROPHET OF 
KHOEASSAN.- 

In that delightful Province of the Sun, 

The first of Persian lands he shines upon, 

Where, all the loveliest children of lus beam, 

I Fiowrets and fruits blush over every stream, 

And, fairest of all streams, the Murga roves, 

Among BIerou’s^ bright palaces and groves 
There, on that throne, to which the blind belief 
Of millions rais’d him, sat the Prophet-Chief, 

The Great Mokanna. O’er his features Imng 
The Veil, the Silver Veil, which he had flung 
In mercy there, to hide from mortal sight 
His dazzling brow, till man could bear its light. 

For, far less luminous, his votaries said 
Were ev’n the gleams, miraculously shed 
O’er Moussa’s'^ cheek, when down the mount he trod, 
All^lowing from the presence of his God ! 

On either side, with ready hearts and hands, 

His chosen guard of bold Believers stands ; 

1 The Indian Apollo. 

2 Khorassan signifies, in the old Persian language, Pro 
vince, or region of the sun. Sir W. Jtmes. 

3 Ono of the Royal cities of Khorassan. i Moses 
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Young fire-eyed disputants, who deem their swords, 
On points of faith, more eloquent than words ; 

And such their zeal, there’s not a youth with brand 
Uplifted there, but, at the Chiefs command, 

Would make his own devoted heart its sheath, 

And bless the lips that doom’d so dear a death I 
In hatred to the Caliph’s hue of night,'^ 

Their vesture, helms and all, is snowy white; 

Their weapons various ; — some, equipp’d for speed, 
With javelins of the light Kathaian reed ; 

Or bows of Buffalo horn, and shining quivers^ 

Fill’d with the sterns^ that bloom on Iran’s rivers ; 
While some, for war’s more terrible attacks, 

Wield the huge mace and ponderous battle-axe ; 

And, as they wave aloft in morning’s beam 
The milk-white plumage of their helms, they seem 
Like a chenar-tree grove, when Winter throws 
O’er all its tufted heads his feathering snows. 

Between the porphyry pillars, that uphold 
The rich moresque-work of the roof of gold, 

Aloft the Haram’s curtain’d galleries rise, 

Where, through the silken net-work, glancing eyes, 
From time to time, like sudden gleams that glow 
Through autumn clouds, shine o’er the pomp below.— 
What impious tongue, ye blushing saints, would dare 
To hint that aught but Heav’n hath plac’d you tliere ? 
Or that the loves of this light world could bind 
In their gross chain, your Prophet’s soaring mind 1 
No — wrongful thought I — commission’d from above 
To people Eden’s bowers with shapes of love, 
(Creatures so bright, that the same lips and eyes 
They wear on earth will serve in Paradise) 

There to recline among Heav’n’ s native maids, 

And crown th’ Elect with bliss that never fades 1— 
Well hath the Prophet-Chief his bidding done ; 

And every beauteous race beneath the sun, 

From those who kneel at Brahma’s burning foimts,* 
To the fresh nymphs bounding o’er Yemen’s mounts ; 
From Persia’s eyes of full and fawn-like ray, 

To the small, half-shut glances of Kathay f 
And Georgia’s bloom and Azab’s darker smiles, 
And the gold ringlets of the Western Isles ; 

AH, all are there ; — each land its flower hath given, 
To form that fair young Nursery for Heaven ! 

But why this pageant now ? this arm’d array ? 
What triumph crowds the rich Divan to-day 
With turban’d heads, of every hue and race, 

Bowing before that veil’d and awful face, 

Like tulip-beds, of different shape and dyes, j 

' Bending beneath' th’ invisible West-wind’s si^is ! | 

What new-made mystery now, for Faith to sign, ; 
And blood to seal, as genuine and divine,— i 

What dazzling mimicry of God’s own power 
Hath die bold Prophet plann’d to grace this hour ? I 
Not such the pageant now, though not less proud, ^ — I 
Ydp warrior youth, advancing from the crowd, ! 
With silver bow, with belt of broider’d crape, 

And fur-bound bonnet of Bucharian shape, 

So fiercely beautiful in form and eye, 

Like war’s wild planet in a summer’s sky ; — 

1 Black was the colour adopted by the Caliphs of the 
House of Abbas, in their garments, turbans, and standards. 

2 Pichula, used anciently for arrows by the Persians. 

3 The burning fountains of Brahma near Chittogong, 
esteemed as holy. 'iurMcr. 

4 China. 
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That youth to-day, — a proselyte, worth hordes 
Of cooler spirits and less practis’d swords,— 

Is come to join, all bravery and belief, 

The creed and standard of the heav’n-sent Chief. 

Though few his years, the West already knows 
Young Azim’s fame; — ^beyond th’ Olympian snows. 
Ere manhood darken’d o’er his downy cheek, 
O’erwhelm’d in fight and captive to the Greek,’ 

He linger’d there, till peace dissolv’d his chains ; 

Oh ! who could, ev’n in bondage, tread the plains 
Of glorious Greece, nor feel his spirit rise 
Kindling within him ? "who, with heait and eyes. 
Could walk where liberty had been, nor see 
The shining foot-prints of her Deity, 

Nor feel tliose god-like breathings in the ah*, 

Which mutely told her spirit had been there ? 

Not he, that youthful warrior, — ^no, too well 
For his soul’s quiet work’d th’ awaliening spell ; 

And now, returning to his own dear land, 

Full of those dreams of good, that, vainly grand, 
Haunt the young heart ; — proud views of human-kind,, 
Of men to Gods exalted and refin’d ; — 

False views, like that horizon’s fair deceit, 

Where earth and heav’n but seem, alas, to meet! — 
Soon as he heard an Arm Divine was rais’d 
To right the nations, and beheld, emblaz’d 
On the white flag Mokanna’s host unfurl’d, 

Those words of sunshine, “ Freedom to the World,’^ 
At once his fiiith, Ms sword, his soul obey’d 
Th’ inspiring summons ; every chosen blade, 

That fought beneath that banner’s sacred text, 

; Seem’d doubly edg’d, for tMa world and the next ; 
xind ne’er did Faith with her smooth bandage bind 
Eyes more devoutly willing to be blind, 

I In virtue’s cause ; — ^never was soul inspir’d 
^ With livelier trust in what it most desir’d, 

^ Than his, th’ enthusiast there, who, kneeling, pale 
: With pious awe, before that Silver Veil, 

Believes tlie form, to which he bends Ms knee. 

Some pure, redeeming angel, sent to free 
This fetter’d world from every bond and stain. 

And bring its primal glories back again ! 

Low as young Azim knelt, that motley crowd 
Of all earth’s nations sunk the knee and bow’d, 
With shouts of ‘‘Alla !” echoing long and loud 
Wliile Mgh in air, above the Prophet’s head. 
Hundreds of banners, to the sunbeam spread, 
Wav’d, like the wings of the white birds that fan 
The flying throne of star-taught Soliman ! 

Then thus he spoke “ Stimnger, though new the 
frame 

Thy soul inhabits now, I’ve track’d its flame 
For many an age,** in every chance and change 
Of that existence, through whose varied range, — 

As through a torch-race, where, from hand to hand 
The flying youths transmit their shining brand, — 
From frame to frame the unextinguish’d soul 
Rapidly passes, till it reach the goal ! 

“Nor think *tis only the gross Spirits, warm’d 
With duskier fire and for earth’s medium form’d, 


1 In the war of the Caliph Mohadi against thoBmpresfi 
Irene : for an account of which, see Gibbon^ vol. x. 

2 The transmigration of souls was one of his doctrines . 
see Merbelot. 
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unto the Angels, Worship Adam, 
I except Eblis, (Lucifer,) who re- 
chap, xi. 


That flin this course Beings, the most divine, 

Thus deign, through dark mortality to shine. | 

Such was the Essence that in Ai>am dwelt, 

To which all Heav’n, except the Proud One, knelt ■ 
Such the refin’d Intelligence that glow’d 
In Moussa’s frame and, thence descending, flow’d 
Through many a prophet’s breast ; — in Issa® shone, I 
And in Mohammed burn’d ; till, hastening on, 

(As a bright river that, from fall to fall j 

In many a maze descending, bright throng all, | 
Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth past, | 
In one full lake of light it rests at last !) I 

That Holy Spirit, settling calm and free i 

From lapse or shadow, centres all in me !” 

Again, throughout th’ assembly at these words, 
Thousands of voices rung ; the warrior’s swords j 
Were pointed up to heav’n ; a sudden wind 
In th’ open banners play’d, and from behind 
Those Persian hangings, that but iU could screen 
The Haram’s loveliness, white hands were seen 
Waving embroider’d scarves, whose motion gave 
A perfume forth ; — ^like those the Houris wave 
When beckoning to their botvers the’ Immortal Brave. 

“ But these,” pursued tlie Chief, “ are truths sublime, 
That claim a holier mood and calmer time 
Than earth allows us now ;~~tliis sword must first 
The darkling prison-house of mankind burst, 

Ere Peace can visit them, or Truth let in 
Her wakening day-light on a world of sin ! . 

But then, celestial warriors, then, when all 
Earth’s shrines and thrones before our banner fall ; 
When the glad slave shall at these feet lay down 
His broken chain, the tyrant Lord his crown, 

Tire priest his book, the conqueror his wreath, 

And from the lips of Truth one mighty breath 
Shall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breeze 
That whole dark pile of human mockeries 
Then shall the reign of Mind commence on earth. 
And starting fresh, as from a second birth, l 

Man, in the sunshine of the world’s new spring, 
Shall walk transparent, like some holy thing ! 

Then, too, your Prophet from his angel brow 
Shall cast the Veil that hides its splendours now, 

And gladden’d Earth shall, through her wide expanse, 
Bask in the glories of this countenanee ! 

For thee, young warrior, welcome!-— thou hast yet 
Some task to leam, some frailties to forget, 

Ere the white war-plume o’er thy brow can wave ; — 
Buti once my own, mine all till in the grave !” 

The pomp is at an end,— the crowds are gone — 
Each ear and heart still haunted by the tone 
Of that deep voice, which thrill’d like AlLLa’s own ! 
The young all dazzled by the plumes and lances, 

The glittering throne, and Haram’s half-caught glances; 
The old deep pondering on the promis’d reign 
Of peace and truth ; and all the female train 
Ready to risk their eyes, could they but gaze 
A moment on that brow’s miraculous blaze ! 


But there was one among the chosen maids 
blush’d behind the gallery’s silken shades, — 


One, to whose soul the pageant of to-day 
Has been like death;— you saw her pale dismay. 

Ye wondering sisterhood, and heard the burst 
Of exclamation from her lips, -^vhen first 
She saw’ that youth, too well, too dearly known 
Silently Imeeiing at the Prophet’s throne. 

Ah Zelica ! there ims a time, w'hen bliss 
Shone o’er thy heart from every look of his; 

When but to see him, hear him, breathe the air 
In which he dwelt, was thy soul’s fondest prayer ^ 
When round him hung such a perpetual spell, 
Whate’er he did, none ever did so w^ell. 

Too happy days ! when, if he touch’d a flower 
Or gem of thine, ’twras sacred from that hour ; 

When thou didst study him, till every tone 
And gesture and dear look became thy owm, — 

Thy voice like his, the changes of his face 
In thine reflected with still lovelier grace, 

Like echo, sending back sweet music, fraught 
With twice th’ serial sweetness it had brought ! 

Yet now he comes — brighter than even he 
E’er beam’d before, — ^but ah ! not bright for thee; 

No — dread, nniook’d for, like a visitant 
From th’ other w’orld, he comes as if to haunt 
Thy guilty soul with dreams of lost delight, 

Long lost to all but memory’s aching sight : — 

Sad dreams ! as when the Spirit of our Youth 
Returns in sleep, sparkling with all the truth 
And innocence once ours, and leads us back. 

In mournfurmockery, o’er the shining track 
Of our young life, and points out every ray 
Of hope and peace we’ve lost upon the way ! 

Once happy pair !— in proud Bokhara’s groves, 
Who had not heard of their first youthful loves I 
Born by that ancient flood,* which from its spring 
In the Dark Mountains swiftly wandering, 

Enrich’d by every pilgrim brook that shines 
With relics from Bucharia’s ruby mines, 

And, lending to the Caspian half its strength. 

In the cold Lake of Eagles sinks at length 
There, on the banks of that bright river born, 

The flowers, that hung above its wave at mom, 
Bless’d not the waters, as they murmur’d by, 

With holier scent and lustre, than the sigh 
And virgin glance of fimt affection cast 
Upon tlieir youth’s smooth current, as it pass’d ! 

But war disturb’d this vision— far away 
From her fond eyes, summon’d to join th’ array 
Of Persia’s warriors on the hills of Thrace, 

The youth exchang’d his sylvan dwelling*place 
For the rude tent and war-field’s deathfril clash.;— 
His Zelica’s sweet glances for. the flash ■ 

Of Grecian' wild-fire,— and bve’s .gentle chains 
For bleeding bondage on Byzantiue^s plains. 

Month after month, in widowhood of soul 
Drooping, the maiden saw two summers roll 
Their suns away— but, ah ! how cold and dim 
E'en summer suns, when not beheld with him ! 

From time to time ill-omen’d rumours came, 

(Like spirit tongues, muttering the sick man’s name, 

1 The Araoo, which rises in the Belur Tag, or Dark 
Mountains, and running nearly from east to west, splits into 
two branches, one of which falls into the Caspian sea, and 
the other into Aral Nahr, or the Lake of Eagles. 
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Just ere he dies, )—at length those sounds of dread 
Fell withering on her soul, “ Azm is dead 1” 

Oh grief, beyond aU other griefs, when fate 
First leaves the young heart lone and desolate 
In the wide world, without that only tie 
For which it lov’d to live or fear’d to die ; — 

Lorn as the hung-up lute, that ne’er hath spoken 
Since the sad day its master-chord was broken ! 

Fond maid, the sorrow of her soul was such 
Ev’n reason blighted sunk beneath its touch ; 

And though, ere long, her sanguine spirit rose 
Above the first dead pressure of its woes, 

Though health and bloom return’d, tlie delicate chain 
Of thought, once, tangled, never clear’d again. 
Warm, lively, soft as in youth’s happiest day. 

The mind was stiU all there, but turn’d astray 
A wandering bark, upon whose pathway shone 
All stars of heav’n, except the guiding one ! 

Again she smil’d, nay, much and brightly smil’d, 

But ’twas a lustre, strange, unreal, wild ; 

And when she sung to her lute’s touching strain, 
’Twas like the notes, half extacy, half pain. 

The bulbuP utters, e’er her soul depart, 

When, vanquish’d by some minstrel’s powerful art, 
She dies upon the lute whose sweetness broke her 
heart I 

Such was the mood in which that mission foimd 
Young Zelica, — that mission, which around 
The Eastern world, in every region blest 
With woman’s smile, sought out its loveliest, 

To grace that galaxy of lips and eyes, 

Which the Veil’d Prophet destin’d for the skies ! — 
And such quick welcome as a spark receives 
Dropp’d on a bed of autumn’s wither’d leaves, 

Did every tale of these enthusiasts find 
In the wild maiden’s sorrow-blighted mind. 

AU fire at once the madd’ning zeal she caught ; — 
Elect of Paradise! blest, rapturous thought; 
Predestin’d bride, in heaven’s eternal dome. 

Of some brave youth — ^lia ! durst they say “of scmeT^ 
No — of the one, one only object trac’d / 

In her heart’s core too deep to be effac’d ; 

The one whose memoi^, fresh as life, is twin’d 
With ev’ry broken link of her lost mind ; 

Whose image lives, though Reason’s seif be wreck’d, 
Safe ’mid the rains of her intellect ! 

Alas, poor Zelica ! it needed all 
The fantasy, which lieid tliy mind in thrall, 

To see in that gay Haram’s glowing maids 
A sainted colony for Eden’s shades ; 

Or dream that he,— -of whose unholy flame 
Thou wert too soon the victim, — shining came 
From Paradise, to people its pure sphere 
With souls like thine, ’which he hath ruin’d here ! 

No — ^had not Reason’s light totally set, 

And left thee dark, thou had’st an amulet 
In the lov’d image, graven on thy heart. 

Which would have sav’d thee from the tempter’s art, 
And kept alive, in all its bloom of breath, 

That purity, whose fading is love’s death ! — 

But lost, inflam’d, — a restless zeal took place 
Of the mild virgin’s still and feminine grace 
First of the Prophet’s favourites, proudly first 
In zeal and charms,— too weU th’ Impostor nurs’d 

1 The Nightingale* 


Her soul’s delirium, in whose active frame, 

Thus lighting up a young, luxuriant flame, 

He saw more potent sorceries to bind 
To his dark yoke the spirits of mankind. 

More subtle chains than hell itself e’er twin’d. 

No art was spar’d, no witchery ; — ail the skill* 

His demons taught him was employ’d to fill 
Her mind with gloom and extacy by turns— 

That gloom, through which Frenzy but fiercer bums f 
That extacy, which from the depth of sadness 
Glares like the maniac’s moon, whose light is madness! 

’Twas from a brilliant banquet, where the sound 
Of poesy and music breath’d around, 

Together picturing to her mind and ear 
The glories of that heav’n, her destin’d sphere, 
Where all was pure, where every stain that lay 
Upon the spirit’s light should pass away, 

^Vnd, realizing more than youthful love 

E’er wish’d or. dream’d, she should for ever rove 

Through fields of fragrance by her Azim’s side, 

His own bless’d, purified, etenial bride I — 

’Twas from a scene, a witching trance like this. 

He hurried her away, yet breathing bliss. 

To the dim charnel-house ; — tlirough all its steams 
Of damp and death, led only by those gleams 
Wliich foul Corruption lights, as ’with design 
To show the gay and proud ske too can shine f— 
And, passing on through upright rank's of dead, 
Which to the maiden, doubly craz’d by dread, 
Seem’d, through the bluish death-light round them cast. 
To move their lips in mutterings as she pass’d — 
There, in that awful place, when each had qiiafi*’^d 
And pledg’d in silence such a feaifui draught, 

Such — oh ! the look and taste of that red bowl 
Will haunt her till she dies — he bound her soul 
By a dark oath, in hell’s own language fram’d, 

Never, wliile earth his mystic presence claim’d, 
WTiile the blue arch of day hung o’er them both, 
Never, by that all-imprecating oath, 

In joy or sorrow from his side to sever. — 

She swore, and the wide charnel echoed, “ Neve; 
never’” 

From that dread hour, entirely, wildly given 
To him and — she believ’d, lost maid ! — ^to Heaven j 
Her brain, her heart, her passions all inflam’d, 

How proud she stood, when in full Haram nam’d 
The Priestess of the Faith 1 — how flash’d her eyes 
With light, alas ! that was not of the skies, 

When round, m trances only k;ss than hers, 

She saw the Haram Imeel, her prostrate worshipped . 
Well might Mokanna think that form alone 
Had spells enough to make the world his own 
Light, lovely limbs, to which the spirit’s play 
Gave motion, airy as the dancing spray, 

When from its stem the small bird wings away ! 

Lips in whose rosy labyrinth, when she smil’d. 

The soul was lost; and blushes, swift and wild 
As are tlie momentary meteors sent 
Across th’ uncalm, but beauteous firmament. 

And then her look— oh ! where’s the heart so 
Could unbevv'ilder’d meet those matchless eyes ? 
Quick, restless; strange, but exquisite withal, 

Like those of angels, just before their fall ; 

Now shadow’d with the shames of earth— now cro«l 
, By glimpses of the heaven her heart had lost; 
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Xn &mry glance there broke withoat control, 

The jSashes of a bright but troubled soul. 

Where sensibility still wildly play’d. 

Like lightning, round the ruins it had made ! 

And such was now young Zelica— so chang’d 
From her who, some years since, delighted rang’d 
The almond groves, that shade Bokhara’s tide, 

All life and bliss, witli A 21 M by her side ! 

So alter’d was she now, this festal day, 

W^hen, ’raid the proud Divan’s dazzling array, 

The vision of that Youth, whom she had lov’d, 

And wept as dead, before her breath’d and mov’d ; — 
When — bright, she thought, as if from Eden’s track 
But half-way trodden, he had wander’d back 
Again to earth, glistening with Eden’s Hght— 

Her beauteous Azim shone before her sight. 

Oh Eeason 1 who shall say what spells renew, 
"When least we look for it, thy broken clew 1 
Through what small vistas o’er the darken’d brain 
Thy intellectual day-beam bursts again ; 

And how, like forts, to wMch beleagnerers win 
Unhop’d-for entrance through some friend within, 
One clear idea, waken’d in the breast 
By Memory’s magic, lets in all the rest) 

W ould it were thus, unhappy girl, with thee I 
But, though light came, it came but partially ; 

Enough to show the maze^ in which thy sense 
Wander’d about, — ^but not to guide it thence ; 

Enough to glimmer o’er the yawning wave. 

But not to point the harbour which might save. 

Hours of delight and peace, long left behind, 

With that dear form came rushing o’er her mind ; 

But oh ) to think how deep her soul had gone 
In shame and falsehood since those moments shone ; 
And, then, her oath— t/icre madness lay again, 

And, shuddering, back she sunk into her chain 
Of mental darkness, as if blest to flee 
From light, whose every glimpse was agony ! 

Yet, one relief this glance of former years 
Brought, mingled with its pain— tears, floods of tears, 
Long frozen at her heart, but now like rills 
Let loose in spring-time from the snowy hills, 

And gushing warm, after a sleep of frost, 

Through valleys where their flow had long been lost ) 

Sad and subdued, for the first time her frame 
Trembled with horror, when the summons came’ 

<A summons proud and rare, w'hich all but she, 

And she, till now, had heard with estacy,) 

To meet Mokanna at his place of prayer, 

A garden oratory, cool and fair, 

By the stream’s side, where still at close of day 
The Prophet of the Veil retir’d to pray; 

Sometimes alone— but, oftener far, with one, 

One chosen nymph to share his orison. 

Of late none found such favour in his sight 
As the young Priestess ; and though, since that night 
When the death-caverns echo’d every tone 
Of the dire oath that made her all Ms own, ' 

Th’ Impostor, sure of his infatuate prize, | 

Had, more than once, thrown off his soul’s disguise, 
And utter’d such unheav’nly, monstrous things, 

As ev’n across the desperate wanderings 
Of a weak intellect, whose lamp was out, 

Threw startling shadows of dismay and doubt;— 


Yet zeal, arabition, her tremendous, vow, 

The thought, still hau.ntmg her, of tiiat bright brow 
Whose blaze, a.s yet from mortal eye conceal’d 
Would soon,. proud triumph ) he to her reveal’d,. 

To her alone ; — and then the hope most dear, 

Blost wild of all, that her transgression here 
Was but a passage through eartli’s grosser fire, 

From, which the spirit would at last .jispire, 

Ev’n purer than before, — as perfumes rise 
Tiirough flame and smoke, most welcome to thi 
skies-— 

And that when Azim’s fond, divine embrace 
Should circle her in heav’n, no darkening trace 
Would on that bosom he once lov’d remain, 

But all be bright, be pure, be Ms again ! — 

These were the wilderiiig dreams, whose curat deceit 
Had chain’d her soul beneatli tlie tempter’s feet, 

And made her think ev’ii damning falsehood sweet. 
But now that Shape wliich liad appall’d her view, 
That Semblance — oh how terrible, if true ! — 

Which came across her frenzy’s full career 
With shock of consciousness, cold, deep, severe, 

As when in northern seas, at midnight dark, 

An isle of ice eiicounters some swift bark, 

And, startling all its wretches from their sleep, 

By one cold impulse hurls them to the deep ; — 

So came that shock not frenzy’s self could bear. 
And waking up each long-lull’d image there, 

But check’d her headlong soul, to sink it in despair! 

Wan and dejected, through the evening dusk, 

She now went slowly to that small kiosk, 

I Wliere, pondering alone his impious schemes, 

■ Mokanna waited her— too wrapt in dreams 
j Of the fair-ripening future’s rich success, 

To heed the sorrow, pale and spiritless, 

That sat upon his victim’s downcast brow, 

Or mark how slow her step, how alter’d now 
From the quick, ardent Priestess, whose light bound 
, Came like a spirit’s o’er th’ unechoing ground, — 

I From that wild Zelica, whose every glance 
Was tlirilling fire, whose every thought a trance ! 

Upon Ms couch the Yeiled Mokanna lay, 

■V^Hiile lamps around— not such as lend their ray 
Glimmering and Cold, to those who nightly pray 
InholyKooM,^ or Mecca’s dim arcades,— ■ 

But brilliaijt} soft, such light as lovely maids 
Look loveliest in, shed their luxurious giow' . 

Upon his mystic Veil’s , white glittering flow, , 
Beside himj.’stead of beads and books of prayer, 
Which' the world fondly thought he mused on there, 
Stood vases, fill’d with Kishmee’s*-^ golden wine, 
And the red weepings of the Shiraz vine ; 

Of wliich his curtain’d lips fall many a draught 
Took zealously, as if each drop they quaff’d, 

Like Zemzem’s Spring of Holiness,® had power 
To freshen the soul’s virtues into flower I 
And still he drank and ponder’d — ^nor could see 
Th’ approacMng maid, so deep his reverie ; 


1 The cities of Com [or Kootn] and Cashan arc full of 
mosques, mausoleums, and sepulchres of the descendants 
of All, the Saints of Persia. Chardin, 

2 An Island in the Persian Gulf, celebrated for its white 
wine. 

3 The miraculous well at Mecca; so called, says Sabi, 
from the murmuring of its waters. 
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At length, with fiendish laugh, like that which broke 
From Eblis at the Fall of Man, he spoke : — 

“ Yes, ye vile race, for hell’s amusement given, 

Too mean for earth, yet claiming kin with heaven ; 
God’s images, forsooth ! — such gods as he 
Whom India serves, the monkey deity — 

Ye creatures of a breath, proud things of clay, 

To whom, if Lucifer, as grandams say, 

Ref is’ d, though at the forfeit of Heaven’s light, 

To bend in worship, Lucifer was right ! — 

Soon shall I plant this foot upon the neck 
Of your foul race, and without fear or check, 
Luxuriating in hate, avenge my shame, 

My deep-felt, long-nurst loathing of man’s name ! 
Soon, at the head of myriads, blind and fierce 
As hooded falcons, through the universv'. 

I’ll sweep my darkening, desolating way. 

Weak man my instrument, curst man my prey ! 

“ Ye wise, ye learn’d, who grope your dull way on 
By the dim twinkling gleams of ages gone, 

Like superstitious thieves, who think the light 
From dead men’s marrow guides them best at night®-T- 
Ye shall have honours — wealth, — ^yes, sages, yes — 

I know, grave fools, your wisdom’s nothingness ; 
Undazzled it can track yon starry sphere. 

But a gilt stick, a bauble blinds it here. 

How I shall laugh when trumpeted along, 

In lying speech, and still more lying song. 

By these leam’d slaves, the meanest of the throng; 
Their wits bought up, their wisdom shrunk so small, 
A sceptre’s puny point can wield it all 1 

** Ye too, believers of incredible creeds. 

Whose faith enshrines the monsters which it breeds ; 
Who, bolder ev’n than Nemrod, think to rise 
By nonsense heap’d on nonsense to the skies ; 

Ye shall have miracles, aye, sound ones too, 

Seen, heard, attested, every thing—but true. 

Your preaching zealots, too inspired to seek 
One grace of meaning for the things they speak ; 
Your martyrs, ready to shed out their blood 
For truths too heavenly to be understood ; 

And your state priests, sole venders of the lore 
That works salvation; — as on Ava’s shore, 

Where none hut priests are privileg’d to trade 
In that best marble of which gods are made — 
They shall have mysteries — aye, precious stuff 
For knaves to thrive by— mysteries enough ; 

[ Dark, tangled doctrines, dark as fraud can weave, 

I Which simple votaries shall on trust receive, 

• While craftier feign belief, till they believe. 

A Heav’n too ye must have, ye lords of dust,— 

A splendid Paradise— pure souls,. ye must : 

That Prophet ill sustains his holy call, 

Who finds not heav’ns to suit the tastes of all ; 
Houris for hoys, omniscience for sages, 

And wings and glories for all ranks and ages. 

Vain things as lust or vanity inspires, 

The heav’n of each is but what each desires, 

And, soul or sense, whate’er the object be, 

Man would be man to all eternity I 

1 The god Hannaman. 

2 A kind of lantern formerly used by robbers, called the 
Harid of Glory, the candle for wliich was made of the fat 
of a dead malefactor. This, however, was rather a western 
than an eastern superstition. 

3 Symes's Ava, vol. ii. p. 376. 


, So let him — ^Ebeis ! grant this crowning curse. 

But keep him what lie is, no hell were worse.”— 

“ Oh my lost soul 1” exclaim’d the shuddering maid, 
Whose ears had drunk like poison ail he said,— 
Mokanna started — not abash’d, afraid, — 

He knew no more of fear than one who dwells 
Beneath the tropics knows of icicles ! 

But, in those dismal words that reach’d Ms ear, 

“ Oh my lost soul !” there was a sound so drear. 

So like that voice, among the sinful dead, 

In which the legend o’er Hell’s gate is read, 

That, new as ’twas from her, whom nought could dim 
Or sink till now, it startled even him. 

“ Ha, my fair Priestess thus, with ready wile, 
Th’ impostor turn’d to greet her — “thou, whose simle 
Hath inspiration in its rosy beam 
Beyond th’ enthusiast’s hope or prophet’s dream 1 
Light of the Faith ! who twin’st religion’s zeal 
So close with love’s, men know not which they feel, 
Nor wMch to sigh for in their trance of heart, . 

The Heav’n thou preachest, or the Heav’n thou art I 
What should I be without thee ? without thee 
How duU were power, how joyless victory I 
Though borne by angels, if that smile of tMne 
Bless’d not my banner, ’twere but half divine. 

But — ^vhy so mournful, child 1 those eyes, that shone 
All life, last night — what I — is their glory gone ? 
Come, come — ^this morn’s fatigue hath made them pale, 
They want rekindling — suns themselves would fail, 
Did not their comets bring, as I to thee, 

From Light’s own fount, supplies of brilliancy ! 
Thou seest this cup — ^no juice of eardi is here, 

But the pure waters of that upper sphere, 

Whose rills o’er ruby beds and topaz fiow, 

Catching the gem’s bright colour, as they go. 

Nightly my Genii come and fill these urns— 

Nay, drink — ^in every drop life’s essence bums ; 
’Twill make that soul all fire, those eyes all light— 
Come, come, I want thy loveliest smiles to-night : 
There is a youth — ^why start ? — ^thou saw’st him then | 
Look’d he not nobly ? such the god-like men 
Thou’It have to woo thee in th© bowers above 
Though he, 1 fear, hatlx thoughts too stem for love, 
Too rul’d by that cold enemy of bliss 
The world calls Virtue — ^we must conquer this — 

I Nay, shrink not, pretty sage ; *tis not for thee 
To scan the mazes of Heav’n’s mystery. 

The steel must pass through fire, ere it can yield 
Fit instruments for mighty hands to wield. 

This very night I mean to try the art 
Of powerful beauty on that warrior’s heart. 

All that my Haram boasts of bloom and wit. 

Of skill and charms, most rare and eacquMte, 

Shall tempt the boy young Mirseaxa’s blue eyen^ 
Whose sleepy lid like snow on violets lies ; 
Arouya’s cheeks, warm as a spring-day sun, 

And lips, that, like the seal of Solomon, 

Have magic in their pressure ; Zeba’s lute, 

And Lilla’s dancing feet, that gleam and shoot 
Rapid and wMte as sea-birds o’er the deep ! — 

All shall combine their witching powers to steep 
My convert’s spirit in tliat softening trance. 

From wMch to Heav’n is but the next advance 
That glowing, yielding fusion of the breast, 

On which Religion stamps her image b^t. 
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Btitlieaxme, Priestess ! — ^tbongn eacb nymph of these 
Hath some pecniiar practised power to please, 

Some glance or step, which, at the mirror tried, 

First charms herself, then all the world beside ; 

There still wants one to make the victory sure, 

One, who in every look joins every lure ; 

Through whom all beauty’s beams concenter’d pass, 
Dazzling and warm, as through love’s burning-glass ; 
Whose gentle lips persuade •without a word, 

Whose words, ev’n when unmeaning, are ador’d, 
like inarticulate breatliings from a shrine, 

Which onr faith takes for granted are divine I 
Such is the nymph •we want, all •u'annth and light, 

To crown the rich temptations of to-night ; 

Such the refined enchantress that must be 
This Hero’s vanquisher, — and thou art she !” 

With her hands clasp’d, her lips apart and pale, 
The maid had stood, gazing upon the Veil 
From whence these words, like south-winds through 
a fence 

Of Kerzrah fiow’rs, came filled with pestilence 
So boldly utter’d too ! as if all dread 
Of frowns from her, of virtuous f^o\^^ls, were fled, 
And the wretch felt assur’d, that once plung’d in, 

Her woman’s soul would know no pause in sin ! 

At first, though mute she listen’d, like a dream 
Seem’d all he said ; nor could her mind, whose beam 
As yet was weak, penetrate half his scheme. 

But when, at length, he utter’d “Thou art she I” 

All flash’d at once, and, shrieking piteously, 

“ Oh not for worlds !” she cried — Great God I to 
whom 

I once knelt innocent, is this my doom ? 

Are all my dreams, my hopes of heavenly bliss, 

My purity, my pride, then come to this, — 

To live, the wanton of a fiend ! to be 
The pander of his guilt— oh, infamy ! 

And sunk, myself, as low as hell can steep 
In its hot flood, drag others down as deep ! 

Others ?— ha ! yes— that youth who came to-day — 
Not him I lov’d — not him — oh ! do but say, 

But swear to me this moment ’tis not he, 

And I will serve, dark fiend ! will worship, even thee!” 

“ Beware, young raving thing ! — in time beware, 
Nor utter what I cannot, must not bear 
Ev’n from lips. Go — ^try thy lute, thy voice ; 
The boy must feel their magic — I rejoice 
To see those fires, no matter whence they rise, 

Once more illuming my fair Priestess’ eyes ; 

And should the youth, whom soon those eyes shall 
warn, 

Indeed resemble thy dead lover’s form, 

So much the happier wilt tliou find thy doom, 

As one warm lover, full of life and bloom, 

Excels ten thousand cold ones in the tomb.— 

Nay, nay, no frowning, sweet ! those eyes were made 
For love, not anger — I must be obey’d.” 

Obey’d ! — ^’tis well— yes, I deserve it all— 

On me, on me Heav’n’s vengeance cannot fall 
Too heavily— but Azim, brave and true, 

And beautiful— must he be ruin’d too ? 


1 ‘ It la commonly said in Persia, that if a man breathe 
in the hot sonth-’wincl, which in June or July passes over 
that flower, [the Eerzerah,] it will kill him.” 7'hevmot. 


Must he too, glorious as he is, he driven 
A renegade like me from Love and Heaven ? 

Like me ? — ^weak wretch, I wrong hi-m — not like me 5 
No — ^Iie’s ail truth, and strength, and purity ! 

Fill up your madd’ning hell-cup to the brim. 

Its witchery, fiends, will have no charm for him. 

Let loose your glowing tvantons from their bowers. 
He loves, he loves, and can defy their powers ! 
Wretch as I am, in his heart still I reign 
Pure as when first w^e met, without a stain ! 

^Though ruin’d — lost — ^my memoi7,like a charm 
i Left by the dead, still keeps his soul from harm. 

I Oh ! never let him know how deep the brow 
He kiss’d at parting is dishonour’d now — 

Ne’er tell him how debas’d, how sunk is she, 

Wliom once he lov’d — once ! — still loves dotingly . 
Thou laugh’st, tormentor, — w'hat !— thoul’t brand my 
name 1 

Do, do — in vain — She’ll not believe my shame^ — 

He thinks me true, that nought beneath God’s sky 
Could tempt or change me, and — so once thought I. 
But this is past — ^though w^orse than death my lot, 
Than hell — ’tis nothing, while he knows it not. 

Far off to some benighted land I’ll fly, 

Wliere sunbeam ne’er shall enter till I die ; 

Where none will ask the lost one w'hence she came^ 
But I may fade and fall without a name ! 

And thou — curst man or fiend, whate’er thou art, 
Wlio found’ st this burning plague-spot in mj heart, 
And spread’s! it — oh, so quick ! — ^thro’ soul and frame 
With more than demon’s art, till I became 
A loathsome tiling, all pestilence, aH flame ! 

If when Pm gone ” 

“ Hold, fearless maniac, hold, 
Nor tempt my rage— by Heav’n, not half so bold 
The puny bird that dares with teazing hum 
Within the crocodile’s stretch’d Jaws to come.^— 
And so tliou’lt fly, forsooth ? — ^what, give up all 
Thy chaste dominions in the Haram hall. 

Where now to Love, and now to Alla given. 

Half mistress and half saint, thou hang’st as even 
As doth Medina’s tomb, ’twixt hell and heaven ! 
Thou’lt fly ? — ^as easily may reptiles ran, 

The gaunt snake once hath fix’d his eyes upon ; 

As easily, when caught, the prey may be 
Pluck’d from his loving folds, as thou from me- 
No, no, ’tis fix’d — let good or ill betide, 

Thou’rt mine till death, till death Mo K anna’s bride ! 
Hast thou forgot thy oath ?” — • 

At this dread word , 

The maid, whose spirit his rude taunts had stirr’d 
Through all its depths, and rous’d an anger there, 
That hurst and lighten’d ev’n tlirough her despair !— > 
Shrunk back, as if a blight were in the breath 
That spoke that word, and stagger’d, pale as death. 

“ Yes, my sworn bride, let others seek in bowers 
The bridal place — the charnel vault was ours I 
Instead of scents and balms, for thee and me 
Rose the rich steams of sweet mortality ; — 

Gay flickering death-lights shone while we -were wed^ 
And, for our guests, a ro%v of goodly dead, 


1 The ancient story concerning the Trochilus, or hum- 
ming bird, entering with impunity into the mouth of the 
crocodile, is Krmly believed at Java. Barrows's CocJiin~ 
1 China. 
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(Immortal spirits in their time, no doubt,) 

From reeking shrouds, upon the rite look’d out I 
That oath thou heardst more lips than thine repeat — 
That cup — thou shudderest, lady — was it sweet ? 
That cup we pledg’d, the charnel’s choicest wine, 
Hath bound thee — aye — ^body and soul all mine ; 
Bound thee by chains, that, whether blest or curst 
No matter now, not hell itself shall burst ! — 

Hence, woman, to the Haram, and look gay, 

Look wild, look — any thing but sad ; — ^yet stay — 
One moment more — from what this night hath pass’d, 
I see that thou know’st me, know’st me utiell at last 
Ha ! ha ! and so, fond thing, thou thought’st all true, 
And that I love mankind ! — Ido, I do-— 

As victims, love them ; as the sea-dog doats 
Upon the small sweet fry that round him floats ; 

Or as the Nile-bird loves the slime that gives 
That rank and venomous food on which she lives 
And, now thou see’st my souVs angelic hue, 

’Tis time those/eutwres were uncurtain’d too; — 

This brow, whose light — oh, rare celestial light I 
Hath been reserv’d to bless thy favour’d sight ! 

These dazzling eyes, before whose shrouded might 
Thou’st seen immortal man kneel down and quake — 
Would that they were Heaven’s lightnings for his sake! 
But turn and look — ^then wonder, if thou wilt, 

That I should hate, should take revenge, by guilt, 
Upon the hand, whose mischief or whose mirdi 
Sent me thus maim’d and monstrous upon earth; 
And on that race who, though more vile they be 
Than mowing apes, are demi-gods to me ! 

Here, judge, if HeU with all its power to damn, 

Can add one curse to the foul thing lam!” — 

He rais’d his veil — ^the Maid turn’d slowly round, 
Look’d at him — shriek’d — and sunk upon the ground. 


On their arrival, next night, at the place of encamp- 
ment, they were surprised and delighted to find the 
groves all round illuminated; some artists of Yam- 
tcheou having been sent on previously for the pur- 
pose. On each side of the green alley, which led to 
the Royal Pavilion, artificial sceneries of bamboo- 
work %vere erected, representing arches, minarets, 
and towers, from which hung thousands of silken 
lanterns, painted by the most delicate pencils of Can- 
ton. Nothing could be more beautiful than the leaves 
of the mango-trees and acacias, shining in the light 
of the bamboo scenery, which shed a lustre round as 
soft as that of the nights of Peristan. 

Lalla Rookh, however, who was too much occu- 
pied by the sad story of Zelica and her lover, to 
give a thought to any thing else, except, perhaps, him 
who related it, hurried on through this scene of splen- 
dour to her pavilion, — greatly to the mortification of 
the poor artists of Yamtcheou, — and was followed 
with equal rapidity by the great Chamberlain, cursing, 
as he went, that ancient Mandarin, whose parental 
anxiety in lighting up the shores of the lake, where 
his beloved daughter had wandered and been lost, 
was the origin of these fantastic Chinese iilummations. 
Without a moment’s delay young Feramorz was 


1 Circnm easdem ripas [Nili, viz.] ales est Ibis. Ea ser- 
pentium popnlatur ova, gratissimamque ex his nidi* mc&m 
auk refert.— 


introduced, and Fabladeen, who could never make 
up his mind as to the merits of a poet, tiH he knew 
• the religious sect to which he belonged, was about 
to ask him whether he was a Shia or a Sooni, when 
Lalea Rookh impatiently clapped her hands for 
silence, and the youth, being seated upon the musnud 
near her, proceeded : — 

Prepare thy soul, young Azim ! thou hast brav’d 
The bands of Greece, stOl mighty, though enslav’d , 
Hast fac’d her phalanx, arm’d with all its fame, 

Her Macedonian pikes and globes of flame ; 

All this hast fronted, with firm heart and brow, 

But a more perilous trial waits thee now, — 
Woman’s bright eyes, a dazzling host of eyes 
From every land where woman smiles or sighs ; 

Of every hue, as Love may chance to raise 
His black or azure banner in their blaze ; 

And each sweet mode of warfare, from the flash 
That lightens boldly through the shadowy lash, 

To the sly, stealing splendours, almost hid, 

Like swords half-sheath’d, beneath the downcast lid 
Such, Azim, is the lovely, luminous host 
Now led against thee ; and, let conquerors boast 
Their fields of fame, he who in virtue arms 
A young, warm spirit against beauty’s chaims, 

Who feels her brightness, yet defies her thrall, 

Is the best, bravest conqueror of them all. 

Now, through the Harem chambers, moving light® 
And busy shapes proclaim the toilet’s rites ; — 

From room to room the ready handmaids hie, 

Some skill’d to wreathe the turban tastefully. 

Or hang the veil, in negligence of shade, 

O’er the warm blushes of the youthful maid, 

Who, if between the folds but one eye shone, 

Like Seba’s Queen could vanquish with that one 
While some bring leaves of Henna to imbue 
The fingers’ ends with a bright roseate hue,® 

So bright, that in the mirror’s depth they seem 
Like tips of coral branches in the stream ; 

And others mix the KohoFs jetty dye. 

To give that long, dark languish to the eye,® 

Which makes the maids, whom kings are proud to cull 
From fair Circassia’s vales, so beautiful. 

All is in motion ; rings, and plumes, and pearls 
Are shining every where ; — some younger girls 
Are gone by moonlight to the garden beds, 

To gather fresh, cool chaplets for their heads; 

Gay creatures ! sw6et, though mournful ’tis to me 
How each prefers a garland from that tree 
Which brings to mind her childhood’s innocent day, 

: And the dear fields and friendships far away. 

The maid of Inbia, blest again to hold 
In her full lap the Champac’s leaves of goM,'^ 

TMnks of the time, when, by the Ganges’ flood, 

Her little play-mates scatter’d many a bud 

1 “Thou hast ravished my heart with one of thine eye*.’”’ 
— SoL Song-* 

2 “They tinged the ends of her fingers scarlet with Hen- 
na, so that they resembled branches of 

Prince Fnttun in Sahardannsh, 

3 '‘The women blacken the inside of their eyelid® with 
a powder named the black Cohol.”“Rji®aeL 

4 “The appearance of the blossoms of the gold-colomred 
Campao on the black hair of the Indian women, fea® sap^ 
plied the Sanscrit Poets with many elegant allaBions,— See 
Asiatic Jiesearehes vol. iv. 
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Upoii her long blach hair, with glossy gleam 
Just dripping from the consecrated stream ; 

While the young Arab, haunted by the smell 
Of her own moimtam-dowers, as by a spell, — 

The sweet Elcaya,* and tliat courteous tree 
Which bows to all who seek its canopy®— 

Sees call’d up round her by these naagic scents, 

The well, the camels, and her father’s tents ; 

Sighs for the home she left with little pain, 

And wishes e’en its sorrows hack again I 
Meanwhile, through vast illuminated halls, 

Silent and bright, where nothing but the falls 
Of fragrant waters, gushing with cool sound 
From many a jasper fount, is heard around. 

Young Azim roams bewilder’d, —nor can guess 
What means this maze of light and loneliness. 

Here the way leads, o’er tesselated floors, 

Or mats of Caiko, through long corridors. 

Where, rang’d in cassolets and silver urns. 

Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal bums ; 

And spicy rods, such as Oiume at night 

The bowers of Tibet, ^ send forth odorous light, 

Like Peris’ wands, when pointing out the road 
F or some pure Spirit to its blest abode i — 

And here, at once, the glittering saloon 
Bursts on his sight, boundless and bright as noon ; 
Where, in the midst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays 
High as th’ enamell’d cupola which towers 
All rich with arabesques of gold and flowers ; 

And the mosaic floor beneath shines through 
The sprinkling of that fountain’s silvery dew, 

Like the wet, glistening shells, of every dye, 

That on the margin of the Red Sea lie. 

Here too he traces the kind visitings ; 

Of woman’s love in those fair, living things | 

Of land and wave, whose fate, — ^in bondage thrown I 
For their weak loveliness — is like her own ! 

On one side, gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water, brilliant as the crystal vase 
In which it undulates, small fishes shine, 

Like golden ingots from a fairy mine ; 

While, on the other, lattic’d lightly in 
With odoriferous woods of Camoiiin,'^ 

Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen 
Gay, sparkling loories, such as gleam between 
The crimson blossoms of the coral tree,* 

In the warm isles of India’s sunny sea : 

Mecca’s blue sacred pigeon,® and the thrush 
Of Indostan,’’ whose holy warblings gush, 

1 “ A tree famous for its perfume, and common on the 
hills of Yemen.” — JSTiebuhr. 

2 Of the genus mimosa, “ which droops its branches 
whenever any person approaches it, seeming as if it saluted 
those who retire under its shade.” — Jfiebukr. 

3 “Cloves are a principal ingredient in the composition 

of the perfumed rods, which men of rank keep constantly 
burning in their presence.”— Tarwer’s yVifiA i 

4 “ C’est d’oii vient le bois d’'aloes, one les Arabes appel- 
lent Ond Comari, et celui du sandal, qui s’y trouve en 
grande quantity.”— D’jf/er&tZoA 

5 “Thousands of variegated loories visit the coral trees.” 

JBeLTTOW^ 

6 “In Mecca, there are quantities of blue pigeons, which 
none will affright or abuse, much less kill .” — PiWs jSccount 
of the Mahovietans. 

: “ 'J'be Pagoda Inrush is esteemed among the first cho- 

mtera of India. It sits perched on the sacred Pagodas, and 
trom thence doUws its melodious Song,”— Hin- 
mstAn, 


At evening, from the tall pagoda’s top ; — 

Those golden birds, tliat, in the spice-time, drop 
About the gardens, drunk with that sweet food 
Whose scent hath lur’d them o’er the summer flood,' 
And those, that under Araby’s soft sun 
Build their high nests of budding cinnamon f — 

In short, all rare and beauteous things that fly 
Tlirough the pure element, here calmly lie 
Sleeping in light, like the green birds® that d'iveli 
In Eden’s radiant fields of asphodel I 

So on through scenes past all imagining,— 

More like tlie luxuries of that impious King,"’- 
Whom Death’s dark Angel, with his lightning torch 
; Struck down and blasted even in Pleasure’s porch,— 
Than the pure dwelling of a Prophet sent, 

; Arm’d with Heaven’s sword, for man’s enfranchise 
i ment— 

I Young Azim wander’d, looking sternly round ; 

His simple garb and war-boots’ clanking sound, 

But ill according with the pomp and grace 
And silent lull of that voluptuous place ! 

“ Is this, tlien,” thought the youth, “ is this the waj 
To free man’s spirit from the deadening sway 
Of worldly sloth ; — to teach him, while he lives, 

To know no bliss but that which virtue gives ; 

And wdien he dies, to leave his lofty name 
A light, a land-mark on the clhfs of fame ? 

It wns not so, land of the generous thought 
And daring deed ! thy godlike sages taught ; 

It was not thus, in bowers of wanton ease. 

Thy Freedom nurs’d her sacred energies ; 

Oh ! not beneath th’ enfeebling, withering glow 
Of such dull luxury did those myrtles grow. 

With which she wreath’d her sword, when she would 
dare 

Immortal deeds ; but in the bracing air 
Of toil, — of temperance, — of that high, rare, 
Ethereal virtue, which alone can breathe 
Life, health, and lustre into Freedom’s wreath ! 
Who, that surveys this span of earth we press, 

This speck of life in time’s great wilderness, 

This narrow istlunus ’twixt two boundless seas, 

The past, the future, two eternities ! 

Would sully the bright spot, or leave it bare, 

When he might build him a proud temple there, 

A name, that long sliall hallow all its space, 

And be each purer soul’s high resting-piace ? 

But no— it cannot be that one, whom God 
Has sent to break the wizard Falseliood’s rod,' — 

A Prophet of the truth, whose mission draws 

Its rights from 'Heaven, should thus profane liis causf 

With the world’s vulgar pomps -no, no — I .see — 

He thinks me weak— this glare of luxury 

Is but to tempt, to try the eaglet gaze 

Of my young soul shine on, ’twill stand the blaze 1” 


1 Birds of Paradise, which, at the nutmeg season, corns 
in flights from the southern Isles to India, and “ the strength 
of the nutmeg,” says Tai^ernier, “ so intoxicates them, that 
they fall dead drunk to the earth.” 

2 “That bird which liveth in Arabia, and buildetli its 
nest with cinnamon,” — Brown'' s Vulg-ar Errofs. 

3 “ The_ spirits of the martyrs will be lodged in the crOp? 
of green birds.” — Gibbon^ vol. ix, p. 421. 

4 Shedad, who made the delicious garden'? of Irixn, in 
imitation of Paradise, and was destroyed bv irhtning th® 
i first lime he altcmpted to enter them. 



LALLA ROOKH, 


37 


So thought the youth ;— but, eVu while he defied 
The witching scene, he felt its witchery glide 
Through every sense. The perfume, breathing round, 
like a pervading spirit the still sound 
Of falling waters, lulling as the song 
Of Indian bees at sunset, when they throng 
Around the fragrant Nilica, and deep 
In its blue blossoms hum themselves to sleep I 
And music too — dear music ! that can touch 
Beyond all else the soul that loves it much— 

Now heard far off, so far as but to seem 
tiike the faint, ex<iuisite music of a dream 
All was too much for him, too full of bliss ; ^ 

The heart could nothing feel, that felt not tliis. 
Soften’d, he sunk: upon a couch, and gave 
His soul up to sweet thoughts, like wave on wave 
Succeeding in smooth seas, when storms are laid 
He thought of Zelica, his own dear maid. 

And of the time, when, full of blissful sighs, 

They sat and look’d into each other’s eyes, 

Silent and happy — as if God had given 
Nought else worth looking at on this side heaven 1 

“ O my lov’d mistress ! whose enchantments still 
Are with me, round me, wander where I will — 

It is for thee, for thee alone I seek 
The paths of glory — ^to light up thy cheek 
With warm approval — in that gentle look, 

To read my praise, as in an angel’s book, 

And think all toils rewarded, when from thee 
I gain a smile, worth immortality I 
How shall I bear the moment, when restor’d 
To that young heart where I alone am lord, 

Though of such bliss unworthy, — since the best 
Alone deserve to be the happiest ! — 

When from those lips, unbreath’d upon for years, 

I shall again kiss off the soul-felt tears, 

And find those tears warm as when last they started, 
Those sacred kisses pure as when we parted ! 

Oh my own life ! — why should a single day, 

A moment, keep me from those arms away 

While thus he thinks, still nearer on the breeze 
Come those delicious, dream-like harmonies, 

Each note of which but adds new, downy links 
To the soft chain in which his spirit sinks. 

He turns him tow’rd the sound, and, far away 
Through a long vista, sparkling with the play 
Of countless lamps, — lilte the rich track which Day 
Leaves on the waters, wfeen he sinks from us ; 

So long the path, its light so tremulous ; — 

He sees a group of female forms advance, 

Some chain’d together in the mazy dance 
By fetters, forg’d in the green sunny bowers, 

As they were captives to the King of Flowers ; — 
And some disporting round, unlink’d and free, 

Who seem’d to mock their sister’s slavery. 

And round and round them still, in wheeling flight 
Went, like gay moths about a lamp at night ; 

Whole others walk’d as gracefully along, 

Their feet kept time, the very soul of song 
From psaltery, pipe, and lutes of heavenly thrill, 

Or their own youthful voices, heavenlier still ! 


1 “My Pundits assure me that the plant before us [the 
Nilica] IS their Sephalica, thus named because the bees are 
supposed to sleep on iis blossoms .” — Sir W. Jones, 


And now they come, now pass before his eye. 

Forms such as Nature moulds, when she would vie 
With Fancy’s pencil, and gave birth to things 
Lovely beyond its fairest picturings I 
Awhile they dance before him, then divide, 

Breaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide 
Around the rich pavilion of the sun, 

Till silently dispersing, one by one, 
i Through many a path that from the chamber leads 
To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads, 

Their distant laughter comes upon the wind, 

And but one trembling nymph remains behind — 
Beck’ning them back in vain, for they are gone, 

And she is left in all that light alone ; 

No veil to curtain o’er her beauteous brow, 

In its young bashfulness more beauteous now ; 

But a light, golden chain-work round her hair, 

Such as the maids of Yez-b and Shiraz wear 
From which, on either side, gracefully hung 
A golden amulet, in th’ Arab tongue, 

Engraven o’er with some immortal line 
From holy writ, or bard scarce less divine ; 

While her left hand, as shrinkingly she stood, 

Held a small lute of gold and sandal-wood, 

Which once or twice, she touch’d with hurried strain, 
Then took her trembling fingers off again. 

But when at length a timid glance she stole 

At Azim, the sweet gravity of soul 

She saw through all his features calm’d her fear, 

And, like a half-tam’d antelope, more near, 

Though shrinldng still, she came ; — then sat her down 
Upon a musnud’s^ edge ; and, bolder grown, 

In tlie padietic mode of Isfahan® 

Touch’d a preluding strain, and thus began ; — 

There’s a bower of roses by Bendemeer’s® stream, 
And the nightingale sings round it ail the day long ; 
In the time of my childhood ’twas like a sweet dream. 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird’s song. 

That bower and its music I never forget, 

But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 

I think— is the nightingale singing there yet 7 
Are the roses still bright by the calm Benbemeer? 

No, the roses soon wither’d that hung o’er the wave. 
But some blossoms were gather’d, wMle freshly 
they shone, 

And a dew was distill’ d from their flowers, that gave 
Ail the fragrance of summer, when summer was 
i gone. 

Thus memory draws feom delight, ere it dies. 

An essence that breathes of it many a year; 

Thus bright to my soul, as ’twas then to my eyes, 

Is that bower on the banks of the calm BendemeerI 

“Poor maiden !” thought the youth, “if thou wert 
sent, 

With thy soft lute and beauty’s blandisliment. 

To wake unholy wishes in this heart, 

Or tempt its truth, thou little know’st the art. 


1 Musimds are cushioned seats, usually reserved for per- 
sons of distinction. 

2 The Persians, like the ancient Greeks, call their musical 
modes or Perdas by the names of different countiies or 
cities ; as, the mode of Isfahan, the mode of Irak, etc 

3 A river which flows near the ruirs of Chilminar 



33 


MOORE*S WORKS. 


For thougli thy lip should sweetly counsel wrong, i 
Those vestal eyes would disavow its song. j 

But thou hast breath’d such purity, thy lay 
Returns so fondly to youth’s virtuous day. 

And leads thy soul— if e’er it wander’d thence — 

So gently back to its first innocence. 

That I would sooner stop th’ unchained dove. 

When swift returning to its home of love, 

And round its snowy wing new fetters twine. 

Than turn from virtue one pure wish of thine.” 

Scarce had this feeling pass’d, when, sparkling 
through 

The gently open’d curtains of light blue 
That veil’d the breezy casement, countless eyes, 
Peeping like stars through the blue evening skies, 
Look’d laughing in, as if to mock the pair 
That sat so still and melancholy there. — 

And now the curtains fly apart, and in 
From the cool air, ’mid showers of jessamine 
Which those without fling after them in play, 

Two lightsome maidens spring, lightsome as they 
Who live in th’ air on odours, and around 
The bright saloon, scarce conscious of the ground, 
Chase one another in a varying dance 
Of mirth and languor, coyness and advance, 

Too eloquently like love’s warm pursuit ; — 

While she, who sung so gently to the lute 
Her dream of home, steals timidly away, 

Shrinking as violets do in summer’s my, — 

But takes with her from Azim’s heart that sigh 
We sometimes give to forms that pass us by 
In the world’s crowd, too lovely to remain, 
Creatures of light we never see again I 

Around the white necks of the nymphs who danc’d, 
Hung carcanets of orient gems, that glanc’d 
More brilliant than the sea-glass glittering o’er 
The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore 
While from their long, dark tresses, in a fall 
Of curls descending, bells as musical 
As those that, on the golden-shafted trees 
Of Eden, shake in the Eternal Breeze,® 

Rung round their steps, at every bound more sweet, ; 
As ’twere th’ ecstatic language of their feet 1 
At length the chase was o’er, and they stood wreath’d 
Within each other’s arms ; while soft there breath’d 
Through the cool casement, imngled with the sighs 
Of moonlight flowers, music that seem’d to rise 
From some still lake, so iiquidly it rose ; 

And, as it swell’d again at each faint close. 

The ear could track through all that maze of chords 
And young sweet voices, these impassion’d words : — 

A SpiniT there is, whose fragrant sigh 
Is burning now through earth and air ; 

Where cheeks are blushing, the Spirit is nigh, 
Where lips are meeting, the Spirit is there 1 


1 “To the north of us, [on the coast of the Caspian, near 
Badku] was a mountain which sparkled like diamonds, 
arising from the sea-glass and crystals, with which it 
abounds .” — Journey of the Russian JSmbassador to Per-' 

2 “ To which will be added, the sound of the bells, hang- 
ing on the trees, which will be put in motion by the wind 
prpceeding from the throne of God, as often as the blessed 
wjah fbi music. '—SflZc 


His breath is the soul of flowers like these, 

And Ms floating eyes — oh I they resemble 

Blue water-lilies,! when the breeze 
Is making the stream around them tremble ! 

Hail to thee, hail to thee, kindling power 1 
Spirit of Love, Spirit of Bliss ! 

Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour, 

And there never was moonlight so sweet as thig 

By the fair and brave, 

Who blusliing unite, 
like the sun and the wave, 

Wlien they meet at night ! 

By the tear that shows 
When passion is nigh. 

As tlie rain-drop flows 
From the heat of the sky ! 

By the first love-beat 
Of the youtliftil heart, 

By the bliss to meet, 

And the pain to part 1 
By ail that thou hast 
To mortals given, 

Which — oh I could it last, 

Tins earth were heaven I 

W^e call thee hither, entrancing Power ! 

Spirit of Love. ! Spirit of Bliss ! 

Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour ! 

And there never was moonlight so sweet as tMs 


Impatient of a scene, whose luxuries stole, 

Spite of liimself, too deep into his soul, 

And where, ’midst all that the young heart loves most^ 
Flowers, music, smiles, to yield was to be lost ; 

The youth had started up and turn’d away 
From the light nymphs and their luxurious lay, 

To muse upon the pictures that hung round, — 
Bright images, that spoke without a sound, 

And views, like vistas into fairy ground. 

But here again new spells came o’er his sense ; — 

All that the pencil’s mute omnipotence 
Could call up into life, of soft and fair, 

Of fond and passionate, was glowing there ; 

Nor yet too warm, but touch’d with that fine art 
Which paints of pleasure but the purer part ; 

Which knows ev’n Beauty when half-veil’d is best, 
i Like her own radiant planet of the west, 

I Whose orb when half retir’d looks loveliest ! 

I TJiere hung the history of the Genii-ICing, 

I Trac’d through eacli gay, voluptuous wandering 
With her from Saba’s bowers, in whose bright eyes 
He read that to be blest is to be wise 
Here fond Zuleika^ woos with open arms 
The Hebrew boy, who flies from her young chanm, 
i Yet, flying, turns to gaze, and, half undone. 

Wishes that heav’n and she could both be won I 


1 The blue lotos, which grows in Cashmere and ia 
Persia. 

2 For the loves of King Solomon, [who was supposed to 
preside over the whole race of Genii] with Balkis, the 
Uueen of Sheba or Saba, see D’ Merbelot^ and the Jtoies 
on iAe Kbraa, chap. 2. 

3 The wife of Potiphar, tlius named by the Orientals. 
Her adventure with the Patriarch Joseph is the subject of 
many of their pbems and romances 
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And here Mohammed, born for love and guile, 
Forgets the Koran in his Mary’s smile 
Then beckons some kind angel from above 
With a new text to consecrate their love 
With rapid step, yet pleas’d and lingering eye, 

Did the youth pass these pictur’d stories by, 

.And hasten’d to a casement, where the light 
Of the calm moon came in, and freshly bright 
The fields without were seen, sleeping as still 
As if no life remain’d in breeze or rill. 

Here paus’d he, while the music, now less near, 
Breath’d with a holier language on his ear, 

As though the distance and that heavenly ray 
Through which the sounds came floating, took away 
All that had been too earthly in the lay. 

Oh! could he listen to such sounds unmov’d, 

And by that light— nor dream of her he lov’d ? 
Dream on, unconscious boy ! while yet thou may st ; 
’Tis the last bliss thy soul shall ever taste. 

Clasp yet awhile her image to thy heart, 

Ere aU the light, that made it dear, depart. 

Think of her smiles as when thou saw’st them last, 
Clear, beautiful, by nought of earth o’ercast ; 

Recall her tears, to thee at parting given, 

Pure as they weep, if angels weep, in heaven! 
Think in her own still bower she waits thee now, 
With the same glow of heart and bloom of brow, 
Yet shrin’d in solitude — ^tlnne all, thine only. 

Like the one star above thee, bright and lonely ! 

Oh that a dream so sweet, so long enjoy’d, 

Should be so sadly, cruelly destroy’d ! 

The song is hush’d, the laughing nymphs are flown, 
And he is left, musing of bliss, alone 
Alone ?— no, not alone— that heavy sigh. 

That sob of grief, which broke from some one nigh — 
Whose could it be ? — alas ! is misery found 
Here, even here, on this enchanted ground ? 

He turns, and sees a female form, close veil’d, 
Leaning, as if both heart and strength had fail’d, 
Against a pillar near ;— not glittering o’er 
With gems and wreaths, such as the other wore, 

But in that deep-blue melancholy dress,® 

Bokhara’s maidens wear in mindfulness 
Of friends or kindred, dead or far away ; — 

And such as Zelica had on that day 

He left her, — ^when, with heart too full to speak, 

He took away her last warm tears upon his cheek. 

A strange emotion stirs within him, — more 
Than mere compassion ever wak’d before ; 
Unconsciously he opes his arms, while she 
Springs forward, as with Hfe’s last energy, 

But, swooning in that one convulsive bound, 

Sinks, ere she reach his arms, upon the ground 

Her veil falls off— her faint hands clasp his knees — 

’Tis she herself !—’ tis Zelica he sees 1 

But, ah, so pale, so chang’d — ^none but a lover 

Could in that wreck of beauty’s shrine discover 

The once ador’d divinity ! ev’n he 

Stood for some moments mute, and douhtingly 


1 The particulars of Mahomet’s amour with Mary, the 
Coptic girl, in justification of which he added a new chap- 
ter to the Koran, may be found in. Oagnier^s J\rote$ upon 
JthulfedayP:151. 

g “ Deep-blue is tlieir mourning colour.”— Hawway. 


Put back the ringlets from her brow, and gaz’d 
Upon those lids, where once such lustre blaz’d, 

Ere he could think she was indeed his own. 

Own darling maid, whom he so long had known 
In joy and sorrow, beautiful in both ; 

Who, e’en when grief was heaviest — ^when loth 
He left her for the wars — that worst hour 
Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night-flower,^ 

When darkness brings its weeping glories out, 

And spreads its sighs lilie frankincense about ! 

“Look up my Zelica — one moment show 
Those gentle eyes to me, that I may know 
Thy life, thy loveliness is not all gone, 

But tkere, at least, shines as it ever shone. 

Come, look upon thy Azim— one dear glance, 

Like those of old, were heaven ! whatever chance 
Hath brought thee here, oh ! ’twas a blessed one I 
There— my sweet lids— they move— that Mss hath run 
Like the first shoot of life through every vein, 

And now I clasp her, mine, all mine again ! 

Oh the delight— now, in this very hour, 

When, had the whole rich world been in my power 
I should have singled out thee, only thee, 

From the whole world’s collected treasury— 

To have thee here — ^to hang thus fondly o’er 
: My own best purest Zelica once more !” 

! It was indeed the touch of those lov’d lips 
' Upon her eyes that chas’d tlieh short eclipse, 

I And, gradual as the snow, at heaven’s breath, 

I Melts off and shows the azure flowers beneath. 

Her lids unclos’d, and the bright eyes were seen 
• Gazing on his, — ^not, as they late had been, 

Quick, restless, wild— but mournfully serene ; 

As if to lie, ev’n for that tranc’d minute, 

So near his heart, had consolation in it ; 

And tlms to wake in his beiov’d caress 
Took from her soul one half its wretchedness. 

But when she heard him call her good and pure, 

Oh ’twas too much — ^too dreadful to endure I 
; Shuddering she broke away from his embrace, 

And, hiding with both hands her guilty face, 

Said, in a tone, whose anguish would have riven 
i A heart of very marble, “ pure !— oh I heaven.”— 

I That tone— those looks so chang’d— the withering 
^ blight, 

That sin and sorrow leave where’er they light — 

The dead despondency of those sunk eyes, 

Where once, had he thus met her by surprise, 

He would have seen himself, too happy boy I 
Reflected in a thousand lights of joy ; 

And then the place, that bright unholy place, 

Where vice lay hid beneath each winning grace 
And charm of luxury, as the viper weaves 
Its wily covering of sweet balsam-leaves ;®— 

All struck upon his heart, sudden and cold 
As death itself ; — needs not to be told — 

No, no — ^he sees it all, plain as the brand 
Of burning shame can mark — ^whate’er the hand, 


1 The sorrowful nyctanthes, which begins to spread its 
rich odour after sunset. 

2 “Oonceruing the vipers, which Pliny says were fr®^ 
quent among the balsam-trees, I made ver)* particular ip- 

uiry; several were brought me alive, both in Yambo and 
idda.”— Brace 
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That coaM from heav’n md him such brightaess sever, 
'Tis done — ^to heav’n and Mm she’s lost for ever I 
It was a dreadful moment ; not the tears, 

The lingering, lasting misery of years, 

Could match that minute’s anguish — all the worst 
Of sorrow’s elements in that dark burst. 

Broke o’er his soul, and, with one crash of fate. 

Laid the whole hopes of his life desolate! 

** Oh ! curse me not,” she cried, as wild he toss’d 
His desperate hand tow’rds heav’n—" though I am 
lost, 

Think not that guilt, that falsehood made me fall; 

No, no — ^’twas griefj *twas madness did it all ! 

Nay, doubt me not^ — ^though all thy love hath ceas’d — 
I know it hath— -yet, yet believe, at least, 

That every spark of reason’s light must be 
Quenched in this brain, ere I could stray from thee ! 
They told me thou wert dead — wThy, Azim, why, 

Bid we not both of us that instant die 
When we were parted 1 — oh, could’st thou but know 
With what a deep devotedness of woe 
I wept thy absence— o’er and o’er again 
Thinking of thee, still thee, till thought grew pain, 
And memory, like a drop, that, night and day, 

Falls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart awray ! 

Bidst thou but know how pale I sat at home, 

My eyes still turn’d the way thou wert to come, 

And, all the long, long night of hope and fear, 

Thy voice and step still sounding in my ear— 

Oh God ! thou would’st not wonder, that, at last, 
When every hope was all at once o’ercast, 

When I heard frightful voices round me say 
Azim is dead! — ^this wretched brain gave way, 

And I became a wreck, at random driven, 

Without one glimpse of reason or of Heaven — 

All wild — and ev’n this quenchless love within 
Turn’d to foul fires to light me into sin ! 

Thou pitiest me — I knew thou would’st— that sky 
Hath nought beneath it half so lorn as I. 

The fiend, who lur’d me hither — ^hist ! come near, 
Or thou too, diou art lost, if he should hear — 

Told me such things — oh ! with such dev’lish art, 

As would have ruin’d ev’n a holier lieart — 

Of thee, and of that ever-radiant sphere, 

Where, bless’d at length, if I but serv’d Um here, 

I should for ever live in thy dear sight, 

And drink from those pure eyes eternal light ! 

Think, think how lost, how madden’d I must be, 

To hope that guilt could lead to God or thee ! 

Thou weep’st for me — do, weep — oh ! that I durst 
Kiss oif that tear ! but, no — these lips are curst, 
They must not touch thee ; — one divine caress. 

One blessed moment of forgetfulness 
I’ve had within those arms, and that shall lie, 

Shrin’d in my soul’s deep memory till I die 1 
The last of joy’s last relics here below. 

The one sweet drop in all this waste of woe, 

My heart has treasur’d from affection’s spring, 

To soothe and cool its deadly withering! 

But thou— yes, thou must go — for ever go ; 

This place is not for thee — ^for thee ! oh no : 

Did I but tell thee half, thy tortur’d brain 
Would burn like mine, and mine go wild again ! 
Enough, that Guilt reigns here — ^that hearts, once good, 
Now tainted, chill’d and broken, are his food. 


Enough, that we are parted — that there rolls 
A flood of headlong fate between our souls, 

Whose darkness severs me as wide from thee 
As hell from heav’n, to all eternity !” — 

“ Zeliga ! Zelica !” the youth exclaim’d, 

In all the tortures of a mind inflam’d 
Almost to madness — by that sacred Heav’n, 

Where yet, if pray’rs can move, thou’ It be forgiven, 
As thou art here^ — here, in this writhing heart, 

Ail sinful, wild, and ruin’d as thou art ! 

By die remembrance of our once pure love, 

Which, like a church-yard light, still burns above 
The grave of our lost souls — ^which guilt in thee 
Cannot extinguish, nor despair in me ! 

I do conjure, implore thee to fly hence — 

If thou hast yet one spark of innocence, 

Fly with me from this place,- — ” 

** With thee ! oh bliss 

’Tis worth whole years of torment to hear this. 
What 1 take the lost one with thee ? — let her rove 
By thy dear side, as in those days of love, 

When we were both so happy, both so pure — 

Too heavenly dream ! if there’s on earth a cure 
For the sunk heart, ’tis this — day after day 
To be the blest companion of thy way 
To hear thy angel eloquence— to see 
Those virtuous eyes for ever turn’d on me ; 

And in their light re-chasten’d silently, 

Like the stain’d web that whitens in the sun, 

Grow pure by being purely shone upon ! 
j And thou wilt pray for me — know thou wilt— 

I At the dim vesper hour, when thoughts of guilt 
Come heaviest o’er the heart, thou’ it HR diine eyes, 
Full of sweet tears, unto the darkening skies, 

And plead for me with Heav’n, till I can dare 
To fix my owui weak, sinful glances there ; — 

Till the good angels, when they see me cling 
For ever near thee, pale and sorrowing, 

Shall for thy sake pronounce my soul forgiven, 

' And bid thee take thy weeping slave to heaven ! 

Oh 3'es, ni fly with thee. ” 

Scarce had she said 

These breathless words, when a voice, deep and dread 
As that of Monker, waking up the dead 
I From their first sleep — so startling *twas to both^ — 
Rung tlirough the casement near, “ Thy oath ! th| 
oath!” 

Oh Heav’n, the ghastliness of that maid’s look !— 

“ ’Tis he,” faintly she cried, while terror shook 
Her inmost core, nor durst she lift her eyes, 

Though through the casement, now, nought but th\ 
skies 

And moonlight fields were seen, calm as before— 

“ ’Tis he, and I am Ms— all, all is o’er — 

Go — fly this instant, or thou art ruin’d too — 

My oath, my oath, oh God ! ’tis all too true, 

True as the worm in this cold heart it is— 

I am Mokanna’s bride— his, Azim, his.— ■ . 

The Bead stood round us, while I spoke that vow : 
Their blue lips echo’d it— I hear them now ! 

Their eyes glar’d on me, while I pledg’d that bowl, 
’Twas burning blood — I feel it in my soul ! 

And the Veil’d Bridegroom — ^hist! I’ve seen to-night 
What angels know not of— so foul a sight. 
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So horrible — oh ! may*gt thou never see 
What there lies hid from all hut hell and me! 

But I must hence—off, off— I am not thine, 

Nor Heav’n’s, nor Love’s, nor aught that is divine — 
Hold me not — ha ! — ^think’st thou the fiends that sever 
Hearts, cannot sunder hands ? — thus, then — ^for ever i” 

i 

With all that strength which madness lends the 
weak, 

She fiung away his arm ; and, with a shriek, ^ — 
Whose sound, though he should linger out more years 
Than wretch e’er told, can never leave his ears, — 
Flew up through that long avenue of light. 

Fleetly as some dark, ominous bird of night, 

Across the sun, and soon was out of sight. 


Lalla Rookh could think of nothing all day but 
the misery of these two young lovers. Her gaiety 
was gone, and she looked pensively even upon Fad- 
LADEEN. She felt too, without knowing why, a sort 
of uneasy pleasure in imagining that Azim must have 
been just such a youth as Feramoez ; just as worthy 
to enjoy all the blessings, without any of the pangs, 
Cif that illusive passion, which too often, like the 
sunny apples of Istkahar, is all sweetness on one side, 
and all bitterness on the other. 

As they passed along a sequestered river after sun- 
set, they saw a young Hindoo girl upon the bank, 
whose employment seemed to them so strange, that 
they stopped their palankeens to observe her. She 
had lighted a small lamp, filled with oil of cocoa, 
and placing it in an earthen dish, adorned with a 
wreath of flowers, had committed it with a trembling 
hand to the stream, and was now anxiously watching 
its progress down the current, heedless of the gay 
cavalcade which had drawn up beside her. Lalla 
Rookh was all curiosity : — ^when one of her attend- 
ants, who had lived upon the banks of the Ganges, 
;(where this ceremony is so frequent, that often, in 
the dusk of the evening, the river is seen glittering all 
over with lights, like the Oton-tala or Sea of Stars,) i 
informed the Princess that it was the usual way in 
which the friends of those who had gone on dangerous 
voyages offered up vows for their safe return. If the 
lamp sunk immediately, the omen was disastrous;! 
but if it went shining down the stream, and continued 
to bum till entirely out of sight, the return of the be- 
loved object was considered as certain. 

Lalla Rookh, as they moved on, more than once 
looked back, to observe how the young Hindoo’s 
lamp proceeded ; and, while she saw with pleasure 
that it was still unextinguished, she could not help 
fearing that all the hopes of this life were no better 
than that feeble light upon the river. The remainder 
of the journey was passed in silence. She now, for 
the first time, felt that shade of melancholy, which ! 
comes over the youthful maiden’s heart, as sweet; 
and transient as her own breath upon a mirror ; nor I 
was it till she heard the lute of Feramorz, touched 
iighdy at the door of her pavilion, that she waked I 
from the reverie in which she had been wandering. 
Instantly her eyes were lighted up with pleasure, and, | 
after a few unheard remarks from Fadlabeen upon! 
i^Jic indecorum of a poet seating himself in presence I 


of a Princess, every thing was arranged as on the 
preceding evening, and all listened with eagemes" 
while the story was thus continued 

Whose are the gilded tents that crowd the way, 
Where all was waste and silent yesterday ? 

This City of War, which, in a few short hours, 

Hath sprung up here, as if the magic powem 
Of Him, who, in the twinkling of a star, 

Built the high pillar’d halls of Chilminar,^ 

Had conjur’d up, far as the eye can see, 

This world of tents, and domes, and sun-bright ar 
mory ! — 

Princely pavilions, screen’d by many a fold 
Of crimson cloth, and topp’d with balls of gold • 
Steeds, with their housings of rich silver spun, 

Their chains and poitrels glittering in the sun ; 

And camels, tufted o’er with Yemen’s shells, 
Shaking in every breeze their light-ton’d bells ! 

But yester-eve, so motionless around, 

So mute was this wide plain, that not a sound 
But the far torrent, or the locust-bird® 

Hunting among the thickets, could be heard 
Yet hark ! what discords now, of every kind, 

Shouts, laughs, and screams, are revelling in the wind ^ 
The neigh of cavalry ; the tinkling throngs 
Of laden camels and their driver’s songs 
Ringing of arms, and flapping in the breeze 
Of streamers from ten thousand canopies - 
War-music, bursting out from time to time 
With gong and tymbalon’s tremendous chime - 
Or, in the pause, when harsher sounds are mute, 

The mellow breathings of some horn or flute, 

That, far off, broken by the eagle note 
Of th’ Abyssinian trumpet,® swell and float 1 

Who leads this mighty army ask ye “ who 1” 
And mark ye not those banners of dark hue, 

The Night and Shadow, "*■ over yonder tent?— 

It is the Caliph’s glorious armament. 

Rous’d in his palace by the dread alarms, 

That hourly came, of the false Prophet’s arms, 

And of his host of infidels, who hml’d 
Defiance fierce at Isiam**'and the world , . ' , 
Though worn with Grecian warfare, and behijiwi 
The veils of his bright palace calm reclin’d, 

Yet brook’d he not such blasphemy should stain, 
Thus unreveng’d, the evening of his reign ; 

But, having sworn upon the Holy Grave‘s 
To conquer or to perish, once more gave 



1 The edifices of Ghilnainar and Balbec are supposed to 
have been built by the Genii, acting under tiie orders of Jan 
ben Jan, who governed the world long before the time of 
Adam. 

t 2 A native of Khomssan, and allured southward by means 
of the water of a fountain, between Shiraz and Ispahan, 

; called the Fountain of Birds, of which it is so fond that it 
I will follow wherever that water is carried, 
i 3 “ This trumpet is often called in Abyssinia, nesser cano^ 

\ which signifies, The note of the Eagle.’’— JVbte of Bruce^s 
editor. 

4 The two black standards borne before the Caliphs of 
the House of Abbas were called, allegorically, the Night and 
the Shadow;. See GiMan. 

5 The Mahometan Eeligion. 

6 “The Persians swear by the Tomb of Shah Besadc, 
who is buried at Casbin ; and when one desires another tc 
asaervate a matter, he will ask him if he dare swear by the 
Holy Grave.”—fi‘t?*«y. 
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His shadowy banners proudly to the brease, 

Andj with an army nurs’d in victories, 

Here stands to crush the rebels that o’er-run 
His blest and beauteous Province of the Sun. 

Ke’er did the march of Mahaw display 
Sacli pomp before not e’en when on his way 
To Mecca’s Temple, when both land and sea 
Were spoii’d to feed the Pilgrim’s luxury;* 

When round him, ’mid the burning sands, he saw 
Fruits of the North in icy freshness thaw, 

-:lnd cool’d his thirsty lip beneath the glow 
Of 3Iecca’s sun, with urns of Persian snow — 

Nor e’er did armament more grand than that, 

Four from the Mngdoms of the Caliphat. 

First, in the van, the People of the RocV 
On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock f 
Then CMeftai n s of Damascus, proud to see 
The flashing of their swords’ rich marquetry 
Men from the regions near the Volga’s mouth, 
Mix’d with the rude, black archers of the South ; 

And Indian lancers, in wlhte-turban’d ranks, 

From the far Sinde, or Attock’s sacred banlvs, 
With dusky legions from the land of Myrrh, 

And many a mace-arm’d Moor, and Mid-Sea islander. 

Nor less in number, though more new and rude 
In warfare’s school, was the vast multitude 
That, fir’d by zeal, or by oppression wrong’d. 

Round the white standard of the Impostor throng’d. 
Besides his thousands of Believers, — ^biind, 

Burning and headlong as the Samiel wind,— 

Many who felt, and more who fear’d to feel 
The bloody Islamite’s converting steel, 

Flock’d to his banner ; — Chiefs of the Uzbek race, 
Waving their heron crests with martial grace 
Turkomans, countless as their flocks, led forth 
From th’ aromatic pastures of the North ; 

Wild warriors of the turquoise hills® — and those 
Who dwell beyond the everlasting snows 
Of Hindoo Kosh,® in stormy freedom bred, 

Their fort the rock, their camp the torrent’s bed. 

But none, of all who own’d the Chiers command, 
Rush’d to that battle-field with bolder hand, 

Or sterner hate, than Iran’s outlaw’d men, 

Her worshippers of fire*° — all panting then 
For vengeance on the accursed Saracen ; 

1 MahadL in a single pilgrimage to Mecca, expended six 
millions of dinars of gold. 

2 “ Nivem Meccam apportavitjirem ibi aut nunquam aut 
raro visara.” — Mbulfeda, 

3 The inhabitants of Hejas or Arabia Pelrse, called by an 
Bastern writer “ The People of the Eock .” — Ebn HaukaL 

4 “Those horses, called by the Arabians, Kochlani, of 
whom a written genealogy has been kept for 2000 years. 
They are said to derive their origin from King Solomon’s 
steeds.” — J\^iebuhr. 

5 “ Many of the figures on the blades of their swords, are 
wrought in gold or silver, or m marquetry with small gems.” 
— Asiat. Misc. vol. i. 

6 Azab, or Saba. 

7 “ The Chiefs of the Uzbec Tartars wear a plume of 
white heron’s feathers in their turbans.” — Account of Inde- 
pendent Tartary. 

8 “In the mountains of Nishapour, and Tons, in Khoras- 
san, they find turquoises .” — Ebn Haukal. 

For a description of these stupendous ranges of moun- 
tains, see Elphinstone^s Caubul. 

^ 10 The Ghebers or Guebres, those original natives of Per- 
sia, who adhered to tlieit ancient faith, the religion of Zoro- 
aster, and who, after the conquest of their country by the 
Arabs, were either persecuted at home, or forced to become 
wanderers abroad. 


Vengeance at last for their dear country spum’d, 

Her throne usurp’d, and her bright shrines o’eitum d 
From Yezd’s* eternal Mansion of the Fire, 

Where aged saints in dreams of Heav’n expire ; 
From Badku, and those fountains of blue flame 
That burn into the CJaspian,” fierce they came, 
Careless for what or whom the blow was sped, 

So vengeance triumph’d, and their tyrants bled I 

Such w^as the wnid and miscellaneous host. 

That high in air their motly banners tost 
Around the Prophet Chief-all eyes still bent 
Upon that glittering Veil, where’er it •went, 

That beacon tlu'ough the battle’s stormy flood, 

That rainbow of the field, whose showers were blood ! 

Twice hath the sun upon their conflict set, 

And ris’n again, and found them grappling yet ; 
While steams of carnage, in his noon-tide blaze, 
Smoke up to heav’n-— hot as that crimson haze 
By which the prostrate Caravan is aw’d, 

In the red Desert, when the wind’s abroad ! 

“ On, swords of God !” the panting Caliph calls,— 
“ Thrones for the living — Heav’n forlfim vi.’-ho falls i’ 
“ On, brave avengers, on,” Mokanna cries, 

“ And Eblis blast the recreant slave that flies !” 
Notv comes the brunt, the crisis of the day — 

They clash— they strive — the CALiPii’s troops give 
way 1 

Mokanna’s self plucks the black Banner down, 
And now the Orient World’s imperial crown 
Is just within his grasp— when, hark ! that shout ! 
Some hand hath check’d the flying Moslem’s rout ; 
And now they turn — they rally — at their head 
A warrior, (like those angel youths who led, 

In glorious panoply of heav’n’s own mail, 

The Champions of the Faith through Bedar’s vale,)* 
Bold as if gifted with ten thousand lives, 

Turns on the fierce pursuers’ blades, and drives 
At once the multitudinous torrent back, 

While hope and courage kindle in his track, 

And, at each step, his bloody falchion makes 
Terrible vistas, through which victory breaks ! 

In vain Mokanna, ’midst the general flight, 

Stands, like the red moon, on some stormy night, 
Among the fugitive clouds, that, hurrying by, 

Leave only her unshaken in the sky ! — 

In vain he yells his desperate curses out, 

Deals death promiscuously to all about, 

To foes that charge, and coward friends that fly, 
And seems of all the Great Arch-enemy ! 

The panic spreads — ** a miracle I” throughout 
The Moslem ranks, “ a miracle !” they shout, 


1 “Yezd, the chief residence of those ancient natives, 
who worship the Sun and the I’ire, which latter they have 
carefully kept lighted, without being once oxlinguished f<»r 
a moment, above 3000 years, on a mountain hear Yezd, 
called Ater Cluedah, signifying the House or Mansion of 
the Fire. He is reckoned very unfortunate who dies off 
that mountain.” — Step?ie7ds Persia. 

2 “ When the weather is hazy, the springs of Naptha (on 
an island near Baku) boil up higher, and the Naptha often 
takes fire on the surface of the earth, and runs in a flame 
into the sea, to a distance almost incredible .” — Manway on 
the everlasting- Fire at Baku. 

3 In the great victory gained by Mahomed at Bedar, ho 
was assisted, say the Mussulmans, by three thousand angels, 
led by Gabriel, mounted on his horse Hiazum, — TheKor ms 
and its Coimnmtators 
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All gazing on that youth, whose coming seems 
A light, a glory, such as breaks in dreams ; 

And every sword, true as o’er billows dim 
The needle tracks the load-star, following him ! 

Right tow’rds Mokanna now he cleaves his path, 
Impatient cleaves, as though the bolt of wi-ath 
He bears from Heav’n withheld its awful burst 
From weaker heads, and souls but half-way curst, 

To break o’er him, the mightiest and the worst ! 

But vain his speed — ^though in that hour of blood. 
Had all God’s seraphs round Mokanna stood, 

With swords of fire, ready like fate to fall, 
Mokanna’s soul would have defied them all ; — 

Yet now the rush of fugitives, too strong 
For human force, hurries e’en him along ; 

In vain he struggles ’mid the wedg’d array 
Of flying thousands, — ^he is borne away ; 

And the sole joy his baffled spirit knows 
In this forc’d flight is— murdering, as he goes ! 

As a grim tiger, whom the torrent’s might 
Surprises in some parch’d ravine at night, 

Turns, e’en in drowning, on the wretched flocks 
Swept with him in that snow-flood from the rocks, | 
And, to the last, devouring on his way. 

Bloodies the stream he hath not power to stay ! 

“ Alla il Alla 1”— the glad shout renew — 

•“ Alla Akbar — the Caliph ’s in Merou. 

Hang out your gilded tapestry in the streets. 

And light your shrines, and chaunt your ziraleets 
The swords of God have triumph’d — on his throne 
Your Caliph sits, and the Veil’d Chief hath flown. 
Wlio does not envy that young warrior now, 

To whom the Lord of Islam bends his brow, 

In all the graceful gratitude of power, 

For his throne’s safety in that perilous hour ? 

Who does not wonder, when, amidst th’ acclaim 
Of thousands, heralding to heaven his name — 

’Mid all those holier harmonies of fame, 

Which sounds along the path of virtuous souls, 

Like music round a planet as it rolls I 
He turns away coldly, as if some gloom 
Hung o’er his heart no triumphs can illume ; — 

Some sightless grief, upon whose blasted gaze 
Though glory’s light may play, in vain it plays ! 

Y’^es, wretched Azim ! thine is such a grief, 

Beyond all hope, all terror, all relief ; 

A dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break, 

Or warm, or brighten, — ^like that Syrian Lake,® 

Upon whose surface morn and summer shed 
Their smiles in vain, for all beneath is dead ! 

Hearts there have been, o’er which this weight of woe 
Came by long use of suffering, tame and slow ; 

But thine, lost youth ! was sudden — over thee 
It broke at once, when all seem’d ecstacy ; 

When Hope look’d up, and saw the gloomy Past 
Melt into splendour, and Bliss dawn at last — 

’Twas then, ev’n then, o’er joys so freshly blown, 
This mortal blight of misery came down ; 

Ev’n then, the full, warm gushings of thy heart 
Were check’d— like fount-drops, frozen as they start ! 

1 The tecbir, or cry of the Arabs, “ Alla Akbar I” says 
Ockley, means “ God is most mighty.” 

2 The ziraleet is a kind of chorus, which the women of 
the East sing upon joyful occasions. 

3 The Bead 3ea, which contain^ neither animal nor 
vegetable life. 


And there, like them, cold, sunless relics hang, 

Each fix’d and chill’d into a lasting pang ! 

One sole desire, one passion now remains, 

To keep life’s fever still within his veins,— 
Vengeance ! — dire vengeance on the wretch who cast 
O’er him and all he lov’d that ruinous blast. 

For tliis, when rumours reach’d him in his flight 
Fai*, far away, after that fatal night, — 

Rumours of armies, thronging to th’ attack 
Of the Veil’d Chief,— for this he wing’d him back, 
Fleet as the vulture speeds to flags unfurl’d, 

And came when all seem’d lost, and wildly hurl’d 
Himself into the scale, and sav’d a world 1 
For tliis he still lives on, careless of all 
The wreaths that glory on his path lets fall ; 

For this alone exists — ^iike lightning-fire 
To speed one bolt of vengeance, and expire ! 

But safe, as yet, that Spirit of Evil lives ; 

With a small band of desperate fugitives, 

The last sole stubborn fragment, left unriven, 

Of the proud host that late stood fronting heaven, 
He gain’d Merou — ^breath’d a short curse of blood 
O’er his lost throne — ^then pass’d the Jihon’s flood,* 
And gathering all, whose madness of belief 
Still saw a Saviour in their downfali’n Cliief, 

Rais’d the white banner within Neksheb’s gates, ^ 
And there, imtam’d,th’ approaching conqueror waita. 

Of all his Haram, all that busy hive, 

! With music and with sweets sparkling alive, 

He took but one, tlie partner of his flight, 

One, not for love — not for her beauty’s light— 

For Zelica stood withering midst the gay, 

Wan as the blossom that fell yesterday 
From the Alma tree and dies, while o verhead 
To-day’s young flower is springing in its stead P 
No, not for love — ^the deepest damn’d must be 
Touch’d with heaven’s glory, ere such fiends as he 
Can feel one glimpse of love’s divinity ! 

But no, she is his victim ; — there lie all 

Her charms for him— charms that can never pall, 

As long as heU within his heart can stir, 

Or one faint trace of heaven is left in her. 

To work an angel’s ruin, — to behold 
' As white a page as Virtue e’er unroll’d 
Blacken, beneath his touch, into a scroll 
Of damning sms, seal’d with a burning soul — 

Tliis is his triumph ; this the joy accurst, 

That ranks him, among demons, all but first ! 

This gives the victim, that before him lies 
Blighted and lost, a glory in his eyes, 

A light like that with which hell-fire illumes 
The ghastly, writhing wretch whom it consumes ! 

But other tasks now wait Ifim— tasks that need 
All the deep daringness of thought and deed 
With which the Dives'*' have gifted him — ^for mark, 
Over yon plains, which night had else made dark, 


1 The ancient Oxus. 

2 A city of Transoxiania. 

3 “ You never can cast your eyes on this tree, but yon 
meet there either blossoms or fruit: and as the blossom 
drops underneath on the ground, (which is frequently 
covered with these purple-coloured flowers,) others ©oin« 
forth in their stead,” etc. etc.^ — Jfieuhoff. 

4 The Demons of the Persian mythology 
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Those lanterns, countless aa the winged lights 
That spangle India’s fields on showeiy nights,’ — 
Fax as their formidable gleams they shed, 

The mighty tents of the beleagu’rer spread, 
Glimmering along th’ horizon’s dusky line. 

And thence in nearer circles, till they shine 
Among the founts and groves, o’er which the town 
In all its arm’d magnificence looks down. 

Tet, fearless, from his lofty battlements 
Mojkanna views that multitude of tents ; 

Nay, smiles to think that, though entoil’d, beset, 

Not less than myriads dare to front him yet : — 

That, friendless, throneless, he thus stands at bay, 
E’en thus a match for myriads such as they 1 
“ Oh I for a sweep of that dark angel’s wing, 

Who brush’d the thousands of th’ Assyrian King^ 

To darkness in a moment, that I might 
People Hell’s chambers with yon host to-night ! 

But come what may, let who wRl grasp the throne, 
Caliph or Prophet, Man alike shall groan ; 

Let who wfill torture him, Priest — Caliph — ^King — 
Alike this loathsome world of his shall ring 
With victims’ shrieks and bowlings of the slave, — 
Sounds, that shall glad me ev’n within my grave.” 
Thus to himself— -but to the scanty train 
Still left around, him, a far different strain : — 

“ Glorious defenders of the sacred Crown 
I bear from Heav’n, w'hose light, nor blood shall drown 
Nor shadow of earth eclipse ; — ^before whose gems 
The paly pomp of this w’^orld’s diadems. 

The crown of Gerashid, the pillar’d throne 
Of Parviz,^ and the heron crest that shone,^ 
Magnificent, o’er Ali’s beauteous eyes,^ 

Fade like the stars when morn is in the skies ; 
Warriors, rejoice— the port, to which we’ve pass’d 
O’er destiny’s dark wave, beams out at last ! 
Victory’s our own — ’tis written in that Book 
Upon whose leaves none but the angels look, 

That Islam’s sceptre shall beneath the power 
Of her great foe fail broken in that hour, 

When the moon’s mighty orb, before all eyes, 

From Neksheb’s Holy Well portentously shall rise ! 
Now turn and see !” — 

They turn’d, and, as he spoke, 
A sudden splendour all around them broke, 

And they beheld an orb, ample and bright. 

Rise from the Holy Well, and cast its light 
Round the rich city and the plain for miles,®— 
Flinging such radiance o’er the gilded tiles 


1 Carreri mentions the fire-fiics in India during the rainy 
•season. — See his Travels. 

2 “ Sennacherib, called by the orientals King of Mous- 
isal.” — D'Herbdot. 

3 Chosroes. For the description of his Throne or Palace, 
see Gibbon and D^Ilerbelot. 

4 “ The crown of Gerashid is cloudy and tarnished before 
the heron tuft of thy turban.^’ — From one of the elegies or 
songs in praise of Ali, written in characters of gold round 
the gallery of Abbas’s tomb. — See Chardin. 

3 “The beauty of All’s eyes was so remarkable, that when- 
ever the Persians would describe any thing as very lovely, 
they say it is Ayn Hali, or the Eyes of AU.” — Chardin. 

6 “II amusa pendant deux mois le people de la ville de 
Nekhscheb en faisant sortir toutes les nuits du fond d’un 

S un corps lumineux semblable a la Lune, qui portait sa 
irejusqu’a la distance de plusieurs milles.”— i3* ATer- 
belot. Hence he was called Sazendehmah, or the Moon- 
maker. 


Of many a dome and fair-roof’d minaret, 

As autumn suns shed round them when they set 1 
Instant from all who saw th’ illusive sign 
A murmur broke — Bliraculous ! divine 
The Gheber bow’d, thinking his idol Star 
Had wink’d j and burst impatient tlirough die bar 
Of midnight, to inflame him to the war ! 

While he of Moussa’s creed, saw, in that ray 
The glorious Light which, in his freedom’s day 
Had rested on the Ark,^ and noiv again 
Shone out to bless the breaking of his chain ! 

“To victory !” is at once the cry of all — 

Nor stands Mokanna loitering at that cali^ 

But instant the huge gates are flung aside, 

And forth, like a diminutive mountain-tide 
Into the boundless sea, they speed their course 
Right on into the Moslem’s mighty force. 

The watchmen of the camp,— who, in their rounds, 
Had paus’d and een forgot the punctual somids 
Of the small drum wdth which they count the night, ^ 
To gaze upon that supernatural light,— 

Now sink beneath an unexpected ami, 

And in a death-groan give their last alarm. 

“ Oil for the lamps, that light yon lofty screen,® 

Nor blunt your blades with massacre so mean ; 
There rests the Caliph — .speed— one lucky lance 
May now achieve mankind’s deliverance !” 
Desperate the die — such as they only cast. 

Who venture for a world, and stake their last. 

But Fate’s no longer with him — ^blade for blade 
Springs up to meet them through the glimmering shade, 
And, as the clash is heard, new legions soon 
Pour to the spot, — like bees of Kauzeroon"- 
To the shrill timbrel’s summons, — till, at length, 

The mighty camp swarms out in all its strength, 
And back to Neksheb’s gates, covering the plain 
With random slaughter, drives the adventurous train ; 
Among the last of whom, the Silver Veil 
Is seen glittering at times, lilm the white sail 
Of some toss’d vessel, on a stormy night, 

Catching the tempest's momentary light ! 

And hath not this brought tlie proud spirit low 1 
Nor dash’d his brow, nor check’d his daring ? No. 
Though half the wretches, wliom at night he led 
To thrones and victory, lie disgrac’d and dead, 

Yet morning hears him, with unshrinking crest, 

Still vaunt of thrones, and victory to tlie rest. 

And they believed him ! — oh, the lover may 
Distrust that look which steals his soul away ; — 

The babe may cease to think that it can play 
’ With heaven’s rainbow alchymists may doubt 
. The shining gold their crucible gives out ; 

But Faith, fanatic Faith, once wedded fast 
’ To some dear falsehood, hugs it to the last. 


1 The Shechinah, called Sakinat in the Koran. — See 
SaZe’s ATste, chap. ji. 

2 The parts of the night are made known as well by in- 
struments of music, as by the rounds of the watchmen with 
cries and small drums. — See Earder's Oriental Customs^ 
voL ii. p. 119. 

3 “ The Serrapurda, high screens of red clotli, stiffened 
with cane, used to inclose a considerable space rouud she 
royal tents.” — J^Totes on the Bahariannsh. 

\ 4 “ From the groves of Orange trees at Kanzeroowt, thff 

i bees cull a celebrated honey.” — Moritr's Travels 
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And well th’ Impostor knew all lures and arts, 
That Lucifer e’er taught to tangle hearts ; 

Kor, ’mid these last bold workings of his plot 
Against men’s souls, is Zelica forgot. 

Ill-fated Zelica 1 had reason been 
Awake, through half the horrors thou hast seen, 
Thou never could’st have borne it — Death had come 
At once and taken thy wrung spirit home. 

But ’twas not so— a toi-por, a suspense 
Of thought, almost of life, came o’er th’ intense 
And passionate struggles of that fearful night, 

When her last hope of peace and heav’n took flight 
And though, at times, a gleam of frenzy broke, — 

As through some dull volcano’s veil of smoke 
Ominous flashings now and then will start, 

Which show the fire ’s still busy at its heart ; 
y^et was she mostly wrapp’d in sullen gloom,— 

Not such as Azim’s, brooding o’er its doom, 

And calm without, as is the brow of death. 

While busy worms are gnawing underneath 1 — 

But in a blank and pulseless torpor, free 
From thought or pain, a seal’d up apathy, 

Which left her oft, with scarce one living thrill, 

The cold, pale victim of her torturer’s will. 

Again, as in Merou, he had her deck’d 
Gorgeously out, the Priestess of the sect ; 

And led her glittering forth before the eyes 
Of his rude train, as to a sacrifice ; 

Pallid as she, the young, devoted Bride 

Of the fierce Nile, when, deck’d in all the pride 

Of nuptial pomp, she sinks into his tide P 

And while the wretched maid hung down her head, 

And stood, as one just risen from the dead, 

Amid that gazing crowd, tlie fiend would tell 
His credulous slaves it was some charm Or spell 
Possess’d her now, — and from that darken’d trance 
Should dawn ere long their Faith’s deliverance. 

Or if, at times, goaded by guilty shame. 

Her soul was rous’d, and woi*ds of wildness came, 
Instant the bold blasphemer would translate 
Her ravings into oracles of fate, 

Would hail Heav’n’s signals in her flashing eyes, 

And call her shrieks the language of the skies I 

But vain at length his arts — despair is seen 
Gathering around ; and famine comes to glean 
All that the sword had left unreap’d in vain 
At morn and eve across the northern plain 
He looks impatient for the promis’d spears 
Of the wild hordes and Tartar mountaineers. 

They come not — 'Wliile his fierce beleaguerers pour 
Engines of havoc in, unlmown before, 

And horrible as new javelins, that fly 
Enwreath’d with smoky flames through the dark dcy. 
And red-hot globes, that, opening as they mount, 
Discharge, as from a kindled Naptha fount, 

Showers of a consuming fire o’er all below ; 

Looking, as through th’ illumin’d night they go, 

1 “ A custom still subsisting at this day, seems to me to 
prove that the Egyptians formerly sacrificed a young virgin 
to the god of the Nile ; for they now make a statue of earth 
in shape of a girl, to which they give the name of the Be- 
trothed Bride, and throw it into the river.” — Savary. 

2 The Greek fire, which was occasionally lent by the 

Emperors to their allies. “ It was,” says Gibbon, “ either 
launched in red-hot balls of stone and iron, or darted in | 
arrows and javelins, twisted round with flax and tow, which ! 
had deeply rabibed the inflammable oil.” j 


like those wild birds^ that by the Magians, oft^ 

At festivals of fire, were sent aloft 
Into the air, with blazing faggots tied ^ 

To their huge wings, scattering combustion wide ! 
All night, the groans of wretches who expire, 

In agony, beneath these darts of fire, 

Ring through the city — while, descending o’er 
Its shrines and domes and streets of sycamore ; — 

Its lone bazaars, with their bright cloths of gold. 
Since the last peaceful pageant left unroll’d ; — 

Its beauteous marble baths, whose idle jets 
Now gush with blood ; — and its tall minarets, 

That late have stood up in the evening glare 
Of the red sun, unhallow’d by a prayer ; — 

O’er each, in turn, the dreadful flame-bolts fall, 

And death and conflagration throughout all 
The desolate city hold high festival ! 

Moranna sees the world is his no more ; — 

One sting at parting, and Ms grasp is o’er. 

“What! drooping now?”— thus, with unblushing 
cheek, 

He hails the few, w'ho yet can hear him speak, 

Of ail those famish’d slaves, around him lying, 

And by the light of blazing temples dying ; — 

“ What ! drooping now ? — now, when at length we 
press 

Home o’er the very threshold of success ; 

When Alla from our ranks hath thinn’d away 
Those grosser branches, that kept out his ray 
Of favour from us, and we stand at length 
Heirs of his light and children of Ms strength, 

The chosen few who shall survive the fall 
Of kings and thrones, triumphant over all ! 

Have you then lost, weak murmurers as you are, 

All faith in him, who was your Light, your Star ? 
Have you forgot the eye of glory, hid 
Beneath this Veil, the flashing of whose lid 
Could, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 
Millions of such as ymnder Chief brings hitlier ? 

Long have its lightnings slept — ^too long — but now 
All earth shall feel th’ unveiling of this brow ! 
To-night— yes, sainted men I This very night, 

I bid you all to a fair festal rite, 

Where, having deep refresh’d each weary limb 
With viands such as feast Heaven’s cherubim, 

And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dim, 

With that pure wine the dark-ey’d maids above 
Keep, seal’d with precious musk, for those they 
love,- — 

I will myself uncurtain in your sight 
The wonders of this brow’s inefiable light ; 

Then lead you forth, and with a wink disperse 
Yon myriads, howling through the universe I” 

Eager they listen— while each accent darts 
New life into their chiU’d and hope-sick hearts 
Such treacherous life as the cool draught supplies 
To bim upon the stake, who drinks and dies ! 

1 “At the great festival of fire, called the Sheb Sez^y 
they used to set fire to large bunches of dry combustibles^ 
fasteued round wild beasts and birds, which being then let 
loose, the air and earth appeared one great illumination; 
and as tiliese terrified creatures naturally fled to the wood 
for shelter, it is easy to eonceiive the conflagrations they 
produced.”— SzcAardsen’a DisaertatioUf 

2 “ The righteous shall be given to drink of pure wine, 
sealed ; the seal whereof shall be musk.” — Aoran, chap 
jxxxiii. 
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Wildly tliey point thek lances to the light 
Of the fast-sinkiag sun, and shout “ to-night !” — 

“ To-night,” their Chief re-echoes, in a voice 
Of fiend-lihe mockery that bids hell rejoice ! 

Deluded victims — never hath this earth 
Seen mourning half so mournful as their mirth I 
Mere-i to the few, w^hose iron frames had stood 
This racking waste of famine and of blood, 

Faint, dying wretches clung, from whom the shout 
Of triumph like a maniac’s laugh broke out ; — 

There, others, lighted by tbe smouldering fire. 

Danc’d, like wan ghosts about a funeral p3Te, 

Among the dead and dying, strew’d around ; — 

W^'Mle some pale wretch look’d on, andfrom his wound 
Plucking the fieiy dart by which he bled, 

In ghastly transport wav’d it o’er his head ! 

’Twas more than midnight now — a fearful pause 
Had follow’d the long shouts, the wild applause, 

That lately from those royal gardens burst, 

Where the Veil’d demon held his feast accurst, 

' WTien Zelica — alas, poor ruin’d heart, 

In every horror doom’d to bear its part ! — 

Was bidden to the banquet by a slave, 

Who, while his quivering lip the summons gave, 

Grew black, as tliougb the shadows of the grave 
Compass’d him round, and, ere he could repeat 
His message through, fell lifeless at her feet 1 
Shuddering she went — a soul-felt pang of fear, 

A presage that her own dark doom was near, 

Rous’d every feeling, and brought Reason back 
Once more, to writhe her last upon the rack. 

All round seem’d tranquil — e’en the foe had ceas’d, 
As if aware of that demoniac feast. 

His fi.ery bolts ; and though the heavens look’d red, 
’Twas but some distant conflagration’s spread 
But hark ! — she stops — she listens— dreadful tone ! 
’Tis her tormentor’s laugh — and now, a groan, 

A long death-groan comes with it — can this be 
The place of mirth, the bower of revelry ? 

She enters. Holy Alla, what a sight 
Was there before her ! By the glimmering light 
Of the pale dawn, mix’d wuth the flare of brands 
That round lay burning, dropp’d from lifeless hands, 
She saw the board, in splendid mockery spread, 

Rich censem breathing—- garlands overhead,^ — 

The ums, the cups, from which they late had quaff’d, 
All gold and gems, but— what had been the draught? 
Oh I who need ask, that saw those livid guests, 

With their swoli’n heads sunk, blackening, on their 
breasts, 

Or looking pale to Heaven with glassy glare, 

As if they sought but saw no mercy there ; 

As if they felt, though poison rack’d them through, 
Remorse the deadlier torment of the two ! 

While some, the bravest, hardiest in the train 
Of their false Cliief, who on the battle-plain | 

Would have met death with transport by his side, 
Here mute and helpless gasp’d *, — ^but as they died, 
Look’d horrible vengeance with their eyes’ last strain, 
And clench’d the slackening hand at him in vain. 

Dreadful it was to see the ghastly stare, 

The stony look of horror and despair, 

Which some of these expiring victims cast 
Upon their soul’s tormentor to the last 


Upon that mocking Fiend, whose Veil, now rais’d, 
Show’d them, as in death’s agony they gaz’d, 

Not the long promis’d light, the brow, wdiose beaming 
Was to come forth, all conquering, all redeeming; 
But features horribler than Hell e’er trac’d 
On its own brood ; — no Demon of the Waste, ^ 

No church-yard Ghole, caught lingering in the light 
Of the bless’d sun, e’er blasted human sight 
With lineaments so foul, so fierce as those 
Th’ Impostor now, in grinning mockery, shows.— 
“There, ye wise Saints, behold your Light, your 
Star, — 

Ye would be dupes and victims, and ye are. 

Is it enough ? or must I, while a thrill 
Lives in your sapient bosoms, cheat you still ? 

Swear that the burning death ye feel within, 

Is but the trance with ■which Heav’n’s joys begin ; 
That this foul visage, foul as e’er disgrac’d 
E’en monstrous man, is— after God’s own taste ; 

And that — but see ! — ere I have half-way said 
My greetings through, th' uncourteous souls are fled. 
Farewell, sweet spirits ! not in vain 3 ^e die, 

5 If Eblis loves you half so well as I. — 

I Ha, my young bride ! — ’tis well^ — take thou thy seat ; 

! Nay come — no shuddering — didst tliou never meet 
The dead before ? — they grac’d our wedding, sweet ; 
And these, my guests to-night, have brimm’d so true 
i Their parting cups, that thou shaft pledge one too. 
But — how is this ?— all empty ? ail drunk up ? 

Hot lips have been before thee in the cup, 

Young bride, — yet stay — one precious drop remains, 
Enough to warm a gentle Priestess’ veins 
Here, drink — and should thy lover’s conquering arms 
Speed hither, ere thy lip lose all its charms, 
jGive him but half tliis venom in thy kiss, 

Amd rU forgive my haughty rival’s bliss ! 

“ For me — I too must die — ^but not like these 
Vile, rankling things, to fester in the breeze ; 

To have this brow in ruffian triumph shown, 

With all death’s grimness added to its own, 

Aiid rot to dust beneath the taunting eyes, 

Of slaves, exclaiming ‘ There Ms Godship lies !’ — 
No— cursed race— since first my soul drew breath, 
They’ve been my dupes, and shall be, even in deatiL 
Thou see’st yon cistern in the shade — ftis fill’d 
With burning drugs, for this last hour distilFd ; 

There will I plunge me, in that liquid flame — 

Fit bath to lave a dying Prophet’s frame ! 

There perish, all — ere pulse of thine shall fail — 

Nor leave one limb to tell, mankind the tale. , 

So shall my votaries, wheresoe’er they rave, 
Proclaim that Heav’n took back the Saint it gave ;— 
That I’ve but vanish’d from this earth awhile, 

To come again, with bright, unshrouded smile ! 

; So shall they build me altars in their zeal, 

Wliere knaves shall minister, and fools shall kneel ; 
Where Faith may mutter o’er her mystic spell, 
Written in blood— and Bigotry may swell 
The sail he spreads for Heaven with blasts from Hell ! 


1 “The Afghauns believe each of the numerous solitudes 
and deserts of their country, to be inhabited by a lonely 
demon, whom they call the Ghoolee Beeabau, or Spirit oS 
file Waste. They often illustrate the wildness of any se 
questered tribe, by saying, they are wild as the Demon o 
the Waste.” — JSlphinstone^s CaubuL 
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So shall my banner, through long ages, be 
The rallying sign of fraud and anarchy ; — 

Kings yet unborn shall rue Mok anna’s name, 

And, though I die, my spirit, still the same, 

Shall walk abroad in all the stormy strife, 

And guilt, and blood, that were its bliss in life ! 

But hark ! their battering engine shakes the wall — 
Why, ht it shake— thus I can brave them all ; 

Ko trace of me shall greet them, when they come, 
And I can trust thy faith, for — thou’lt be dumb. 

Now mark how readily a wretch like me, 

In one bold plunge, commences Deity !” 

He sprung and sunk, as the last words were said — 
Quick clos’d_^the burning waters o er his head, 

And Zelica was left— within the ring 
Of those wide walls the only living thing ; 

The only wretched one, still curst with breath, 

In all that frightful wilderness of death ! 

More like some bloodless ghost, — such as, they tell, 
In the lone Cities of the Silent^ dwell. 

And there, unseen of all but Alla, sit 
Each by its own pale carcass, watching it. 

But mom is up, and a fresh warfare stirs 
Throughout the camp of the beleaguerers. 

Their globes of fire, (the dread artillery, lent 
By Greece to conquering Mahadi,) are spent; 

And now the scorpion’s shaft, the quarry sent 
From high balistas, and the shielded throng 
Of soldiers swinging the huge ram along, — 

Ail speak th’ impatient Islamite’s intent 
To try, at length, if tower and battlement 
And bastion’d wall be not less hard to win, 
jLess tough to break down than the hearts within. 
First in impatience and in toil is he. 

The burning Azim— oh ! could he but see 
Th’ Impostor once alive within his grasp, 

Not the gaunt lion’s hug, nor Boa’s clasp, 

Could match the gripe of vengeance, or keep pace 
With the fell heartiness of Hate’s embrace 1 

Loud rings the pond’rous ram against the walls ; 
Now shake the ramparts, now a buttress fills ; 

But still no breach — “ once more, one mighty swing 
1 Of all your beams, together thundering!” 
i There — the wall shakes — ^the shouting troops exult — 

“ Quick, quick discharge your weiglitiest catapult 
, Right on that spot, — and Nekshee is our own !” — 
i ’Tis done — the battlements come crashing do\vn, 

I And the huge wall, by that stroke riv’n in two, 

^ Yawning, like some old crater, rent anew, 

Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through ! 

But strange ! no signs of life— nought living seen 
Above, below • what can this stillness mean? 

A minute’s pause suspends all hearts and eyes— 

“ In through the breach,” impetuous A zim cries ; 

But the cool Caliph, fearful of some wile 
In this blank stillness, checks the troops awhile.^ — 
Just then, a figure, with slow step, advanc’d 
Forth from the ruin’d walls ; and, as there glanc’d 
A sunbeam over it, all eyes could see 
The well-known Silver VeH !— *‘ ’Tis He, ’tis He, 

1 “ They have all a great reverence for burial-grounds, 
sometimes call by the poetical name of Cities 
ot the bilent, and which they people with the ghosts of the 
departed, who sit each at the head of his own grave, invisi- 
ble to mortal ojQB.^^^Eliphinstme. 


Mokanna, and alone I” they shout around ; 

Young Azim from his steed springs to the ground— 

“Mine, Holy Caliph ! mine,” he cries, “ the task 
To crush yon daring wretch — ’tis all I ask.” 

Eager he darts to meet the demon foe,, 

Who still across wide heaps of ruin slow 
And falteringly comes, till they are near; 

Then, with a bound, rushes on Azim’s spear ; 

And, casting off the Veil in falling, shows — 

Oh ! — ’tis his Zelica’s life-blood that iiows 1 

“ I meant not, Azim,” soothingly she said, 

As on his trembling arm she lean’d her head, 

And, looking in his face, saw anguish there 
Beyond aU wounds the quivering flesh can bear— 

“ I meant not thou should’st have the pain of tliis ; — 

Though death, with thee thus tasted, is a bliss 
Thou woiild’st not rob me of, didst thou but know 
How oft I’ve pray’d to God I might die so I 
I But the Fiend’s venom was too scant and slow ; — 

To linger on were maddening — and I thought 
If once that Veil — ^nay, look not on it — caught 
The eyes of your fierce soldiery, I should be 
Struck by a thousand death-darts instantly. 

But this is sweeter — oh ! believe me, yes — 

I would not change tliis sad, but dear caress, 

This death within thy arms I would not give 
For the most smUiug life the happiest live ! 

All, that stood dark and drear before the eye 
Of my stray’d soul, is passing swiftly by ; 

A light comes o’er me, from those looks of love, 

Like the first dawn of mercy from above ; 

And if thy lips but tell me I’m forgiv’n, 

Angels wili echo the blest words in heaven ! 

But live, my Azim ;— oh ! to call thee mine 
Thus once again I my Azim— dream divine I 
Live, if thou ever lov’dst me, if to meet 
Thy Zelica hereafter would be sweet, 

Oh live to pray for her — ^to bend the knee 
Morning and night before that Deity, 

To whom pure lips and hearts without a stain, ! 

As thine are, Azim, never breath’d in vain, | 

And pray that he may pardon her, — may take | 

Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake, i 

And, nought remembering but her love to thee, I 

Make her all thine, all His, eternally ! 1 

Go to those happy fields where first we twin’d I 

Our youthful hearts together— every wind, i 

That meets thee there, fresh from the well-knowii 
flowers, 

Will bring the sweetness of those innocent hours 

Back to thy soul, and thou may’st fee! again 

For thy poor Zelioa as thou did’st then. ! 

So shall thy orisons, like dew that flies 

To heav’n upon the morning’s sunshine, rise 

With all love’s earliest ardour to the skies ! 

And should they— but alas ! my senses fail— 

Oh for one minute !— should thy prayers prevail j 

If pardon’d souls may from that World of Bhss 
Reveal their joy to those they love in this, — I 

I’ll come to thee— in some sweet dream— and tell— ^ 

Oh heaven— I die— dear love ! farewell, farewell.” 

Time fleeted— years on years had pass’d away,. i 

And few of those who, on that mournful day, 

Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maiden’s death, and the youth’s agony,^ 
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Were iiving gtili— when, by a rustic grave 
Beside tlie swift Amoo’s transparent wave, 

An aged mas, wiio had grown aged there 
By that lone grave, morning and night in prayer, 

For the last time knelt dowm— and, though the shade 
Of death hung darkening over Irim, there play’d I 

A gleam of rapture on Ms eye and cheek, | 

That brighten’d even Death — like the last streak * 
Of intense glory on th’ horizon’s brim, 

When night o’er ail the rest hangs chill and dim. 

His sou! had seen a vision, while he slept ; 

She, for whose spirit he had pray’d and wept 
So many years, had come to him, all drest 
In angel’s smiles, and told Mm she was blest ! 

For tliis the old man breath’d his thanks, and died, — 
And there, upon the banks of that lov’d tide, 

He and Ms Zelica sleep side by side. 


The story of the Veiled Prophet of Khorassan 
being ended, they were now doomed to hear Faola- 
deen’s criticisms upon it. A series of disappoint- 
ments and accidents had occurred to this learned 
Chamberlain during the journey. In the first place, 
tliose couriers stationed, as in the reign of Shah 
Jehan, between Delhi and the Western coast of 
India, to secure a constant supply of mangoes for the 
royal table, had, by some cruel irregularity, failed 
in their duty ; and to eat any mangoes but those of 
Mazagong was, of course, impossible. In the next 
place, the elephant, laden with his fine antique porce- 
lain, had, in an unusual fit of liveliness, shattered the 
whole set to pieces ; — an irreparable loss, as many of 
the vessels were so exquisitely old as to have been 
used under the Emperors Van and Chun, who reigned 
many ages before the dynasty of Tang. His Koran 
too, supposed to be the identical copy between the 
leaves of which Mahomet’s favourite pigeon used to 
nestle, had been mislaid by Ms Koran-bearer three 
whole days; not without much spiritual alarm to 
Fadladeen, who, though professing to hold, with 
other loyal and orthodox Mussulmans, that salvation 
could only be found in the Koran, was strongly sus- 
pected of believing in bis heart, that it could only be 
found in his own particular copy of it. When to all 
these grievances is added the otetinacy of the cooks, 
in putting the pepper of Canara into Ms dishes in- 
stead of the cinnamon of Serendib, we may easily 
suppose that he came to the task of criticism with, at 
least, a sufficient degree of irritability for the purpose. 

In order,” said he, importantly swinging about his 
chaplet of pearls, “to convey with clearness my 
opinion of the story this young man has related, it is 
necessary to take a review of all the stories that have 
ever— My good Fadladeen !” exclaimed the Prin- 
cess, interrupting him, “ we really do not deserve that 
you should give yourself so much trouble. Your 
opinion of the poem we have just heard, will, I have 
no doubt, be abundantly edifying, without any further 
waste of your valuable erudition.’^ “If that be all,” 
replied the critic, — evidently mortified at not being 
allowed to show how much he Imew about every 
thing but the subject immediately before him—"" If 
that be all that is required, the matter is easily des- 


patched.” He then proceeded to analyze the poem, 
in that strain, (so well known to the unfortunate bards 
of DelM,) whose censures were an infliction from 
w-hich few recovered, and whose very praises were like 
the honey extracted from the bitter flowers of the 
I aloe. The chief personages of the story were, if he 
I rightly understood them, an ill-favoured gentleman, 
with a veil over his face a young lady, whose rea 
son went and came according as it suited the poet’s 
convenience to be sensible or otherwise; — and a 
youth in one of those hideous Bucharian bonnets, 
who took the aforesaid gentleman in a veil for a Di- 
vinity. “ From such materials,” said he, “ what can 
be expected? — after rivalling each other in long 
speeches and absurdities, through some thousands of 
lines, as indigestible as the filberds of Berdaa, our friend 
in the veil jumps into a tub of aquafortis ; the young 
lady dies in a set speech, whose only recommendation 
is that it is her last ; and the lover lives on to a good 
old age, for the laudable purpose of seeing her ghost, 
which he at last happily accomplishes and expires. 
This, you will allow, is a fair summary of the story ; 
and if Nasser, the Arabian merchant, told no better, 
our Holy Prophet (to whom be all honour and glory !) 
had no need to be jealous of his abilities for story 
telling.”^ 

Witli respect to the style, it was worthy of the mat 
ter ; — it had not even those politic contrivances of 
structure, which make up for the commonness of the 
thoughts by the peculiarity of the manner, nor that 
stately poetical phraseology by which sentiments, 
mean in themselves, like the blacksmith’s® apron 
converted into a banner, are so easily gilt and em- 
broidered into consequence. Then, as to the versifi- 
cation, it was, to say no worse of it, execrable : it had 
neither the copious flow of Ferdosi, the sweetness of 
Hafez, nor the sententious march of Sadi: but ap- 
peared to him, in the uneasy heaviness of its move- 
ments, to have been modelled upon the gait of a veiy 
tired dromedary. The licenses too in wMch it in- 
dulged were unpardonable; — for instance this line, and 
the poem abounded with such ; — 

Like the faint, exquisite music of a dream. 

“What critic that can count,” said Fadladeen, 
“and has his full complement of fingers to count 
withal, would tolerate for an instant such syllabic su- 
perfiuities ?” — He here looked round and discovered 
that most of his audience were asleep ; while tha 
glimmering lamps seemed inclined to follow their 
example. It became necessary, therefore, however 
painful to himself, to put an end to his valuable ani^ 
madversions for the present, and he accordingly con- 
cluded, with an air of dignified candour, thus : “ Not- 
withstanding the observations which I have thought 
it my duty to make, it is by no means my wish to dis- 
courage the young man : so far from it, indeed, that 
if hewiE but totaEy alter his style of writing and 


1 La lecture de ces Fables plaisait si fort aux Arabes, 
que, quand Mahomet les entretenait de I’Histoire de I’An- 
cien Testament, ils les m6prisaiect, lui disant que celles 
que Nasser leur raoontait etaient beaucoup plus belles. 
Cette preference attira a Nasser la mal6dictioa de Mahomet 
et de tous ses disciples. — D'^Merhelot. 

2 The blacksmith Gao, who successfully resisted the 
tyrant Zohafc, and whose apron became the Royal Standard 
of Persia. 
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tjnmidng, I have very little donbt that I shall be vastly 
pleased with him.” 

Some days elapsed, after this harangue of the Great 
Chamberlain, before Lalla Rookh could venture to 
ask for another story. The youth was still a wel- 
come guest in the pavilion? to 07ie heart, perhaps too 
dangerously welcome — ^but all mention of poetry was, 
as if by common consent, avoided. Though none of 
tne party had much respect for Fadladeen, yet his 
censures, thus magisterially delivered, evidently made 
an impression on them all. The Poet himself, to 
whom criticism was quite a new operation, (being 
wholly unknown in that Paradise of the Indies, Cash- 
mere,) felt the shock as it is generally felt at first, tiii 
use has made it more tolerable to the patient ; — the 
ladies began to suspect that they ought not to be 
pleased, and seemed to conclude that there must have 
been much good sense in what Fadladeen said, 
from its having set them ail so soundly to sleep 
while the self-complacent Chamberlain was left to 
triumph in the idea of having, for the hundred and 
fiftieth time in his lifcj extinguished a Poet. Lalla 
Rookh alone— and Love knew why— persisted in 
being delighted with all she had heard, and in resolv- 
ing to hear more as speedily as possible. Her man- 
ner, however, of first returning to the subject was 
unlucky. It was while they rested during the heat 
of noon near a fountain, on wliich some hand had 
rudely traced those well-known words from the 
Garden of Sadi, — “ Many, like me, have viewed this 
fountain, but they are gone, and their eyes are closed 
for ever 1”— that she took occasion, from the melan- 
choly beauty of this passage, to dwell upon the charms 
of poetry in general. ”It is true,” she said, “few 
poets can imitate that sublime bird, which flies al- 
ways in the air, and never touches the earth p — ^it is 
only once in many ages a Genius appears, whose 
words, like those on the Written Mountain, last for 
ever but still there are some, as delightful perhaps, 
though not so wonderful, who, if not stars over our 
head, are at least flowers along our path^ and whose 
sweetness of the moment we ought gratefully to in- 
hale, without calling upon them for a brightness and 
a durability beyond their nature. In short,” continued 
she, blushing, as if conscious of being caught in an 
oration, “it is quite cruel that a poet cannot wander 
through his regions of enchantment, without having a 
critic for ever, like the old Man of the sea, upon his 
back.”®— Fadladeen, it was plain, took tlhs last 
luckless allusion to himself, and would treasure it up 
m his mind as a whetstone for Ms next criticism. A 
sudden silence ensued ; and the Princess, glancing a 
look at Feeamokz, saw plainly she must wait for a 
more courageous moment. 

But the glories of Nature, and her wild, fragrant 
airs, playing freshly over the current of youthful 
spirits, will soon heal even deeper wounds than the 
dull Fadladeens of this world can inflict. In an even- 
ing or two after, they came to the small Valley of 
Gardens, which had been planted by order of the 
Emperor for Ms favourite sister RocMnara, during 
their progress to Cashmere, some years before; and 
never was there a more sparkling assemblage of 
sweets, since the- Gulzar-e-Irem, or Rose-bower of 


1 The Hama, 2The story of Sinbad. 


Irem. Every precious flower was there to be found, 
that poetry, or love, or rehgion has ever consecrated, 
from the dark hyacinth, to wMch Hafez compares 
Ms mistress’s hair, to the CamdcLta, by whose rosy 
blossoms the heaven of India is scented. As they 
sat in. the cool fragrance of tMs delicious spot, and 
Lalla Rookh remarked that she could fancy it the 
abode of that flower-loving Nymph whom they wor- 
sMp in the temples of Kathay, or one of those Peris, 
those beautiful creatures of the air, who live upon per- 
fumes, and to whom a place lilce tMs might make some 
amends for the Paradise they have lost, — the young 
Poet, in whose eyes she appeared, while she spoke, 
to be one of the bright spiritual creatures she was 
describing, said, hesitatingly, that he remembered a 
Story of a Peri, wMch, if the Princess had no objec- 
tion, he would venture to relate. “ It is,” said he, 
with an appealing look to Fadladeen, “in a lighter 
and humbler strain than the other;” then, striking a 
few careless but melancholy chords on Ms kitar, h® 
thus began ; — 

PARADISE AND the' PERL 

One mom a Peri at the gate 
Of Eden stood, disconsolate ; 

And as she listen’d to the Springs 
Of Life witMn, like music flowing. 

And caught the light upon her wings 
Through the half-open’d portal glowing, 

She wept to tMnk her recreant race 
Should e’er have lost that glorious place ! 

“ How happy,” exclaim’d tMs chM of air, 

“ Are the holy Spirits who wander there, 

’Mid flowers that never shall fade or Ml : 

Though mine are the gardens of earth and sea, 

And the stam themselves have fioweM for me, 

One blossom of Heaven out-blooms them ail ! 

“ Though sunny the lake of cool Cashmere, 

With its .plane-tree Isle reflected clear,* 

And sweetly the founts of that Valley fall ; 
Though bright are the waters of Sing-sh-hay, 

And the golden floods, that thitherward stray,® 

Yet — oh, ’tis only the Blest can say 
How the waters of Heaven outshine them all! 

“ Go wing thy flight from star to star, 

From world to luminous world, as far 
As the universe spreads its flaming wall ; 

Take all the pleasures of aU the spheres, 

And multiply each through endless years, 

One minute of Heaven is worth them all !” 


The glorious Angel, who was keeping 
The gates of Light, beheld her weeping ; 
And, as he nearer drew and listen’d 
To her sad song, a tear-drop glisten’d 
Within liis eyelids, like the spray 
From Eden’s fountain, when it lies 


I f* Numerous small islands emerge from the Lake of 
Cashmere. One is called Char Chenaur, from the plane- 
trees upon iV^T^For$ter. 

S ** The Altan Eol, or Golden Kiver of Tibet, which runs 
into the Lakes of Siag-su-hay, has abundance of gold in its 
sands, which employs the inhabitants all summer in gather 
ing it .”— of Tibet in Pinkerton 
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On the blue fiowV, which, Bramins say, 

Blooms no where but in Paradise! 

“ Nymph of a fair, but erring line !” 

Gently he said— “ One hope is thine, 

’Tis written in the Book of Fate, 

‘ TIte Peri yet may he forgiveti 
"Who brings to this Eternal Gate 
The Gift that is most dear to Heaven 
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin ; — 

^Tis sweet to let the Pardon’d in V* 

Rapidly as comets run 
To th’ embraces of the sun — 

Fleeter than the starry brands. 

Flung at night from angel hands* 

At those dark and daring sprites, 

Who would climb th’ empyreal heights,— 

Bown the blue vault the Peri flies, 

And, lighted earthward by a glance 
That just then broke from morning’s eyes, 

Hung hoveling o’er our world’s expanse. 

But whither shall the Spirit go 
To find this gift for Heaven ? — I Icnow 
The wealth,” she cries, “of every um. 

In %vhich uimumber’d rubies burn, 

Beneath the pillars of Ghilminar f — 

I know where the Isles of Perfume are 
Many a fatliom down in the sea, 

To the south of sun-bright Araby f — 

I know' too where the Genii hid 

The je weird cup of their Kang Jamshio,'^ 

With Life’s elixir sparkling high — 

But gifts like these are not for the sky. 

Where was there ever a gem that shone 
Like the steps of Alla’s wonderful Throne ? 
And the Drops of Life — oh ! what would they be 
In the boundless Deep of Eternity ?” 

While thus she mus’d, her pinions fann’d 
The air of that sweet Indian land, 

Whose air is balm 5 whose ocean spreads 
O’er coral rocks and amber beds ; 

Whose mountains, pregnant by the beam 
Of the warm sun, with diamonds teem ; 

Whose rivulets are like rich brides, 

Lovely, with gold beneath their tides ; 

Whose sandal groves and bowers of spice 
Might be a Peri’s Paradise! 

But crimson now her rivers ran 
With human blood-^the smell of death 
Came reeking from those spicy bowers. 

And man, the sacrifice of man. 

Mingled Ms taint with every breath 
Upwafted from the innocent flowers ! 

Land of the Sun! what foot invades 
Thy pagods and thy pillar’d shades — 


1 “ The Mahometans suppose that falling stars are the 
firebrands wherewith the good angels drive away the bad, 
when they approach too near tlie empyreum or verge of the 
Heavens.” — Fryer, 

2 ‘'•The Forty Pillars: so the Persians call the ruins of 
Persepolis. It is imagined by them that this palace and the 
edifices at Balbec were built by Genii, for the purpose of 
hiding in their subterraneous caverns immense treasures, 
which still remain there.” — D"* Herb clot, Kolmn. 

3 The Isles of Panchala, 

4 “ The cup of Jamshid, discovered, they say, when dig- 
ging for the foundations of PersepoUs/’— i 


Thy cavern shrines, and idol stones, 

Thy monarchs and their thousand thrones ? 

’Tis He of Gazna !*— fierce in wrath . 

He comes, and, In.dia’s diadems 
Lie scatter’d in his ruinous path. — 

His blood-hounds he adorns with gems, 

Torn from the violated necks 
Of many a young and lov’d Sultana 
I Maidens within their pure Zenana, 

Priests in tlie very fane he slaughters, 

Aid choaks up with the glittering wrecks 
Of golden shrines the sacred w'aters ! 

Dowmward the Peri turns her gaze. 

And, through the war-field’s bloody haze, 

Beholds a youthful warrior stand. 

Alone, beside his native river, — 

The red blade broken in his hand, 

And the last arrow in his quiver. 

“ Live,” said the Conqueror, “ live to share 
The trophies and the crowns I bear I” 

Silent that youthful wan-ior stood — 

Silent he pointed to the flood 
All crimson with Ms country’s blood. 

Then sent his last remaining dart, 

For answer to th’ Invader’s heart. 

False flew the shaft, though pointed well; 

The Tyrant liv’d, the Hero fell I — 

Yet mark’d the Peri where he lay, 

And wdien the rush of war was past, 

Swiftly descending on a ray 
Of morning light, she caught the last— • 

Last glorious drop his heart had shed, 

Before its free-born spirit fled ! 

“ Be tliis,” she cried, as she wing’d her flight, 
“My welcome gift at the Gates of Light. 

Though foul are the drops that oft distil 
On the field of warfare, blood like tMs, 

For Liberty shed, so holy is, 

It would not stain the purest rill, 

That sparkles among the Bowers of Bliss ! 

Oh ! if there be, on this eartlily sphere, 

A boon, an offering Heaven holds dear, 

.’Tis the last libation Liberty draws 
From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cawe 
“ Sweet,” said die Angel, as she gave 
The gift into his radiant hand, 

“ Sweet is our welcome of the Brave 
Who die thus for their native land. — 

But see — alas ! — the crystal bar 
Of Eden moves not — ^liolier far 
Than e’en this drop the boon must be, 

That opens the gates of Heav’n for tliee !” 

Her first fond hope of Eden blighted, 

Now among Afric’s Lunar Mountains,® ' 

Far to the South, the PERi lighted ; 


1 Mahmood of Gazna, or Gbizni, who conquered India in 
the beginning of tlie lldi century. — See his History in Dow 

' u.JxA i^ir J, Malcolm. 

2 “ It is reported that the hunting equipage of the Sultan 
Mahmood was so magnificent, that he kept 400 grey hounds 
and blood-hounds, each of which wore a ooliar set with 
jewels, and a covering edged with gold and pearls.” — Uni- 
versal History, vol. iii. 

3 “ The Mountains of the Moon, or the Montes Lunaj of 
antiquity, at the foot of which the Nile is supposed to rise ” 
—Bruee. 
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. Ajid sleek’d her plumage at the fountains 
Of that Egyptian tide, — ^whose birth 
Is hidden from the sons of earth, 

Deep in those solitary woods, 

Where oft the Genii of the Floods 
Dance round the cradle of their Nile, 

And hail the new-born Giant’s smile 
Thence, over Egypt’s palmy groves, 

Her grots, and sepulchres of kings,® 

The exil’d Spirit sighing roves ; 

And now hangs listening to the doves 
In warm Rosetta’s vale^ — now loves 
To watch the moonlight on the wings 
Of the white pelicans that break 
The azure calm of Mceris’ Lake.* 

’Twas a fair scene-— -a land more bright 
Never did mortal eye behold ! 

Who could have thought, that saw this night 
Those valleys, and their fruits of gold, 

Basking in heav’n’s serenest light ; — 

Those groups of lovely date-trees bending 
Languidly their leaf-crown’d heads. 

Like youthful maids, when sleep, descending, 

Warns them to their silken beds — 

Those virgin lilies, all the night 
Bathing their beauties in the lake, 

That they may rise more fresh and bright. 

When their beloved Sun ’s awake ; — , 

Those ruin’d shrines and towers that seem 
The relics of a splendid dream ; 

Amid whose fairy loneliness 
Nought but the lapwing’s cry is heard, 

Nought seen but (when the shadows, flitting 
Fast from the moon, unsheath its gleam) 

Some purple-wing’d Sultana® sitting 
Upon a column, motionless 
And glittering, like an idol bird f— • 

Who could have thought, that there, e’en there. 

Amid those scenes so still and fair. 

The Demon of the Plague hath cast 
From his hot wing a deadlier blast. 

More mortal far than ever came 
From the red Desert’s sands of flame ! 

So quick, that every living thing 
Of human shape, touch’d by his wing, 

Like plants, where the Simoon hath past, 

At once falls black and withering ! 

The sun went down on many a brow, 

Which, full of bloom and freshness then. 

Is ranlding in the pest-house now, 

1 “ The Nile, which the Abyssinians know by the names 
of Abey and Alawy, or the Giant.” — jisiat. Mesearohess 
voli. p. 387. 

2 See Perry’s View of the Levant, for an account of the 
sepulchres in Upper Thebes, and the numberless grots 
covered all over with hieroglyphics, in the mountains of 
Upper Egypt. 

3 “ The orchards of Rosetta are filled with turtle-doves.” 
•^Sonnini, 

4 Savary mentions the pelicans upon Lake Mceris. 

5 “ The superb date-tree^ whose head languidly reclines, 
like that of a handsome woman Overcome with sleep.” — 
DafardeiHadad. 

6 “ That beautiful bird, with plumage of the finest shining 
blue, with purple beak and legs, the natural and livingorna- 
ment of the temples and palaces of the Greeks and Romans, 
which, from the stateliness of its port, as well as the bril- 
liancy of its colours has obtained the title of Sultana.”— 
Sonniiiir 


And ne’er will feel that sun again 1 
And oh ! to see th’ imburied heaps 
On which the lonely moonlight sleeps— 

The very vultures turn away, 

And sicken at so foul a prey I 
Only the fierce hysena stalks* 

Throughout the city’s desolate walks 
At midnight, and his carnage plies — 

Woe to the half-dead wretch who meets 
The glaring of those large blue eyes® 

Amid the darkness of the streets 1 

“ Poor race of Men !” said the pitying Spirit, 

“ Dearly ye pay for your primal fall — 

Some flowrets of Eden ye still inherit, 

But the trail of the Serpent is over them all F 
She wept— the air grew pure and clear 
Around her, as the bright drops ran ; 

For there’s a magic in each tear 
Such kindly Spirits weep for man ! 

Just then beneath some orange trees, 

Whose fruit and blossoms in the breeze 
Were wantoning together, free, 

Like age at play with infancy — 

: Beneath that fresh and springing bower, 

Close by the Lake, she heard the moan 
Of one who, at this silent hour, 

Had thither stol’n to die alone. 

One who in life, where’er he mov’d. 

Drew after him the hearts of many ; 

Yet now, as though he ne’er were lov’d, 

Dies here, unseen, unwept by any I 
None to watch near him — none to slake 
The fire that in his bosom lies, 

With e’en a sprinkle from that lake, 

Which shines so cool before his eyes. 

No voice, well-known through many a day, 

To speak the last, the parting word, 

Which, when all other sounds decay, 

Is still like distant music heard : 

That tender farewell on the shore 
Of this rude world, when aU is o’er. 

Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark 
Puts off into the unknown Dark. 

Deserted youth ! one thought alone 
Shed joy around his soul in death— 

That she, whom he for years had known 
And lov’d, and might have call’d his own, 

Was safe from this foul midnight’s breath 
Safe in her father’s princely halls, 

Where the cool airs from fountain — ^fells, 

Freshly perfum’d by many a brand 
Of the sweet wood from India’s land, 

Were pure as she whose brow they fann’d. 

But see, — ^who yonder comes by stealth. 

This melancholy bower to seek, 

Like a young envoy sent by Health, 

With rosy gifts upon her cheek? 

’Tisshe — ^far off, through moonlight dim. 

He knew his own betrothed bride, 

1 Jackson, speaking of the plague that occuired in West 
Barbay, when he "was there, says, “ The birds of the air 
away from the abodes of men. The hysenas, on the coi& * 
Irary, visited the cemeteries,” fee. 

2 Bruce. 
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She, who would rather die with him, 

Than live to gain the world beside ! — 

Her arms are roand her lover now. 

His livid cheek to iiers she presses, 

And dips, to bind Ms burning brow, , 

In the coo! lake her loosen'd tresses. 

Ah ! once, how little did he think 

An hour would come, when he should shrink 

With horror from that dear embrace, 

Tliose gentle arms, that were to him 
Holy as is the crad'ling place 
Of Eden’s infant cherubim I 

And now he yields — now turns away, I 

Shuddering as if the venom lay ' ■ . 

All in those proffer’d lips alone — 

Those lips that, then so fearless grown, 

Kever until that instant came 
Wear Ms unask'd, or without shame. 

Oh ! let me only breathe the air. 

The blessed air that’s breath’d by thee, 

And, whether on its wings it bear 
Healing or death, ’tis sweet to me ! 

There, drink my tears, while yet they fall,— 

Would that my bosom’s blood were balm. 

And, well thou know’st, I’d shed it all, 

' To give thy brow one: minute’s calm. . 

Hay, turn not from me that dear face™ 

Am X not thine™thy own iov’d bride™ 

The one, the chosen one, whose place 
In life or death is by , thy side I 
Think’ St thou that she, whose only light, 

In this dim world, from thee hath shone, 

Could bear the long, the cheerless night, 

That must be hers when thou art gone ? 

That I can live, and let thee go, 

Who art my life itself ?™No, no — 

When the stem dies, the leaf that grew 
Out of its heart must perish too I 
Then turn to me, my own love, turn, 

Before like thee I fade, and burn; .. / ■ 

Cling to these yet cool lips, and share 
The last pure life that lingers there !” 

She fails — she sinks — as dies the lamp 
In charnel airs or cavem-damp, 

So quickly do Ms baleful sighs 
Ouench ail the sweet light of her eyes. 

One struggle — andhispainispast™ 

Her lover is no longer living ! 

One kiss the maiden gives, one last, 

Long kiss, which she expires in giving! 

** Sleep,” said the Peui, as softly she stole 
The farewell sigh of that vanishing soul, 

As true as e’er warm’d a woman’s breast™ 

“ Sleep on ; in visions of odour rest, 

In balmier airs than ever yet stirr’d 
Th’ enchanted pile of that lonely bird, 

Who sings at the last his own death-lay, V 
And in music and perfume dies away l” 

Thus saying, from her lips she spread 
Unearthly hreatMngs through the place, 

1 “In the East, they suppose the Phteniar to have fifty 
orifices in his bill, which are continued to his tail ; and that, 
after living one thousand years, he builds himself a funeral 
lie, sings a melodious air of aiSeront harmonies through , 
is fifty organ pipes, flaps his wings with a velocity which I 
sets fire to. the wood, and consumes himself. — Rickardson, i 


Ajid shook her sparkling wreath, and shed 
Such lustre o’er each paly face, 

That like two lovely saints they seem’d 
Upon the eve of dooma-day talcen 
From their dim graves, in odour sleeping ; — 
While that benevolent Peri beam’d 
like their good angel, calmly keeping 
Watch o’er them, till their souls would waken I 

But mom is blushing in the sky ; 

Again the Peri soars above, 

Bearing to Heav’n that precious sigh 
Of pure, self-sacrificmg love. 

High throbb’d her heart, with hope elate, 

The Elysian palm she soon shall win, 

For the bright Spirit at the gate 
Smil’d as she gave that offering in ; 

And she already hears the trees 
Of Eden, with their crystal bells 
Ringing in that ambrosial breeze 
That from the throne of Alla swells ; 

And she can see the starry bowls 
That lie around, that lucid kike, 

Upon whose banks admitted souls 
Their first sweet draught of glory take 

But ah'! e’en Peri’s liopes are vain™ 

Again the Fates forbade ; again 

Th’ immortai barrier clos’d—^not yet,” 

The A.ngel said as, with regret,' 

He shut from her that glimpse of glory™ 

“ True was the maiden, and her story, 

Written in light o’er Alla’s head, 

By Seraph eyes shall long be read. 

But, Peri, see — the crystal bar 
; Of Eden moves not™holier far 
! Than e’en tMs sight the boon must be 
That opes the, gates of Heav’n for thee.” 

How, upon Syria’s land of roses^ 

Softly the light of eve reposes, 

And, like a glory, the broad sun 
Hangs over sainted .Lebanon ; . ' 

Whose head in wintry grandeur towers, 

And whitens with eternal sleet, 

WM,!e summer, in a vale of flowers, 

. . ■■ Is sleeping rosy at Ms feet. 

To one, who look’d from upper air 
O’er all th’ enchanted regions there® 

How beauteous must have, been the glow, 

I The life, the sparkling from, below ! , , 

I Fair gard,ens, shining streams, wdth rank* 

? Of golden melons on their banks, 
i More golden where the sun-light fails - 
Gay lizards, glittering on the walls® , 


1 “ On the shores of a q«aciran»alar lake usy -r '> w? 

sand goblets, made of stars, out of which soul Aaiu 

to enjoy felicity, drink the crystal wave,” — From . .Mpau- 
briand’s Description of the Mahometan Farad&i, k ids 
Beauties of Christianitj/, 

2 Kichardson thinks that Syria had its name from Suri, a 
beautiful and delicate species of rose for w’hich that country 
has been always famous ; — hence, Suristan, the Land of 
Eoses. 

3 “ The number of lizards I saw one day in the great 
court of the Temple of the Sun at Baibec, amounted to 
many thousands ; tlie ground, the walls, and stones of the 
mined buildings were covered with them. — Bruce. 
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Of mm’d shrines, busy and bright 
As they were all alive with light?' — 

And, yet more splendid, numerons flocks 
Of pigeons, settling on the rocks, 

With their rich restless wings, that gleam 
Variously in the crimson beam 
Of the warm west, — as if inlaid 
With brilliants from the mine, or made 
Of tearless rainbows, such as span 
Th’ unclouded skies of Peristan. 

And then, the mingling sounds that come, 

Of shepherd’s ancient reed,^ with hum 
Of the wild bees of Palestine, 

Banqueting through the flowery vales ; — 
And, Jordan, those sweet banks of thine, 
And woods, so full of nightingales ! 

But nought can charm the luckless Peri ; 
Her soul is sad — her wings are weary — • 
Joyless she sees the sun look do'wm 
On that great Temple, once his own,® 

WliQse lonely columns stand sublime, 
Flinging their shadows from on high, 

Like dials, winch the wizard, Time, 

Had rais’d to count his ages by ! 

Yet haply there may lie conceal’d 
Beneath those Chambers of the Sun, 

Some amulet of gems anneal’d 
In upper fires, some tabret seal’d 
With the great name of Solomon, 

Which, spell’d by her illumin’d eyes, 

May teach her where, beneath the moon, 

In earth or ocean lies the boon. 

The charm that can restore so soon, 

An erring Spirit to the skies ! 

Cheer’d by this hope she bends her thither ; — 
Still laughs the radiant eye of Heaven, 

Nor have the golden bowers of Even 
In the rich West begun to wither ; — 

When, 'o’er the, vale of Balbec,. winging 
Slowly, she sees a child at play, 

Among the rosy wild-flowers singing, 

As rosy and as wild as they ? 

Chasing, with eager hands and eyes, 

The beautiful blue damsel-flies,^ 

That flutter’d round the jasmine stems, 

Like winged flowers or flying gems 
And, near the boy, who, tir’d with play, 

Now nestling ’mid the roses lay, 

She saw a wearied man dismount 
From his hot steed, and on the brink 
Of a small imaret’s rustic fount 
Impatient fling Mm down to drink. 

Then swift his haggard brow he turn’d 
To the fair child, who fearless sat. 

Though never yet hath day-beam burn’d 
Upon a brow more fierce than that, — ■ 
Sullenly fierce — a mixture dire, 

Lilce thunder-clouds, of gloom and fire 1 


1 “The Syrinx, or Pan’s pipe, is still a pastoral instru-' 
laent in Syria.” — Russel. 

2 The Temple of the Sun at Balbec. 

3 “ You behold there a considerable number of a remarka- 
ble species of beautiful insects, the elegance of whose ap- 
Marance and their attire procured for them the name of 
Damsels. /Shnuiu j. 


In which the Peri’s eye could read 
Dark tales of many a ruthless deed ; 

The ruinM maid—the shrine profan’d—- 
Oaths broken — and the threshold stain’d 
With blood of guests ! — there written, all, 

Black as the damning drops that fall 
From the denouncing Angel’s pen, 

Ere mercy weeps them out again ! 

Yet tranquil now that man of crime 
(As if the balmy evening time 
Soften’d his spirit,) look’d and lay, 

Watching the rosy infant’s play : — 

Though still, whene’er his eye by chance 
Fell on the boy’s, its lurid glance 
Met that unclouded, joyous gaze, 

As torches, that have burnt all night 
Through some impure and godless rite, 

Encounter morning’s glorious rays. 

But hark ! the vesper-call to prayer, 

As slow the orb of daylight sets, 

Is rising sweetly on the air, 

From Syria’s thousand minarets ! 

The boy has started from the bed 
Of flowers, where he had laid his head, 

And down upon the fragrant sod 
Kneels, with his forehead to the south, 

Lisping th’ eternal name of God 
From purity’s own cherub mouth, 

And looMng, ’while his hands and eyes 
Are lifted to the glowing skies, 

Like a stray babe of Paradise, 

Just lighted on that flowery plain, 

And seeking for its home again ! 

Oh ’twas a sight— that Heav’n— that Child— 

A scene, wMch might have well beguil’d 
E’en haughty Eblis of a sigh 
For glories lost and peace gone by ! 

And how felt he, the wretched Man, 

Reclining there — ^while memory ran 
O’er many a year of guilt and strife, 

Flew o’er the dark flood of his life, 

Nor found one sunny resting-place, 

Nor brought Mm back one branch of grace ! 

“ There ims a time,” he said, in mild 
Heart-humbled tones — thou blessed child ! 

When young, and haply pure as thou, 

I look’d and pray’d like thee — ^but now — ” 

He hung his head — each nobler aim 
And hope and feeling, which had slept 
From boyhood’s hour, that instant came 
Fresh o’er Mm, and he wept — wept ! 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence ! 

In whose benign, redeeming flow 
Is felt the first, the only sense 
Of guiltless joy that guilt can know. 

There’s a drop,” said the Peri, “that down from 
themoon 

Falls through the withering airs of June 
Upon Egypt’s land,^ of so healing a power, 

So balmy a virtue, that e’en in the hour 

1 The Nucta, or Miraculous Drop, which falls in Egypt, 
preciselyon Saint John’s day, in June, and is supposed to 
havalJteeirect of stopping the plague. 
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That drop descends, contagion dies, 

4ad health reanimates earth and skies ! — 

Oh, is it not tnus, thou man of sin, 

The precious tears of repentance fall? 

Though foul thy fiery plagues within, 

One heavenly drop hath dispell’d them all.’ 

And now — behold him kneeling there 
By the child’s side, in humble prayer, 

While the same sunbeams shine upon 
The guilty and the guiltless one. 

And hymns of joy proclaim through heaven 
The triumph of a Soul forgiven ! 

’Twas when the golden orb bad set, 

While on their knees they linger’d yet. 

There fell a light more lovely far 
Than ever came from sun or star, 

Upon the tear, that, warm and meek, 

Dew’d that repentant sinner’s cheek: 

To mortal eye tliis light might seem 
A northern flash, or meteor beam — 

But well the enraptur’d Peri knew 
’Twas a bright smile the Angel threw 
From Pleaven’s gate, to hail that tear 
Her harbinger of glory near! 

“ Joy, joy for ever 1 my task is done — 

The gates are pass’d, and Pleaven is won ! 

Oh ! am I not happy 1 I am, I am — 

To thee, sweet Eden I how dark and sad 
Are the diamond turrets of Shadukiam,^ 

And the fragrant bowers of Amberabad I 
Farewell, ye odours of Earth, that die, 

Passing away like a lover’s sigh ; — 

My feast is now the Tooba tree.® 

Whose scent is the breath of Eternity ! 

** Farewell, ye vanishing flowers, that shone 
In my fairy wreath, so bright and brief, — 

Oh ! what are the brightest that e’er have blown, 
To the Lote-tree, springing by Alla’s Throne,^ 
Whose flowers have a soul in every leaf I 
Joy, joy for ever ’—my task is done — 

The gates are pass’d, and Heav’n is won !” 


** And this,” said the Great Chamberlain, “ m poetry! | 
this flimsy manufacture of the brain, which, in com-^ 
parison with the lofly and durable monuments of 
genius, is as the gold filigree-work of Zamara beside 
the eternal architecture of Egypt!” After this gor- 
geous sentence, which, with a few more of the same 
kind, Fadladkkn kept by him for rare and important 
occasions, he proceeded to the anatomy of the short 
poem Just recited. The lax and easy kind of metre 
in which it was written ought to be denounced, he 
said, as one of the leading causes of the alarming 

1 The Country of Delight— the name of a Province in 
the kingdom of Jinnistan, or Fairy Land, the capital of 
which is called the City of Jewels. Amberabad is another 
of the cities of Jinnistan. 

2 “ The tree Tooba, that stands in Paradise, in the palace 
of Mahomet.” — Sale’s Prdim. Disc. ‘‘^ Touha,” says D' 
ITerhelot^ “signifies beatitude, or eternal happiness.” 

3 Mahomet is described, in the 53d chapter of tiie Koran, 
us having seen the Angel Gabriel, “ by the lote-tree, beyond 
which there is no passing; near it is tlie Garden of Eternal 
Abode.” This tree, say the commentators, stands in the 
seventh Hoaveu on the nght hand ®f the throne of God. 


growth of poetry in our times. If some check were 
not given to this lawless facility, we should soon be 
overrun by a race of bards as numerous and as shal- 
low as the hundred and twenty thousand streams of 
Basra.’ They who succeeded in this style deserved 
chastisement for their very success;— as warriors 
have been punished, even after gaining a victory, 
because they had taken the liberty of gaining it in an 
irregular or unestablished manner. What, then, was 
to be said to those who failed 1 to those who pre- 
sumed, as in the present lamentable Instance, to imi- 
tate the license and ease of tlie bolder sons of song, 
without any of that grace or vigour which gave a 
dignity even to negligence — who, like them, flung the 
jereed'^ carelessly, but not, like them, to the mark; — 
“and who,” said he, raising his voice to excite a pro- 
per degree of wakefulness in his hearers, “ contrive 
to appear heavy and constrained in the midst of all 
the latitude they have allowed themselves, lilm one 
of those young pagans that dance before tlie Princess, 
who has the ingenuity to move as if her limbs were 
fettered in a pair of the lightest and loosest drawers 
of Masuiipatam 

It was but little suitable, he continued, to the grave 
march of criticism, to follow this fantastical Peri, of 
whom they had just heard, through all her flights and 
adventures between earth and heaven ; but he could 
not help adverting to the puerile conceitedness of the 
Three Gifts which she is supposed to can^ to the 
skies, — a drop of blood, forsooth, a sigh, and a tear ! 
How the first of these articles was delivered into the 
Angel’s “radiant hand,” he professed himself at a 
loss to discover ; and as to the safe carriage of the 
sigh and the tear, such Peris and such poets were 
beings by far too incomprehensible for iiim even to 
guess how they managed such matters. “But, in 
short,” said he, “it is a waste of time and patience 
to dwell longer upon a thing so incurably frivolous, 
— ^puny even among its own puny race, and such as 
only the Banyan Hospital for Sick Insects® should 
undertake.” 

In vain did Lalla Rookh try to soften this inexo- 
rable critic ; in vain did she resort to her most elo- 
quent common-places, — reminding him that poets 
were a timid and sensitive race, whose sweetness 
was not to be drawn forth, like that of tlie fragrant 
grass near the Ganges, by crashing and trampling 
upon them ; — ^that severity often destroyed every 
chance of the perfection which it demanded; and 
that, after all, perfection was like the Mountain of 
the Talisman, — no one had ever yet reached its sum- 
mit.'’ Neither these gentle axioms, nor the still gentler 
looks with which they were inculcated, could lower 
for one instant the elevation of Fad lade en’s eye- 
brows, or charm him into any tiling like encourage- 
ment, or even toleration, of her poet. Toleration, 

1 “ It is said, that the rivers or streams of Basra were 
reckoned in the timeof Belal ben AbiBordeh, and amounted 
to the number of one hundred and twenty thousand streams.” 
-^Ebn Haukal. 

2 The name of the javelin with which the Easterns exer- 
cise, — See Castellan., Jileriis ties Othojnans^ tom. in. p. 161. 

3 For a description of this Hospital of the Banyans, see 
Parson’s Travels, p. 262. 

4 “Near this is a curious hill, called Koh Talisra, the 
Mountain of the Talisman, because, according to the tra- 
ditions of the country, no person ever succeeded in gaining 
its summit.” — Kinnair. 
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indeed, was not among the weaknesses of Fadla- 
deen: — ^ he carried the same spirit into matters of 
poetry and of religion, and, though little versed in the 
beauties or sublimities of either, was a perfect master 
of the art of persecution m both. His zeal, too, was 
the same in either pursuit ; whether the game before 
him was paghns or poetasters, — worshippers of cows, 
or writers of epics. 

They had now arrived at the splendid city of La- 
hore, whose mausoleums and shrines, magnificent 
and numberless, where Death seemed to share equal 
honours with Heaven, would have powerfully affected 
the heart and imagination of Lalla Rookh, if feel- 
ings more of this earth had not taken entire posses- 
sion of her already. She was here met by messen- 
gers despatched from Cashmere, who informed her 
that the King had arrived in the Valley, and was liim- 
■self superintending the sumptuous preparations that 
were making in the Saloons of the Shalimar for her 
reception. The chill she felt on receiving this intel- 
ligence, — ^which to a bride whose heart was free and 
light would have brought only images of affection 
and pleasure, — convinced her that her peace was gone 
for ever, and that she was in love, irretrievably in love, 
with young Feramorz. The veil, which this passion 
wears at first, had fallen off, and to know that she 
loved was now as painful, as to love without knowing 
it, had been delicious. Feramorz too, — what misery 
would be his, if the sweet hours of intercourse so 
imprudently allowed them should have stolen into 
his heart the same fatal fascination as into hers ; — if, 
notwithstanding her rank, and the modest homage he 
always paid to it, even he should have yielded to the 
influence of those long and happy interviews, where 
music, poetry, the delightful scenes of nature, — all 
tended to bring their hearts close together, and to 
waken by every means that too ready passion, which 
often, like the young of the desert-bird, is warmed 
into life by the eyes alone She saw but one way 
to preserve herself from being culpable as well as 
unhappy; and this, however painful, she was resolved 
to adopt. Feramorz must no more be admitted to 
her presence. To have strayed so far into the dan- 
gerous labyrinth was wrong, but to linger in it while 
the clew was yet in her hand, would be criminal. 
Though the heart she had to offer to the ICing of 
Bucharia might be cold and broken, it should at least 
be pure ; and she must only try to forget the short 
vision of happiness she had enjoyed, — like that Ara- 
bian shepherd, who, in wandering into the wilder- 
ness, caught a glimpse of the Gardens of Irim, and 
then lost them again for ever 

The arrival of the young Bride at Lahore was cele- 
brated in the most enthusiastic manner. The Rajas 
and Omras in her train, who had kept at a certain 
distance during the journey, and never encamped 
nearer to the Princess than was strictly necessary for 
her safeguard, here rode in splendid cavalcade through 
the city, and distributed the most costly presents to 
the crowd. Engines were erected in all the squares, 
which cast forth showers of confectionary among 
the people; while the artisans, in chariots adorned 

1 “ The Arabians believe that the ostriches hatch their 
foung by only looking at them.” — P. Vanshhe^ Relat. d^ 
Egypte. 

S S e Koran-, note, vol. ii. p. 484. I 




with tinsel and flymg streamers, exhibited the badges 
of their respective trades through the streets. Such 
brilliant displays of life and pageantry among the 
palaces, and domes, and gilded minarets of Lahore, 
made the city altogether like a place of enchantment ; 
— particularly on the day when Lalla Rookh set 
out again upon her journey, when she was accom- 
; panied to the gate by aU the fairest and richest of the 
nobility, and rode along between ranks of beautiful 
boys and girls, who waved plates of gold and silver 
flowers over their heads* as they went, and then 
threw them to be gathered by the populace. 

I For many days after their departure from Lahore 
i a considerable degree of gloom hung over the whole 
party. Lalla Rookh, who had intended to make 
illness her excuse for not admitting the young min- 
strel, as usual, to the pavilion, soon found that to 
feign indisposition was unnecessary; — Fadladeen 
felt the loss of the good road they had hitherto travel- 
led, and was very near cursing Jehan-Guire (of blessed 
memory!) for not having continued his delectable 
alley of trees, ^ at least as far as the mountains of 
Cashmere ; — ^while the ladies, who had nothing now 
to do all day but to be fanned by peacocks* feathers 
and listen to Fadladeen, seemed heartily weary of 
the life they led, and, in spite of all the Great Cham- 
berlain’s criticism, were tasteless enough to wish for 
the poet again. One evening, as they were proceed- 
ing to their place of rest for the night, the Princess, 
who, for the freer enjoyment of the air, had mount- 
ed her favourite Arabian palfrey, in passing by a small 
grove, heard the notes of a lute from within its leaves, 
and a voice, which she but too well knew, singing the 
following words : — 


Who, that midst a desert’s heat 
Sees the waters fade away, 

Would not rather die than meet 
Streams again as false as they ? 

The tone of melancholy defiance in which these 
words were uttered, went to Lalla Rookh’s heart, 
— and, as she reluctantly rode on, she could not help 
feeling it as a sad but sweet certainty, that Feramorz 
was to the full as enamoured and miserable as her- 
self 

The place where they encamped that evening was 
the first delightful spot they had come to since they 
left Lahore. On one side of them was a grove full 
of small Hindoo temples, and planted with the most 


1 Ferisbta. 

2 The fine road made by the Emperor Jehan-Giiire ftom 
Agra to Lahare, planted with trees on each side. 


Tell me not of joys above, 

If that world can give no bliss. 
Truer, happier than the Love 
Which enslaves our souls in this ! 

Tell me not of Houris’ eyes ; — 

Far from me their dangerous glow 
If those looks that light the skies 
Wound like some that bum below. 

WTio that feels what Love is here. 
All its falsehood — ail its pain— 
Would, for e’en Elysium’s sphere, 
Risk the fatal dream again ? 
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graceful trees of the East; where the tamarind, the 
cassia, and the silken plantains of Ceylon were min- 
gled in rich contrast with the high fan-like foliage of 
the palmyra,— that favourite tree of the luxurious bird 
that lights up the chambers of its nest with fire-flies.’ 
Jn the middle of the lawn, w^here the pavilion stood, 
there was a tank surrounded by small mangoe trees, 
on the clear cold waters of which floated multitudes 
of the beautiful red lotos ; while at a distance stood 
the ruins of a strange and awful-looking tower, wliich 
seemed old enough to have been the temple of some 
religion no longer known, and which spoke the voice 
of desolation in the midst of all that bloom and love- 
liness. TMs singular ruin excited the wonder and 
conjectures of all. Lalla Eookh guessed in vain, 
and the aii-pretendlng Fabladeen, who had never 
till this journey been beyond the precincts of Delhi, 
%vas proceeding most learnedly to show that he knew 
nothing whatever about the matter, when one of the 
ladies suggested, that perhaps Feramokz could 
satisfy their curiosity. They were now approaching 
his native mountains, and this tower might be a relic 
of some of those dark superstitions, which had pre- 
vailed in that country before the light of Islam dawned 
upon it. The Chamberlain, who usually preferred 
his own ignorance to the best knowledge that any one 
else could give him, was by no means pleased with 
this officious reference; and the Princess, too, was 



ed for Feramorz, who, in a very few minutes, 
appeared before them,— looking so pale and unhappy 
in Lalba Rookh’s eyes, that she already repented 
of her craelty in having so long excluded him. 

That venerable tower, he told them, was the re- 
mains of an ancient Fire-Temple, built by those 
Ghebers or Persians of the old religion, who, many 
hundred years since, had fled hither from their Arab 
conquerors, preferring liberty and their altars in a 
foreign land to the alternative of apostaoy or persecu- 
tion in their own. It was impossible, he added, not 
to feel interested in the many glorious but unsuccess- 
ful struggles, which had been made by these original 
natives of Persia to cast off the yoke of their bigoted 
conquerors. Like their own Fire in the Burning 
Field at Bakou,® when suppressed in one place, they 
had but broken out with fresh flame in another ; and, 
as a native of Cashmere, of that fair and Holy Val- 
ley, which had in the same manner become the prey 
of strangers, and seen her ancient shrines and native 
princes swept away before the march of her intolerant 
invaders, he felt a sympathy, he owned, with the suf- 
ferings of the persecuted Ghebers, which every monu- 
ment like this before them but tended more powerfully 
to awaken. 

It was the first time that Feramorz had ever ven- 
tured upon so much prose before Fabbadeen, and it 
may easily be conceived what effect such prose as this 
must have produced upon that most orthodox and 
most pagan-hating personage. He sat for some mi- 
nutes aghast, ejaculating only at intervals, “ Bigoted 
conquerors! — sympathy with Fire-worsMppeiB !” — 
while Feramorz, happy to take advantage of this 

1 The Bay a, or Indian Gross-beak.— W. Jones. 

2 The “ Agar avdens” deseribed by Kmpfer^ Ammnitat. 


almost speechless hon*or of the Chamberlain, pro- 
ceeded to say that he knew a melancholy story, con- 
nected witli the events of one of those brave struggles 
of the Fire-worshippers of Persia against their Arab 
masters, which, if the evening was not too far ad- 
vanced, he should have much pleasure in being 
allowed to relate to the Princess. It -was impossible 
for Lalla Rookh to refuse ; — he had never before 
looked half so animated, and when he spoke of the 
Holy Valley his eyes had sparkled, she thought, like 
the talismanic characters on the scimitar of Solomon. 
Her consent was therefore readily granted, and while 
Fax»l.4DEEN sat in unspealtable dismay, expecting 
treason and abomination in every line, the poet thus 
began his story of— 

THE FIRE-WORSHIPPERS. 


’Tis moonlight over OMAN’s Seap 
Her banks of pearl and palmy isles 
Bask in the niglit-beaiii beauteously, 

And her blue 'waters sleep in smiles. 

’Tis. moonlight in Harmozbi’s'’^ walls, 

And through her Emir’s porphyry hails, 

Where, some hours since, was heard the sweE 
Of trumpet and the clash of zel,*’’ 

Bidding the bright-eyed sun farewell;— 

: The peaceful sun, wdiora better suits 
The music of the biilbuF's' nest, 

Or the light touch of lovers’ lutes, 

To sing him to his golden rest ! ' 

AH hush’d — there’s not a breeze in motion , 

The shore is silent as the ocean. 

If zephyrs come, so light they come, 

Nor leaf is stirr’d nor wave, is driven ; — 

The wind-tower on the Emir’s dome^ 

Can hardly win a breath from heaven. 

E’en he, that tyrant Arab, sleeps 
Calm, while a nation round liim weeps ; 

Willie curses load the air he breathes, 

And falchions from unnumber’d sheaths 
Are starting to avenge the shame 
Plis race had brought on Iran’s^, name. 

Hard, heartless Chief, unmov’d alike 
Mid. eyes that weep, and swords that strike 
'0,ne of that saintly, murde,rous brood, 

To c,arnage and the Koran given, , 

Wlio think through unbelievers’ blood 
■ Lies, their directest path to, heaven: 

One, who will pause and kneel unshod 
In the warm blood his hand hath pour’d, . 

To mutter o’er some text of God 
Engraven on his reeking sword 
Nay, who can coolly note the line, 

The letter of those words divine, 

To which Ms blade, with searching art, 

Had sunk into its victim’s heart ! 

1 The Persi an Gulf, sometimes so called, which separates 
the. shores of Persia and Arabia. 

2 The present Gombaroon, a town on the Persian side of 
the, Gulf. ^ 

3 A Moorish instrument of music. 

4 “ At Gombaroon and other places in Persia, they have 
to^vers for the purpose of catching the wind, and cooling 
the houses,” — Le Bruyn. 

.5 Iran is the true general name of the empire of Persia.” 
— Jlsiat. Res. Disc. 5. 

6 “ On the blades of their scimitars some verse from the 
Koran is usually inscribed.” — Russel. 
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Just Alla ! what must be thy look, 

When such a wretch before thee stands 
I Unblushing, with thy Sacred Book, 

Turning the leaves with blood-stain’d hands, 
And wresting from its page sublinae 
His creed of lust and hate and crime ? 

E’en as those bees of Teebizond, — 

Which, from the sunniest hours that glad 
With their pure smile the gardens round, 

Draw venom forth that drives men mad 
Never did fierce Arabia send 
A satrap forth more direly great ; 

Never was Iran doom’d to bend 
Beneath a yoke of deadlier weight. 

Her throne had fali’n — her pride was crash’d — 
Her sons were willing slaves, nor blush’d 
In their own land — no more their own, — 

To crouch beneath a stranger’s throne. 

Her towers, where Mithra once had burn’d, 
To Moslem shrines— oh shame ! were turn’d, 
Where slaves, converted by the sword. 

Their mean, apostate worship pour’d, 

^ And curs’d the faith their sires ador’d. 

Yet has she hearts, mid all this ill, 

O’er aU this wreck high buoyant still 
With hope and vengeance hearts that yet, 
Like gems, in darkness issuing rays 
They’ve treasur’d from the sun that’s set, 

Beam all the light of long-lost days ! — 

And swords she hath, nor weak nor slow 
To second all such hearts can dare ; 

As he shall know, well, dearly know, 

Who sleeps in moonlight luxury there, 
Tranquil as if his spirit lay 
Becalm’d in Heaven’s approving ray ! 

Sleep on — for purer eyes than thine 
Those waves are hush’d, those planets shine. 
Sleep on, and be thy rest unmov’d 
By the white moonbeam’s dazzling power : 
None but the loving and the lov’d 
* Should be awake at this sweet hour. 

i And see — where, high above those rocks 

I That o’er the deep their shadows fling, 

? Yon turret stands ; where ebon locks, 

As glossy as a heron’s wing 
Upon the turban of a King,* 

Hang from the lattice, long and wild. — 

’Tis she, that Emir’s blooming child, 

All truth, and tenderness, and grace, 

Though bom of such ungentle race ; 

An image of Youth’s radiant Fountain 
Springing in a desolate mountain 
Oh what a pure and sacred thing- 
Is beauty, curtain’d from the sight 
Of the gross world, illumining 
I One only mansion with her light ! 

Unseen by man’s disturbing eye, — 

I The flower, that blooms beneath the sea 

i Too deep for sunbeams, doth not lie 


1 “ There is a kind of Rhododendros about Trebizond, 
whose flowers the bee feeds upon, and the honey thence 
drives people mad.” — Toiirnefort. 

2 “Their kings wear plumes of black heron’s feathers 
upon the right side, as a badge of sovereignty.” — Hanway. 

3 “The Fountain of Youth, by a Mahometan tradition, 
situated in some dark region of the East.” — Richardson. 


Hid in more chaste obscurity ! 

So, Hinda, have thy face and mind, 
like holy mysteries, lain enshrin’d. 

And oh what transport for a lover 
To lift the veil that shades them o’er ! — 

Like those, who, all at once, discov'er 
In the lone deep some fairy shore, 

Where mortal never trod before, 

And sleep and wake in scented airs 
No lip had ever breath’d but theirs I 

Beautiful are the maids that glide 

On summer-eves, through Yemen’s’ dales ; 

And bright the glancing looks they hide '( 

Behind their litters’ roseate veils ; — | 

And brides, as delicate and fair I 

As the white jasmin’d flowers they wear, \ 

Hath Yemen in her blissful clime, \ 

Who, lull’d in cool Mosk or bower, '( 

Before their mirrors count the time, 

And grow still lovelier every hour. 

But never yet hath bride or maid I 

In Araby’s gay Harams smil’d, 

Whose boasted brightness would not fade 
Before Al Hassan’s blooming child. 

Light as the angel shapes that bless 
An infant’s dream, yet not the less 
Rich in all woman’s loveliness ; — 

With eyes so pure, that from their ray 
Dark Vice would turn abash’d away, 

Blinded, like serpents when they gaze 
i Upon the emerald’s virgin blaze F — 

Yet, fill’d with all youth’s sweet desires, ; 

Mingling the meek and vestal fires ; 

Of other w’orlds with all the bliss. 

The fond, weak tenderness of this ! 

A soul, too, more than half divine, 

Wliere, through some shades of earthly feeling, 

Religion’s soften’d glories shine, 

Like light through summer foliage stealing, 

Shedding a glow of such mild hue, 

So warm, and yet so shadowy too, 

As makes the very darkness there 
More beautiful than light elsewhere ! 

Such is the maid, who, at tliis hour, 

Hath risen from her restless sleep. 

And sits alone in that high bower, 

Watching the still and shining deep. 

All ! ’twas not thus, — with tearful eyes 
And beating heart, — she us’d to gaze 
On the magnificent earth and skies, 

In her own land, in happier days. 

Why looks she now so anxious down 
Among those rocks, whose ragged frown 
Blackens the mirror of the deep ? 

Whom waits she all this lonely night ? 

Too rough the rocks, too bold the steep. 

For man to scale that turret’s height !— 

So deem’d at least her tlioughtful sire, 

When high, to catch the cool night air 
After the day-beam’s withering fire,^ 

1 Arabia Felix. 

2 “ They say that if a snake or serpent fix his eyes on the 
lustre of those stones (emeralds,) he immediately becomes 
blind.” — J^hmed ben Mbdalaziz^ Treatise on Jewels. 

3 “ At Gombaroon and the Isle of Ormus it is sometimes 
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He Imllt her bower of freslmess there, 

And had it deck’d with costliest skill. 

And fondly thought it safe as fair : — 

Think, reverend dreamer ! think so still, 

Nor wake to learn %vhat Love can dare — 
Love, all-defying Love, who sees 
No charm in trophies won with ease ; — 
Whose rarest, dearest fruits of bliss 
Are pluck’d on Banger’s precipice ! 

Bolder than they, %vho dare not dive 
For pearls, but when the sea ’s at rest. 

Love, in the tempest most alive. 

Hath ever held that pearl the best 
He finds beneath the stormiest water ! 

Yes — A rxIby’s unrivall’d daughter, 

Though high that tow^er, that rock-way rude, 
There’s one who, but to kiss thy cheek. 
Would climb th’ untrodden solitude 
Of Ararat’s tremendous peak,^ 

And think its steeps, though dark and dread, 
Heav’n’s path-ways, if to thee they led ! 

E’en now thou seest the flashing spray, 

That iiglits his oar’s impatient wmy : 

E’en now thou hear’st the sudden shock 
Of his swift bark against the rock, 

And stretchest down thy arms of snow, 

As if to lift him from below t 
Like her to wdiom, at dead of night. 

The bridegroom, with his locks of light,'^ 
Came, in the flush of love and pride, 

And scal’d the terrace of his bride; — 

When, as she saw him rashly spring, 

And mid-w^ay up in danger cling, 

She flung him down her long black hair, 
Exclaiming, breathless, “There, love, there !” 
And scarce did manlier nerve uphold 
The hero Zal in tliat fond hour, 

Than wings the youth, who, fleet and bold 
Now climbs the rocks to Hinba’s bower. 
See — light as up their granite steeps 
The rock-goats of Arabia clamber.^ 
Fearless from crag to crag he leaps, 

And now is in the maiden’s chamber. 

She loves — but know-s not whom she loves, 
Nor w'hat his race, nor wiience he came ; — 
Like one who meets, in Indian groves, 

Some beauteous bird, without a name, 
Brought by tbe last ambrosial brcexe. 

From isles in the undiscover’d seas, 

To show his plumage for a day 
To wondering eyes, and wing away ! 

Will he thus fly — ^lier nameless lover ? 

Alla forbid I ’twas by a moon 
As fair as this, while singing over 
Some ditty to her soft Kanoon,^ 


BO hot, that the people are obliged to lie all day in the wa- 
ter.” — Maj'co Polo. 

1 This mountain is generally supposed to be inaccessible. 

2 In one of tlie books of the Shah Nliraeh, when Zal (a 
celebrated hero of Persia, remarkable for his white hair) 
comes to the terrace of his mistress Rodahver at night, she 
lets down her long tresses to assist him in his ascent he, 
however, manages it in a less romantic way, by fixing his 
crook in a projecting beam. — See Champim*» FerdosL \ 

3 “ On the lofty hills of Arabia Petr© are rock-goats.*^— 
Miebuhr. 

4 “Canun, esp6ce de psalterion, avecdes cordes de boyaux; | 


Alone, at this same w^atching hour, 

She first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the lattice of the bower, 

Where nightly now^ they mix their sighs ; 

And thought some spirit of the air 
(For what could waft a mortal there ?) 

Was pausing on his mooiiliglit way 
To listen to her lonely lay ! 

This fancy ne’er hath left her mind : 

And though, when terror’s swoon had past, 
She saw a youth, of mortal kind. 

Before her in obeisance cast, — 

Yet often since, when he hath spoken 
Strange, awLal words, — and gleams have broken 
From his dark eyes, too bright to bear, 

Oh ! she hath fear’d her soul was given 
To some unhallow’d child of air, 

Some erring Spirit, cast from Heaven, 

Lilve those angelic youths of old, 

burn’d for maids of mortal mould, 
Bewilder’d left the glorious skies, 

And lost their Heaven for woman’s eyes ! 

Fond girl I nor fiend, nor angel he, 

Who WOOS tliy young simplicity ; 

But one of earth’s impassion’d sons, 

As warm in love, as fierce in ire, 

As the best heart whose current runs 
Full of the Bay-God’s living fire ! 

But quench’d to-night that ardour seems, 

And pale his cheek, and sunk his brow^ : 
Never before, but in her dreams, 

Had she beheld him pale as now : 

And those were dreams of troubled sleep, 
From which ’twas joy to wake and weep 
Visions tliat will not be forgot, 

But sadden every waking scene, 

Like warning ghosts, that leave the spot 
All wither’d where they once have been ! 

“ How sweetly,” said the trembling maid, 

Of her o\vn gentle voice afraid, 

So long had they in silence stood, 

Looking upon that tranquil flood — 

“ How sweetly does the moonbeam smile 
To-night upon yon leafy isle I 
Oft:, in my fancy’s wanderings, 

I’ve wish’d that little isle had wings, 

And we, witliin its fairy bowers, 

Were -wafted off to seas iinlmo-wn, 

Where not a pulse should beat but ours, 

And we might live, love, die alone — 

Far from the cruel and the cold — 

Where the bright eyes of angels only 
Should come around us to behold 
A paradise so pure and lonely I 
Would tills be world enough for thee 
Playful she turn’d, that he might see 
The passing smile her cheek put on ; 

But when she mark’d how mournfully 
His eyes met hers, that smile was gone ; 

And bursting into heart-felt tears, 

“ Yes, yes,” she cried, “ my hourly fears, 


les dames en touchent dans le serrail, avec des decailles 
armCes de pointes de coco .'”— translated by De 
Cournan, 
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My dreams have boded all too right — 

We part—for ever part-to-night I 
I knew, I knew it could not last — 

’Twas bright, ’twas heavenly, but ’tis past ! 

Oh ! ever thus, from childhood’s hour, 

I’ve seen my fondest hopes decay ; 

I never lov’d a tree or flower, 

But ’twas the first to fade away. 

I never nurs’d a dear gazelle, 

To glad me with its soft black eye, 

But when it came to know me well, 

And love me, it was sure to die ! 

Now too — ^the joy most like divine, 

Of all I ever dreamt or knew, 

To see thee, hear thee, call thee mine — 

Oh misery ! must I lose that too ? 

Yet go — on peril’s brink we meet ; — 

Those frightful rocks— that treacherous sea— 
No, never come again — though sweet. 

Though heaven — it may be death to thee. 
Farewell— and blessings on thy way. 

Where’er thou goest, beloved stranger ! 
Better to sit and watch that ray, 

And think thee safe, though far away, 

Than have thee near me, and in danger 1” 

“ Danger ! — oh, tempt me not to boast,” 

The youth exclaim’d — “ thou little know’st 
What he can brave, who, born and nurst 
In Danger’s paths, has dar’d her worst I 
Upon whose ear the signal-word 

Of strife and death is hourly brealdng ; 

Who sleeps with head upon the sword 
Has fever’d had must grasp in waldng ! 
Banger !— ” 

“ Say on — thou fear’st not then, 
And we may meet— oft meet again ?” 

** Oh ! look not so — ^beneath the skies 
I now fear nothing but those eyes. 

If aught on earth could charm or force 
My spirit from its destin’d course,— 

If aught could make this soul forget 
The bond to which its seal is set, 

’Twouid be those eyes ;— they, only they. 
Could melt that sacred seal away ! 

But no — ’tis fix’d — my awful doom 
Is fix’d — on this side of the tomb 
We meet no more — ^why, why did Heaven 
Mingle two souls that earth has riven, 

Has rent asunder wide as ours ? 

Gh, Arab maid ! as soon the Powers 
Of Light and Darkness may combine, 

As I be link’d with thee or thine ! 

Thy father- — 

“ Holy Alla save 

His gray-head from that lightning glance ! 
Thou know’st him not— he loves the brave 
Nor lives there under heaven’s expanse 
One who would prize, would worship thee, 
And thy bold spirit, more than he. 

Oft when, in childhood, I have play’d 
With the bright falchion by his side, 

I’ve heard him swear his lisping maid 
la time should be a warrior’s bride. 


And still, whene’er, at Haram hours, 

I take him cool sherbets and flowers, 

He tells me, when in playful mood, 

A hero shall my bridegroom be. 

Since maids are best in battle woo’d, 

And won with shouts of victory 1 
Nay, turn not from me — thou alone 
Art form’d to make both hearts thy own. 

Go— join his sacred ranks — thou know’st 
Th’ unholy strife these Persians wage : — 

Good Heav’n that frown ! — e’en now thou glow’sl 
With more than mortal warrior’s rage. 

Haste to the camp by morning’s light, 

And, when that sword is rais’d in fight, 

Oh, still remember Love and I 
Beneath its shadow trembling lie ! 

One victory o’er those Slaves of Fire, 

Those impious Ghebers, whom my sire 
Abhors 

“ Hold, hold — thy words are death—” 

I The stranger cried, as wild he flung 
I His mantle back, and show’d beneath 
I The Gheber belt that round Mm clung.* 

“ Here, maiden look — weep — blusli to see ^ 

I All that thy sire abhors in me I | 

Yes — I am of that impious race, 

Those Slaves of Fire, who, mom and even, I 

Hail their Creator’s dwelling-place I 

Among the living lights of heaven | 

Yes — I am of that outcast few, ■ 

To Iran and to vengeance true, 

Who curse the hour your Arabs came 
To desolate our shrines of flame, 

And swear, before God’s burning eye, 

To break our countiy’s chains, or die 
Thy bigot sire — ^nay, tremble not — 

He who gave birth to those dear eyes, 

With me is sacred as the spot 
From which our fires of worship rise ! ; 

But know — ?twas he I sought that night. 

When, from my watch-boat on the sea, 

I caught this turret’s glimmering light, 

And up the rude rocks desperately 
Rush’d to my prey — thou know’st the rest—* 

I climb’d the gory vulture’s nest, 

And found a trembling dove within ; — 

Thine, thine the victory — thine the sin — 

If Love hath made one thought his own, 

That Vengeance claims first — last — alone ! 

Oh ! had we never, never met, 

Or could this heart e’en now forget 
How link’d, how hless’d we might have been, 

Had Fate not frown’d so dark between, 

Hadst thou been born a Persian maid, 

In neighbouring valleys had we dwelt, , 

Through the same fields in childhood play’d. 

At the same Idndling altar knelt,— 

Then, then, while all those nameless ties, 

1 “They [the Ghebers] lay so much stress oo the cusfaee 
or girdle, as not to dare to be an instant without it.”— 
Orose^s Voyage. “ Le jeune homme nia d’abord la chose j 
mais, ayant ete depouille de sa robe, et la large ceintura 
qu’il portait commeGhebr,” etc. etc. — D^Merbelot, art. Ag* 
duani.' ■ 

2 “ They suppose the Throne of the Almighty is seated in i 

the sun, and hence their worship of tliat luminary .” — Jfaiar 

way. 
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In which tile charm of Country lies, 

Had round our hearts been hourly spun, 

Till Iean’s cause and tliine were one ; — 

Wliile in thy lute’s awakening sigh 
I heard the voice ctf days gone by, 

And saw in every smile of thine 
Returning hours of glory shine ! — 

While the wrong’d Spirit of our Land 

Liv’d, look’d, and spoke her wrongs through thee— 
God ! who could tlien this sword withstand? 

Its very flash were victory ! 

But now— estrang’d, divorc’d for ever. 

Far as the grasp of Fate can sever; 

Our only ties what Love has wove, — 

Faith, friends, and country, sunder’d wide 
And then, then only, true to love, 

’When false to all that’s dear beside ! 

Thy father Iran’s deadliest foe — 

Thyself, perhaps, e’en now' — ^but no — 

Hate never look’d so lovely yet ! 

No — sacred to thy soul will be 
The land of him wiio could forget 
AH but that bleeding land for thee I 
"Wlien other eyes shall see, unmovM, 

Her widows mourn, her warriors fall, 

Thou’lt think how 'well one Gheber lov’d, 

And for Ms sake thou’it weep for all I 
But look 

Witli sudden start he turn’d 
And pointed to the distant wave, 

Where lights, like charnel meteors, bum’d 
Bluely, as o’er some seaman’s grave ; 

And fiery darts, at intervals,* 

Flew up all sparkling from the main, 

As if each star that nightly fails, 

Were shooting back to heaven again. 

My signal-lights ! — I must aw'ay — 

Both, both are ruin’d, if I stay. 

Farewell — sw'eet life I thou cling’st in vain — 

Now — ^^’’engeance !— I am tliine again.” 

Fiercely he broke away, nor stopp’d 
Nor look’d— but from the lattice dropp’d 
Down mid the pointed crags beneath, 

As if he fled from love to death. 

Wliile pale and mute young Hinoa stood, 

Nor mov’d, till in the silent flood 
A momentary plunge below 
Startled her from her trance of woe ; 

Shrieking she to the lattice flew, — 

“ I come — come— if in that tide 
Thou sleep’st to-night — I’ll sleep there too, 

In death’s cold wedlock by thy side. 

Oh 1 1 would ask no happier bed 
Than the clflU wmve my love lies under ; — 
■Sweeter to rest together dead, 

Far sweeter, than to live asunder !” 

But no — their hour is not yet come — 

Again she sees his pinnace fly. 

Wafting him fleetly to his home, 

Where’er that ill-starr’d home may lie ; 


1 “The Mamelukes that were in the other boat, when it 
was dark, used to shoot up a sort of fiery arrows into the 
air, which in some measure resembled lightning or falling 
Btars.*''- '•Baumgartm. 


And calm and smootli it seem’d to win 
Its moonlight wmy before the wind, 
As if it bore all peace within, 

Nor left one breaking heart behind. 


Ti-ie Princess, whose heart wns sad enough already, 
could have wished that Feramorz had chosen a less 
melancholy story ; as it is only to tlie happy that tears 
are a luxury. Her ladies, however, were by no 
means sorry that love was once more the Poet’s 
theme ; for, wdien he spoke of love, they said, his 
voice was as sweet as if he had chewed the leaves of 
that enchanted tree, which grows over the tomb of 
the musician, Tan-Sein. 

Their road all the morning had lain through a very 
dreary country through valleys, covered with a low 
bushy jungle, where, in more than one place, the 
awful signal of the bamboo staff, with the wdiite flag 
at its top, reminded the trav'eller that in that very 
spot the tiger had made some human creature his vic- 
tim. It was therefore with much pleasure that they 
arrived at sunset in a safe and lovely glen, and en- 
camped under one of those holy trees, whose smooth 
columns and, spreading roofs seem to destine them 
for natural temples of religion. Beneath the shade, 
some pious hands had erected pillars ornamented 
with the most beautiful porcelain, which now sup- 
plied the use of mirrors to the young maidens, as they 
adjusted their hair in descending from the palankeens. 
Here while, as usual, the Princess sat listening 
anxiously, with Fadladeen in one of his loftiest 
moods of criticism by her side, the young Poet, lean- 
ing against a branch of the tree, thus continued his 
stoi^ : — 

The mom hath risen clear and calm, 

And o’er the Green Sea* palely shines, 

Revealing Bahrein’s groves of palm, 

And lighting Kishma’s^ amber vines. 

Fresh smell the shores of Araby, 

While breezes from the Indian sea 
Blow round Selama’s* sainted cape, 

And curl the shining flood beneath,— 

Whose waves are rich with many a grape, 

And cocoa-nut and flowery wreath, 

"Which pious seamen, as they pass’d, 

Had tow’rd that holy headland cast — 

Oblations to the Genii there 
For gentle skies and breezes fair ! 

The nightingale now bends her flight 
From the high trees, where all the night 
She sung so sweet, with none to listen , 

And hides her from the morning star 
Where thickets of pomegranate glisten 
In the clear dawn,^ — bespangled o’er 
With dew, whose night-drops would not stain 


1 The Persian Gulf. — “To dive for pearls in the Green 
Sea, or Persian Gulf .” — Sir W. Jones. 

2 Islands in tiie Gulf. 

3 Or Seleraeh, the genuine name of the headland at iho 
entrance of the Gulf, commonly called Cape Musseldom 
“The Indians, when they pass the promontory, throw 
cocoa-nuts, fruits, or flowers into the sea to secure a pro- 
pitious voyage.”— Jl/oj-ier. 
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The best and brightest scimetar* 

That ever youthful Sultan wore 
On the first morning of his reign ! 

And see — the Sun himself! — on wings 
Of glory up the East he springs. 

Angel of Light ! who, from the time 
Those heavens began their march sublime, 

Hath first of all the starry choir 
Trod in his Maker’s steps of fii’e ! 

Where are the days, thou wondrous sphere, 

When Iran, like a sun-flower, turn’d 
To meet that eye where’er it burn’d ? — 

When, from the banks of Bendemeer 
To the nut-groves of Samarcand 
Thy temples flam’d o’er all the land ? 

Where are they ? ask the shades of them 
Who, on Cadessia’s® bloody plains, 

Saw fierce invaders pluck the gem 
From Iran’s broken diadem, 

And bind her ancient faith in chains ; — 

Ask the poor exile, cast alone 
On foreign shores, unlov’d, unknown, 

Beyond the Caspian’s Iron Gates,® 

Or on the snowy Mossian mountains, 

Far from his beauteous land of dates, 

Her jasmine bowers and sunny fountains ! 

Yet happier so than if he trod 
His own belov’d but blighted sod, 

Beneath a despot stranger’s nod ! — 

Oh ! he would rather houseless roam 
Where Freedom and Ms God may lead, 

Than be the sleekest slave at home 
That crouches to the conqueror’s creed ! 

Is Iran’s pride then gone for ever, 

Quench’d with the flame in Mithra’s caves ? — 
No — she has sons that never — never — 

Will stoop to be the Moslem’s slaves, 

While heaven has light or earth has graves. 

Spirits of fire, that brood not long, 

But flash resentment back for wrong ; 

And hearts, where, slow but deep, the seeds 
Of vengeance ripen into deeds ; 

Till, in some treacherous hour of calm, 

They burst, like Zeilan’s giant palmj^^ 

Whose buds fly open with a sound 
That shakes the pigmy forests round ! 

Yes, Emir ! he, who scal’d that tower, 

And, had he reach’d thy slumbering breast. 

Had taught thee, in a Gheber’s power 
How safe e’en tyrants heads may rest — ■ 

Is one of many, brave as he, 

Who loathe thy haughty race and thee ; 

1 In speaking of the climate of Shiraz, Francklin says, 
®‘the dew is of such a pure nature, that, if the brightest 
scimitar should be exposed to it ail night, it would not re- 
ceive the least rust.” 

2 The place where the Persians were finally defeated by 
the Arabs, and their ancient monarchy destroyed. 

3 Derbend. — “ Les Tures appelient cette ville Demir Capi, 
Porte de Fer; ce sont les Caspiae Portae des anciens.”— Z)’ 
Berhelot. 

4 The Talpot or Talipot tree, — “ This beautiful palm- 
tree, which grows in the heart of the forests, may be classed 
among the loftiest trees, and becomes still higher when on : 
the^point of bursting forth from its leafy summit. The sheath 
which then envelopes the flower is very large, and, when it 
bursts, makes an explosion like the report of a cannon.”-— i 
Thunberg, 


Who, though they know the strife is vain— 

Who, though they know the riven chain 
Snaps but to enter in the heart 
Of Mm who rends its links apart, 

Yet dare the issue — Ablest to be 
E’en for one bleeding moment free, 

And die in pangs of liberty ! 

Thou know’st them well^ — ’tis some moons since 
Thy turban’d troops and blood-red flags, 

Thou satrap of •*a bigot . Prince ! 

Have swarm’d among these Green Sea crags ; 

Yet here, e’en here, a sacred band, 

Ay, in the portal of that land 
Thou, Arab, dar st to call thy owm, 

Their spears across thy path have thrown ; 

Here — ere the winds half wing’d thee o’er — 
Rebellion brav’d thee from the shore. 

Rebellion ! foul, dishonouring word, 

Whose wrongful blight so oft has stain’d 
The holiest cause that tongue or sword 
Of mortal ever lost or gain’d. 

How many a spirit, born to bless, 

Hath sunk beneath that withering name. 

Whom but a day’s, an hour’s, success 
Had wafted to eternal fame ! 

As exhalations when they burst 
From the warm earth, if chill’d at first, 

If check’d in soaring from tlie plain, 

Dai’ken to fogs and sink again ; — 

But if they once triumphant spread 
Their wings above the mountain-head, 

Become entMon’d in upper air, 

And turn to sun-bright glories there ! 

And who is he, that wields the might 
I Of Freedom on the Green Sea brink, 

I Before whose sabre’s dazzling light 
i The eyes of Yemen’s warriors wink? 

I Who comes embower’d in the spears 
j Of Kerman’s hardy mountaineers ?— 

I Those mountaineers, that, truest, last. 

Cling to their country’s ancient rites, 

As if that God whose eyelids cast 
Their closing gleam on Iran’s heights, 

Among her snowy mountains threw 
The last light of Ms worship too ! 

’Tis Hafed — name of fear, whose sound 
i Chills like the muttering of a charm ; — 

Shout but that awful name around, 

And palsy shakes the manliest arm. 

’Tis Hafed, most accurst and dire 
(So rank’d by Moslem hate and ire) 

Of all the rebel Sons of Fire I 
Of whose malign, tremendous power 
The Arabs, at their mid-watcli hour 
Such tales of fearful wonder tell, 

That each affrighted sentinel 
Pulls down his cowl upon his eyes, 

Lest Hafed in the midst should rise ! 

A man, they say, of monstrous birth, 

A mingled race of flame and earth, 

Sprung from those old, enchanted kings,* 

Who in their fairy helms, of yore, 

1 Tahmuras, and other ancient kings of Persia, whose 
adventures in Fairy Land among the Peris and Dives may 
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A feather from the mystic wings 
Of the Simoorgh resistless wore ; 

And gifted by the Fiends of Fire, 

Who groan to see their shrines expire, 
With charms that, all in rain withstood, 
'Would drown the Koran’s light in blood I 

Such were tte tales that -won belief, 

And such the colouring Fancy gave 
To a young, warm, and dauntless Chief, — 
One who, bo more than mortal brave, 
Fought for the land his soul ador’d. 

For happy homes, and altars free, — 

His only talisman, the sword, 

His only speii-word, Liberty 1 
One of that ancient hero line, 

Along whos3 glorious current shine 
Kames that have sanctified their blood ; 

As Lebanon’s small mountain flood 
Is rendered holy by the ranks 
Of sainted cedars on its banks 
’Twas not for him to crouch the knee 
Tamely to Hoslem tyranny : — 

*Twas not for him, whose soul was cast 
In the bright mould of ages past, 

'Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
‘Witii all the glories of the dead, 

Though franf d for Iran’s happiest years, 
Was born among her chains and tears ! 
’Twas not for him to swell the crowd 
Of slavish hetds, that, shrinking, bow’d 
Before the Moslem, as he pass’d. 

Like shrubs beneath the poison blast — 

No — far he fled, indignant fled 
The pageant of his country’s shame ; 
Wliile every tear her children shed 
Fell on his mul like drops of flame ; 
And as a lovei hails the dawn 
Of a first sttile, so welcom’d he 
The sparkle of the first sword drawn 
For vengeance and for liberty I 

But vain was vdour — ^vain the flower 
Of Kerman, ii that deathful hour, 
Against An HaSSan’s whelming power. 
In vain they met him, helm to helm, 

Upon the thrediold of that realm 
Be came in bigot pomp to sway, 

And with their corpses block’d his way— 
In vain— for every lance they rais’d, 
Thousands around the conqueror blaz’d; 
For every arm that lin’d their shore, 
Myriads of slaves were wafted o’er — 

A bloody, bold, and countless crowd, 
Before whose swarms as fast they bow’d 
As dates beneath the locust cloud ! 

There stood— but one short league away 
From old Harmozia’s sultry bay— 

A rocky mountain, o’er the Sea 
Of Oman beetling awfully; 


he found in Eichardson’s curious Dissertation. The griffin 
Simoorgh, they say, took some feathers from her breast for 
Talmuras, with which he adorned his helmet, and trans- 
mitted them afterwards to his descendants. 

1 This rivulet, says Dandini, is called the Holy Kiver, 
from the “ cedar-saints,” among which it rises. 


A last and solitary link 
Of those stupendous chains that reach 
From the broad Caspian’s reedy brink 
Down winding to the Green Sea beach. 

Around its base the bare rocks stood, 

Like naked giants, in the flood, 

As if to guard the Gulf across ; 

While, on its peak, that brav’d the sky, 

A ruin’d temple tower’d, so high 
That oft the sleeping albatross^ 

: Struck the wild rums with her wing, 

And from her cloud-rock’d slumbering 
Started — ^to find man’s dwelling there 
In her own silent fields of air 1 
Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wave 
That dash’d, like midnight revellers, in ; — 
ilnd such the strange, mysterious din 
At times throughout those caverns roll’d 
And such the fearful wonders told 
Of restless sprites imprison’d there, 

That bold were Moslem, who would dare. 

At twilight hour, to steer Ms skiff 
Beneath the Glieber’s lonely cliff. 

On the land side, those towers sublime. 

That seem’d above the grasp of Time, 

Were sever’d ftom the haunts of men 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen. 

So fathomless, so full of gloom, 

No eye could pierce the void between ; 

It seem’d a place where Gholes might come 
With their foul banquets from the tomb, 

And in its caverns feed unseen, 
like distant thunder, from below, 

The sound of many torrents came ; 

Too deep for eye or ear to know 
If ’twere the sea’s imprison’d flow. 

Or floods of ever-restless flame. 

For each ravine, each rocky spire 
Of that vast mountain stood on fire f 
And, though for ever past the days 
Wlien God was worshipp’d in tlie Maze 
That from its lofty altar shone, — 

Though fled the Priests, the votaries gone, 

Still did the mighty flame burn on 

Through chance and change, through good and ill, 

Like its own God’s eternal will, 

Deep, constant, bright, unquenchable ! 

Thither the vanquish’d Hafed led 
His little army’s last remains 
“Welcome, terrific glen i” he said, 

“Thy gloom, that Eblis’ self might dread. 

Is heaven to Mm who flies from chains !” 

O’er a dark, narrow bridge-way, known ■ 

To Mm and to Ms CMefe alone, 

They cross’d the chasm and gain’d the towers 
“This home,” he cried, “at least is ours— 

Here we may bleed, unmock’d by hymns 
Of Moslem triumph o’er our head ; 

Here we may fall, nor leave our limbs 
To quiver to the Moslem’s tread ; 

1 These birds sleep in the air* They are most ceM«i 
about the Cape of Good-Hope. 

2 The Ghebers generally built their temples over sable® 
raneous fires. 
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Stretch’d on this rock, while vulture’s beaks 
Are whetted on our yet warm cheeks, 

Here, — ^happy that no tyrant’s eye 
Gloats on our torments— we may die 1’ 

Twas night when to those towers they came 5 
And gloomily the fitful flame, 

That from the ruin’d altar broke, 

Glar’d on his features, as he spoke : — 

‘‘ ’Tis o’er — what men could do, we’ve done : 
If Iran will look tamely on, 

And see her priests, her warriors driven 
Before a sensual bigot’s nod, 

A wretch, who takes his lusts to heaven, 

And makes a pander of his God ! 

If her proud sons, her high-bom souls, 

Men, in whose veins — oh last disgrace ! 

The blood of Zal, and Rustam,^ rolls,— 

If they will court this upstart race, 

And turn from Mithra’s ancient ray, 

To kneel at shrines of yesterday ! 

If they mill crouch to Iran’s foes, 

Why, let them— till the land’s despair 
Cries out to Heav’n, and bondage grows 
Too vile for e’en the vile to bear ! 

Till shame at last, long hidden, burns 
Their inmost core, and conscience turns 
Each coward tear the slave lets fall 
Back on his heart in drops of gall ! 

But here, at least, are anns unchain’d, 

And souls that thraldom never stain’d ; — 

This spot, at least, no foot of slave 
Or satrap ever yet profan’d ; 

And, though but few — ^though fast the wave 
Of life is ebbing from our veins. 

Enough for vengeance still remains. 

As panthers, after set of sun, 

Rush from the roots of Lebanon 
Across the dark sea-robber’s way,® 

We’ll bound upon our startled prey ; — 

And when some hearts that proudest swell 
Have felt our falchion’s last farewell ; 

When Hope’s expiring throb is o’er. 

And e’en Despair can prompt no more, 

This spot shall be the sacred grave 
Of the last few who, vainly brave, 

Die for the land they cannot save !” 

His Chiefs stood round— each shining blade 
Upon the broken altar laid — 

And though so wild and desolate 
Those courts, where once the Mighty sate ; 
Nor longer on those mouldering towers 
Was seen the feast of fruits and flowers, 
With which of old the Magi fed 
The wandering spirits of their dead 
Though neither priests nor rites were there, 
Nor cnarmed leaf of pure pomegranate,'*' 


1 Ancient heroes of Persia. “ Among the Ghebers there 
are some who boast their descant from Rustam.” — Stqihen's 
Persia. 

2 See Russel’s account of the panthers attacking travellers 
^ the night on the sea-shore about the roots of Lebanon. 

3 Among other ceremonies, the Magi used to place upon 
the tops of high towers various kinds of rich viands, upon 
which it was supposed the Peris and the spirits of their de- 
parted heroes regaleu themselves.”— jKmAariZsow. 

4 In the ceremonies of the Ghebers round their Fire, as 


Nor hymn, nor censer’s fragrant air, 

Nor symbol of tbeir worshipp’d planet f 
Yet the same God that heard their sires 
Heard them. ; while on that altar’s fires 
They swore the latest, holiest deed 
Of the few hearts, still left; to bleed, 

Should be, in Iran’s injur’d name, 

To die upon that Mount of Flame— 

The last of all her patriot line, 

Before her last untrampled Shrine ! 

Brave, sufiering souls I they little knew 
How many a tear their injuries drew 
From one meek maid, one gentle foe, 

Whom Love first touch’d with others’ woe— 
Whose life, as free from thought as sin, 

Slept like a lake, till Love threw in 
His talisman, and woke the tide, 

And spread its trembling circles wide. 

Once, Emir ! thy unheeding child. 

Mid all this havoc, bloom’d and snnl’d, — 
Tranquil as on some battle-plain 
The Persian lily shines and towers, 

Before the combat’s reddening stain 
Hath fall’n upon her golden flowers. 
Light-hearted maid, unaw’d, unmov’d, 

While heav’n but spar’d the sire she lov’d, 
Once at thy evening tales of blood 
Unlistening and aloof she stood— 

And oft, when thou hast pac’d along 
Thy Haram halls with furious heat, 

Hast thou not curs’d her cheerful song, 

That came across thee, calm and sweet. 
Like lutes of angels, touch’d so near 
Hell’s confines, that the damn’d can hear 
Far other feelings Love hath brought — 

Her soul all flame, her brow all sadness 
She now has but the one dear thought, 

And thinks that o’er, almost to madness ! 
Oft: doth her sinking heart recall 
His words — for my sake weep for all i” 

And bitterly, as day on day 
Of rebel carnage fast succeeds, 

She weeps a lover snatch’d away 
In every Gheber wretch that bleeds. 
There’s not a sabre meets her eye, 

But with his life-blood seems to swim ; 
There ’s not an arrow wings the sky, 

But fancy turns its point to him. 

No more she brings with footstep light 
Al Hass an’ s falchion for the fight ; 

And — had he look’d with clearer sight— 

Had not the mists, that ever rise 
From a foul spirit, dimm’d his eyes^ — 

He would have mark’d her shuddering frame, 
When from the field of blood he camej 


described by Lord, “the Daroo,” he says, “giveth them, 
water to drink, and a pomegranate leaf to chew in the 
mouth, to cleanse them from inward uncleanness.” 

1 “Early in the morning, they (the Parsees or Ghebers at 
Oulam) go in crowds to pay their devotions to the Sun, to 
whona upon all the altars there are spheres consecrated, 
made by magicj resembling the circles of tlie sun; and when 
the sun rises, these orbs seem to be inflamed, and to turn 
round with a great noise. They have evej:y one a censer inr 
their hands, and offer incense to the sun.”— Reniir 
mm. 
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Tile faltering speecli— tile look estrang’d— 
Toice, step, and life, and beauty chang’d— 

He would ha¥e mark’d all tMs, and known 
Such change is wiroiight by Love alone I 

Ah ! not the love, that should have bless’d 
So young, so innocent a breast; 

Xot the pure, open, prosperous love, 

That, pledg’d on earth and seal’d above, 

Grows in the world’s approving eyes, 

In friendship’s smile and home’s caress, 
Collecting all the heart’s sweet ties 
Into one knot of happiness I 
Xo, HiXDa, no — thy fatal flame 
Is nurs’d in silence, sorrow, shame. — 

A passion, without hope or pleasure, 

In thy soul’s darlmess buried deep, 

It lies, like some ill-gotten treasure,— 

Some idol, without shrine or name, 

O’er which its pale-ey’d votaries keep 
Unholy watch, wlnie others sleep ! 

Seven nights have darken’d Osian’s Sea, 

Since last, beneath the moonlight ray. 

She saw his light oar rapidly 
Hurry her Oheber’s bark away, — 

And still she goes, at midnight hour, 

To weep alone in that high bower, 

And watch, and look along tiie deep 
For him whose smiles first made her weep. 

But watching, weeping, all was vain, 

She never saw his bark again. 

The owlet’s solitary cry, 

The night-hawh, flitting darkly by, 

And oft the hateful carrion bird, 

Heavily flapping his clogged wing, 

Which reek’d with that day’s banqueting, 

Was all she saw, was all she heard. 

Tis the eighth morn— A l Hassan’s brow 
Is brighten’d with unusual joy — 

What mighty mischief glads him now, 

Who never smiles but to destroy ? 

The sparkle upon Herken»’s Sea, 

When tost at midnight furiously 
Tells not a wreck and ruin nigh. 

More surely than that smiling eve 1 
**Up, daughter up— 4 he Kema’s^ breath 
Has blown a blast would waken death. 

And yet thou sleep’s!— up, child, and see 
Tliis blessed day for Heaven and me, 

A day more rich in Pagan blood 
Than ever flash’d o’er Oman’s flood, 

Before another dawn shall shine, 

His head, heart, limbs — ^will all be mine , 

Tliis very night his blood shall steep 
These hands all over ere I sleep !” 

“ His blood !” she faintly scream’d— her mind 
StiH singling <me from all mankind— 


1 “ It is observed with respect to the Sea of Herkend, 
that when it is tossed by tempestuous winds it sparkles like 
fire .” — Travels of two Mohammedans. 

3 A kind of trumpet ; — “ it was that used by Tamerlane, 
the sound of which is described as uncommonly dreadful, 
and 80 loud as to be heard at the distance of several miles.” 
•^RiehardsoTi. 


« Yes— spite of his ravines and tow:ers, 

Hafed, my child, this night, is ours. . 

Thanks to all-conquering treachery, 

^ Without whose aid the links accurst, 

; That bind these impious slaves, would be 
To strong for Alla’s self to burst ! 

That rebel fiend, whose blade has spread 
My path with piles of Moslem dead, 

Whose baffling spells had almost driven 
Back from their coarse the Swords of Heaven^ 
Tins night, with all his band, shall know 
How deep an ^Irak’s steel can go, 

When God and Vengeance speed the blow?'. 
And— Prophet !— by that holy wreath 
Thou wor’st on Ohod’s field of deatli,^ 

I swear, for every sob that parts 
111 anguish from these heathen hearts, 

A gem from Persia’s plunder’d mines 
Shall glitter on thy Shrine of Shrines. 

But ha ! — she sinks — that look so wild — 

Those livid lips— my cliild, my child, 

This life of blood befits not tliee. 

And thou must back to Araby. 

Ne’er had I risk’d thy timid sex 
III scenes that man Mmself might dread. 

Had I not hop’d our every tread 
Would be on prostrate Persian necks — 

Curst race, they ofier swords instead I 
But cheer thee, maid— the wind that no 
Is blowing o’er thy feverish brow. 

To-day shall waft thee from the shore; 

And, ere a drop of this night’s gore 
Have time to cliill in yonder towers, 

Thou’lt see thy own sweet Arab bowers !” 

His bloody boast was all too true — 

There lurk’d one wretch among the few 
Wliom Hafed’s eagle eye could count 
Arbiind him on that Fiery Mount. 

One miscreant, who for gold betray’d 
The path-way through the valley’s shade 
To those high towers where Freedom stood 
In her last hold of flame and blood. 

Left on the field last dreadful night, 

Wlien, sallying from their Sacred Height, 

The Ghebers fought hope’s farewell fight, 

He lay— but died not with the brave ; 

That sun, which should have gilt Ms grave, 
Saw him a traitor and a slave 
And, wMle the few, who thence return’d 
To their high rocky fortress, mourn’d 
For him among the matchless dead 
They left behind on glory’s bed, ■ 

He liv’d, and, in the face of morn, 

Laugh’d them and Faith and Heaven to scorn ! 

Oh for a tongue to '.curse" the 'slave, 

' Whose treaso.n, like a deadly blight, , 
Comes o’er the councils of the brave. 

And blasts them in their hour of might !, 

May life’s unblessed cup, for him, 

Be drugg’d with treacheries to the brim— 


1 “Mohammed had two helmets, an interior and exterio 
one ; the latter of which, called Ai Mawashah, the fillet, or 
wreathed garland, he wore at the battle of Ohod .” — Uni 
mrsal History. 
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With hopes, that but allure to fly, 

With joys that vanish while he sips, 
Like Dead-Sea fruits, that tempt the eye, 
But turn to ashes on the lips ! 

His country’s curse, his children’s shame, 
Outcast of virtue, peace, and fame, 

May he, at last, with lips of flame 
On the parch’d desert thirsting die, — 
While lakes that shone in mockery nigh 
Are fading off, untouch’d, untasted 
Like the once glorious hopes he blasted ! 
And, when from earth his spirit flies, 

Just Prophet, let the damn’d-one dwell 
Full in the sight of Paradise, 

Beholding Heaven and feeling Hell ! 


Lalla Rookh had had a dream the night before, 
which, in spite of the impending fate of poor Hafed, 
made her heart more than usually cheerful during 
the morning, and gave her cheeks all the freshened 
animation of a flower that the Bidmusk has just 
passed over. She fancied that she was sailing on 
that Eastern Ocean, where the sea-gipsies who live 
for ever on the water, enjoy a perpetual summer in 
wandering from isle to isle, when she saw a small 
gilded bark approaching her. It was like one of 
those boats which the Maldivian islanders annually 
send adrift, at the mercy of winds and waves, loaded 
with perfumes, flowers, and odoriferous wood, as an 
offering to the Spirit whom they call IHng of the 
Sea. At first, tins little bark appeared to be empty, 

but on coming nearer 

She had proceeded thus far in relating the dream 
to her Ladies, whenFERAMORz appeared at the door 
of the pavilion. In liis presence, of course, every 
thing else was forgotten, and the continuance of the 
story was instantly requested by all. Fresh wood of 
aloes was set to burn in the cassolets -the violet 
sherbets were hastily handed round, and, after a short 
prelude on his lute, in the pathetic measure of Nava, 
which is always used to express the lamentations of 
absent lovers, the Poet thus continued : — 

The day is lowering — stilly black 
Sleeps the grim wave, while heaven’s rack, 

Dispers’d and wild, ’twixt earth and sky 
Hangs like a shattered canopy ! 

There’s not a cloud in that blue plain, 

But tells of storm to come or past 
Here, flying loosely as the mane 
Of a young war-horse in the blast ; — 

There, roll’d in masses dark and swelling, 

As proud to be the thunder’s dwelling ! 

While some, already burst and riven, 

Seem melting down tlie verge of heaven ; 

As though the infant storm had rent 
The mighty womb that gave him birth, 

And, having swept the firmament, 

Was now in fierce career for earth. 

On earth, ’twas yet all calm around, 

A pulseless silence, dread, profound, 

More awful than the tempest’s sound. 

The diver steer’d for Ormus’ bowers, 

And moor’d his skiff till calmer hours ; 


I The sea-birds, with portentous screech, 

I Flew fast to land ; — ^upon the beach 
The pilot oft had paus’d, with glance 
Turn’d upward to that wild expanse ; 

And all was boding, drear and dark 
As her own soul, when Hinda’s bark 
Went slowly from the Persian shore. — 

No music tim’d her parting oar,^ 

Nor friends, upon the lessening strand 
Linger’d, to wave the unseen hand, 

Or speak the farewell, heard no more. 

But lone, unheeded, from the bay 
The vessel takes its mournful way, 

Lilve some ill-destin’d bark that steers 
In silence through the Gate of Tears.® 

And where was stern Al Hassan then ? 

Could not that saintly scourge of men 
From bloodshed and devotion spare 
One minute for a farewell there ? 

No — close within, in changeful fits 
Of cursing and of prayer, he sits 
In savage loneliness to brood 
Upon the coming night of blood, 

With that keen, second-scent of death, 

By which the vulture snuffs his food 
In the still warm and living breath P 
Wiiile o’er the wave his weeping daughter 
Is wafted from the scenes of slaughter, 

As a young bird of Babylon,"^ 

Let loose to tell of victory won, 

Flies home, with wing, ah ! not unstain’d 
By the red hands that held her chain’d. 

And does the long-left home she seeks 
Light up no gladness on her cheeks ? 

The flowers she nurs’d — the well-known groves. 
Where oft in dreams her spirit roves — 

Once more to see her dear gazelles 
Come bounding with their silver bells ; 

Her birds’ new plumage to behold, 

And the gay, gleaming fishes count, 

She left, all fiUetted with gold, 

Shooting around their jasper fount.^ — 

Her little garden mosque to see. 

And once again, at evening hour, 

To tell her ruby rosary 
In her own sweet acacia bower. 

Can these delights, that wait her now, 

Cali up no sunshine on her brow ? 

No — silent, from her train apart, — > 

As if e’en now she felt at heart 

1 The Easterns used to set out on their longer voyages 

with music.” — Marmer, ® 

2 “ The Gate of Tears, the straits or passage into the Eed 
Sea, commonly called Babeimandel. It received this name 
from the old Arabians, on accountof the dangerof the navi- 
gation, and the number of shipwrecks by which it was dis- 
tinguished; which induced them to consider as dead, and 
to wear mourning for, all who had the boldness to hazard 
the passage through it into theEthiopic ocean.”— 

son. 

3 “I have been told that whensoever an animal falls 
down dead, one or more vultures, unseen before, instantly 
appear.”— Pewnawt. 

4 “ They fasten some writing to the wings of a Bagdat, 
or Babylonian pigeon.”— yVfflijeZs of certain Enfflishmm. 

5 “ The Empress of Jehan-Guire used to divert herself 
with feeding tame fish in her canals, some of which were 
many years afterwards knowm by fillets of gold, which she 
caused to be put round them.” — Harris. 
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Still jSghting on — and some that call 
“ For God and Iran I” as they fall ! 


The cMH of her approaching doom, — 

She sits, aU lovely in her gloom, 

As a pale Angel of the Grave ; 

And o’er the wide, tempestuous waye, 

Looks, with a shudder, to those towers. 

Where, in a few short awful hours. 

Blood, blood, in steaming tides shall run, 

Foul incense for to-morrow’s sun 1 
“Where art thou, glorious stranger! thou. 

So lov’d, so lost, where art thou now ? 

Foe — Gheber — ^infidel — ^w^hate’er 

Th’ unhallow’d name thou’rt doom’d to bear, 

Still glorious — still to this fond heart 
Bear as its blood, whate’er thou art! 

Yes — A lla, dreadful Alla ’ yes — 

If there he wrong, be crime in diis, 

Let the black waves that round us roll. 

Whelm me this instant, ere my soul, 

Forgetting faith, home, father, all — 

Before its earthly idol fall, 

Nor worship e’en Thyself above him — 

For oh ! so wildly do I love him, 

Thy Paradise itself were dim 
And joyless, if not shai“’d with him 1” 

Her hands were clasp’d — ^her eyes upturn’d, 
Dropping their tears like moonlight rain ; 

And, though her lip, fOnd raver ! burn’d 
With whrds of passion, bold, profane, 

Yet was there light around her brow, 

A holiness in those dark eyes, 

Which show’d— though wandering earthward now, 
Her spirit’s home was in the skies. 

Yes — for a spirit, pure as hers. 

Is always pm-e, e’en while it errs ; 

As sunshine, broken in the rill, 

Though turn’d astray, is sunshine still ! 

So wholly had her mind forgot 
All thoughts hut one, she heeded not 
The rising storm — the wave that cast 
A moment’s midnight, as it pass’d ; 

Nor heard the frequent shout, the tread 
Of gathering tumult o’er her head — 

Clash’d swords, and tongues that seem’d to vie 
With the rude riot of the sky. 

But hark !— that war-whoop on the deck-— 

That crash, as if each engine there, 

Mast, sails, and all, were gone to wreck, 

’Mid yells and stampings of despair ! 

Merciful heav’n I what can it be ? 

*Tis not the storm, though fearfully 
The ship has shuddered as she rode 
O’er mountain waves — “Forgive me, God ! 
Forgive me”— shriek’d the maid and knelt. 
Trembling all over— for she felt. 

As if her judgment hour was near; 

Wliile crouching round, half dead with fear, 

Her handmaids clung, nor breath’d, nor stirr’d — 
When, hark ! — a second crash — a third — 

And now, as if a bolt of thunder 
Had riv’n the labouring planks asunder, 

The deck falls in— what horrors then i 
Blood, waves, and tackle, s%vords and men . 
Come mix’d together through the chasm 
Some wretches in their dying spasm 


Whose was the hand that turn’d away 
The perils of th’ infuriate fray, 

And snatch’d her, breatliless, from beneath 
This wilderment of wreck and death ? 

She knew not — for a faintness came 
Chili o’er her, and her sinking frame, 

Amid tlie rums of that hour, 

Lay, like a pale and scorclied flower, 

Beneath the red volcano’s shower ! 

But oh! the sights and sounds of dread 
That shock’d her, ere her senses fled ! 

The yawning deck — the crowd that strove 
Upon the tottering pkuiks above— 

The sail, whose fragments, shivering o’er 
The stragglers’ heads, all dash’d witii gore. 
Flutter’d hke bloody flags — the clash 
Of sabres, and the lightning’s flash 
Upon their blades, high toss’d about 
Like meteor brands^ — as if tliroughout 
TJie elements one fury ran, 

One general rage, that left a doubt 
Which was the fiercer, Heav’n or 3Ian ! 

Once too — but no — it could not be — 

’Twas fancy all — yet once she thought, 
\Wiile yet her fading eyes could see, 

High on the ruin’d deck site caught 
A glimpse of that unearthly form, 

That glory of her soul— e’en then, 

Amid the wliirl of wreck and storm, 

Sliining above ins fellow men, 

As, on some black and troublous night, 

The Star of Egypt, “ whose proud light 
Never hath beam’d on those who rest 
In the Wliite Islands of the West,® 

Burns through the storm with looks of flame 
That put heaven’s cloudier eyes to shame ! 
But no — ’twas but tlie minute’s dream— 

A fantasy— and ere the scream 
Had half-way pass’d her pallid lips, 

A death-lilce swoon, a cliiii eclipse 
Of soul and sense its darkness spread 
Around her, and she sunk, as dead ! 


1 The meteors that Phny calls “ faces.” 

2 “ The brilliant Canopus, unseen in European climates.” 
— Brown. 

3 See Wilford’s learned Essays on the Sacred Isles m 
:the West.' 


How calm, how beautiful comes on 
The stilly hour, when storms are gone ; 
When warring winds have died away, 
And clouds, beneath the glancing ray. 
Melt ofl', and leave the land and sea 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity, — 

Fresh as if Bay again were born, 

Again upon the lap of Morn ! 

When the light blossoms, rudely torn 
And scatter'd at the whirlwind’s will, 
Hang floating in, the pure air still, 
Filling it all with precious balm, 

In gratitude for this sweet calm ; 

And every drop the thunder-showers 
Have left upon the grass and flowers 
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Sparldes, as *twere that lightning-gem* 

Whose liquid flame is bom of them ! 

When, ’stead of one unchanging breeze, 

There blow a thousand gentle airs, 

And each a different perfume bears, — 

As if the loveliest plants and trees 
Had vassal breezes of their own 
To watch and wait on them alone, 

And waft no other breath than theirs ! 

When the blue waters rise and fail, 

In sleepy sunshine mantling all ; 

And e’en that swell the tempest leaves 
Is like the full and silent heaves 
Of lovers’ hearts, when newly blest, 

Too newly to be quite at rest ! 

Such was the golden hour that broke 
Upon the world when Hind a woke 
From her long trance, and heard around 
No motion but the water’s sound 
Rippling against the vessel’s side, 

As slow it mounted o’er the tide. — 

But where is she ? — her eyes are dark, 

Are wilder’d still — is this the bark, 

The same, that from Harmozia’s bay 
Bore her at mom — whose bloody way 
The sea-dog track’d ? — no — strange and new 
Is all that meets her wondering view. 

Upon a galliot’s deck she lies. 

Beneath no rich pavilion’s shade. 

No plumes to fan her sleeping eyes. 

Nor jasmine on her pillow laid. 

But the rude litter, roughly spread 
With war-cloaks, is her homely bed. 

And shawl and sash, on javelins hung, 

For awning o’er her head are flung. 

Shuddering she look’d around — there lay 
A group of warriors in the sun 
Resting their limbs, as for that day 
Their ministry of djeath were done. 

Some gazing on the drowsy sea. 

Lost in unconscious reverie ; 

And some, who seem’d but ill to brook 
That sluggish calm, with many a look 
To the slack sail impatient cast, 

As loose it flagg’d around the mast. 

Blest Alla ! who shall save her now 1 
There’s not in all that warrior-band 
One Arab sword, one turban’d brow 
From her own Faithful Moslem land. 

Their garb — ^the leathern belt® that wraps 
Each yellow vest^-— that rebel hue—^ 

The Tartar fleece upon tbeir caps* — 
yes— yes — ^her fears are all too true, 

And Heav’n hath, in this dreadful hour, 

Abandon’d her to Hafed’s power 

1 A precious stone of the Indies, called by the ancients Ce- 
raunium, because it was supposed to be found in places 
%vhere thunder had ftillen. Tertullian says it has a glitter- ■ 
ing appearance, as if there had been fire in it ; and the au- 
thor of the Dissertation in Harris’s Voyages supposes it to 
be the opal. 

2 D^Merbelot, Art. Agduani. 

3 “ The Guebres are known by a dark yellow colour, 
which the men affect in their clothes.”— TAeuenot. 

4 “ The Kolah, or cap, worn by the Persians, is made of 
the skin of the sheep of Tartary.”— 


Hafed, the Gheber ! — at the thought 
Her very heart’s blood chills within ; 

He, whom her soul was hourly taught 
To loathe, as some foul fiend of sin, 

Some minister, whom Hell had sent 
To spread its blast, where’er he went, 

And fling, as o’er our eartli he trod, 

His shadow heUvixt man and God I 
And she is now his captive — ^thrown 
In his fierce hands, ahve, alone ; 

His the infuriate band she sees. 

All infidels — all enemies ! 

What was the daring hope that then 
Cross’d her like lightning, as again. 

With boldness that despair had lent, 

She darted through that armed crowd 
A look so searching, so intent, 

That e’en the sternest warrior bow’d, 
Abash’d, when he her glances caught, 

As if he guess’d whose form they sought, 

But no — she sees him not — ’tis gone,— 

The vision, that before her shone 
Through all the maze of blood and storm, 

Is fled — ’twas but a phantom form — 

One of those passing, rainbow dreams, 

Half light, half shade, which Fancy’s beams 
Paint on the fleeting mists that roll 
In trance or slumber round the soul I 

But now the bark, with livelier bound, 

Scales the blue wave — ^the crew’s in motion— 
The oars are out, and with light sound 
Break the bright mirror of the ocean, 
Scattering its brilliant fragments round. 

And now she sees — ^with horror sees 
Their course is tow’rd that mountain hold, — 
Those towers, that malte her life-blood freeze, 
Where Mecca’s godless enemies 
Lie, likebeleaguer’dscorpions, roll’d 
In their last deadly, venomous fold ! 

Amid th’ illumin’d land and flood, 

Sunless that mighty mountain stood ; 

Save where, above its awful head, 

There shone a flaming cloud, blood-red, 

As ’twere the flag of destiny 

Hung out to mark where death would be ! 

Had her bewilder’d mind the power 
Of thought in this terrific hour, 

She well might marvel where or bow 
Man’s foot could scale that mountain’s brow , 
Since ne’er had Arab heard or known 
Of path but through the glen alone. 

But every thought was lost in fear, 

When, as their bounding bark drew near 
The craggy base, she felt the waves 
Hurry them tow’rd those dismal caves 
’ That from the Beep in windings pass 
Beneath that Mount’s volcanic mass : 

, And loud a voice on deck commaa^ds 
• To lower the mast and light the brands ! — 

' Instantly o’er the dashing tide 
Within a cavern’s mouth they glide, 

Gloomy as that etenial Porch, 

Through which departed spirits go 
Not e’en the flare of brand and torch 
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Its ffickeriBg liglit could further throw 
Than the thick flood that boil’d below. 

Silent they floated — as if each 
Sat breathless, and too aw’d for speech 
In that dark chasm, where even sound 
Seem’d dark, — so sullenly around 
The goblin echoes of the cave 
Mutter’d it o’er the long black wave, 

As ’twere some secret of the grave ! 

But soft^ — they pause — the current turns 
Beneath them from its onward track ; — 

Some mighty, unseen barrier spurns 
The vexed tide, all foaming, back, 

And scarce the oar’s redoubled force 
Gan stem the eddy’s whirling course ; 

W’hen, hark ! — ^some desperate foot has spnmg 
Among the rocks — the chain is flung — 

The oars are up— the grapple clings, 

And the toss’d bark in moorings swings. 

Just then a day-beam, tlirough the shade, 

Broke tremulous — ere the maid 
Can see from wlience the brightness steals, 

Upon her brow she shuddering feels 
A viewless hand, that promptly ties 
A bandage round her burning eyes ; 

While the rude litter where she lies, 

Uplifted by the warrior throng, 

O’er the steep rocks is borne along. 

Blest power of sunshine ! genial day, 

What balm, what life is in thy ray I 
To feel thee is such real bliss, 

That had the world no Joy but this, 

To sit in sunshine calm and sweet,— 

It were a world too exquisite 
For man to leave it for the gloom. 

The deep, cold shadow of the tomb I 
E’en Hinda, though she saw not where 
Or whither wound the perilous road, 

Yet knew by that awakening air. 

Which suddenly around her glow’d, 

That they had ris’n from darkness then, 

And breath’d the sunny world again ! 

But soon this balmy freshness fled : 

For now the steepy labyrinth led 
Through damp and gloom^ — ^*midi crash of boughs, 
And fall of loosen’d crags that rouse 
The leopard from his hungry sleep, 

Who, starting, thinks each crag a prey, 

And long is heard from steep to steep, 

Chasing them down their thundering way. 

The jackal’s cry — the distant moan 
Of the hyffina, fierce and lone ; — 

And that eternal, saddening sound 
Of torrents in the glen beneath, 

As ’twere the ever-dark Profound 
That rolls beneath the Bridge of Death ! 

All, allis fearful — e’en to see, 

To gaze on those terrific things 
She now but blindly hears, would be 
Relief to her imaginings ! 

Since never yet was shape so dread, 

But fancy, thus in darkness thrown, 

And by such sounds of horror fed, 

Could frame more dreadful of her own. 


i But does she dream ? has. Fear again 
; Perplex’d the workings of her, brain, 

: Or did a voice, all music, then 

Come from the gloom, low whispering near— • 

“Tremble not, love, thy Gheber ’s here I” 

She does not dream — all sense — all ear. 

She drinks the words, “Thy Gheber ’s here,” 

’Twas his own voice— she could not err— 
Throughout the breathing world’s extent 
There was but one such voice for her, 

So kind, so soft, so eloquent 1 
Oh ! sooner shall the rose of May 
Mistake her own sweet .nightingale,. 

And to some meaner nunstrel’s lay 
Open her bosom’s glowing veil,^ 

Tiian Love shall ever doubt a tone, 

A breath of the beloved one ! 

Though blest, ’mid ah her ills, to diink 
She has that one beloved near, 

Wliose smile, though met on min’s brink, 

Hath power to make e’en min dear, — 

Yet soon this gleam of rapture, crost 
By fears for him, is chill’d and lost. 

How shall the ruthless Hafed brook 
That one of Gheber blood should look, 

With aught but curses in his eye, 

On her — a maid of Aiiaby — 

A ?*Ioslem maid — the child of him, 

Whose bloody banner’s dire success 
Hath left their altars cold and dim, 

And their fiiir land a wilderness ! 

And, worse than all, that night of blood 
Which comes so ilist— oh \ who shall stay 
: The sword, that once hath tasted food 
Of Persian hearts, or turn its way ? 

WhdX arm shall then the victim cover, 

Or from her father sliield her lover ? 

“ Save him, my God !” she mly cries— 

“ Save him this night — and if thine eyes 
Have ever welcom’d with delight 
Tlie sinner’s tears, the sacrifice 
Of sinners’ hearts— guard him this night, 

And here, before thy throne, I swear 
From my heart’s inmost core to tear 
Love, hope, remembrance, though they b© 

Link’d with each quivering life-string there, 

And give it bleeding all to Thee I 
Let him but live, the burning tear, 

The sighs, so sinful, yet so dear, 

Which have been all too much his own. 

Shall from this hour be Heaven’s alone. 

Youth pass’d in penitence, and age 
In long and painful pilgrimage, 

Shall leave no traces of the flame 
That wastes me now — nor shall his name 
E’er bless my lips, but when I pray 
For his dear spirit, that away 
Casting from its angelic ray 
Th’ eclipse of earth, he too may shine 
Redeem’d, all glorious and all Thine I 
Think— thinli what victory to win 
One radiant soul lilie his from sin 

1 A frequent image among the oriental poets. “ Th® 
nightingales warbled their enchanting notes, and rent tho 
thin veils of the rose-bud and tjie roao ,” — Jami 
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One wandering star of virtue back 
To its own native, heaven-ward track ! 
Let him but live, and both are Thine, 
Together Thine — ^for, blest or crost, 
Living or dead, his doom is mine ; 

And if he perish, both are lost 1” 


The next evening Lalla Rookh was entreated 
by her ladies to continue the relation of her won- 
derful dream ; but the fearful interest that hung round 
the fate of Hinba and her lover had completely re- 
moved every trace of it fmm her mind ; — ^much to 
the disappointment of a fair seer or two in her train, 
who prided themselves on their skill in interpreting 
visions, and who had already remarked, as an un- 
lucky omen, that the Princess, on the very morning 
after the dream, had worn a silk dyed with the blos- 
soms of the sorrowful tree, Nilica. 

Fadladeen, whose wrath had more than once 
broken out during the recital of some parts of this 
most heterodox poem, seemed at length to have made 
up his mind to the infliction 5 and took his seat for 
the evening with all the patience of a martyr, wliile the 
Poet continued his profane and seditious story thus : — 

To tearless eyes and hearts at ease 
The leafy shores and sun-bright seas. 

That lay beneath that mountain’s height, 

Had been a fair, enchanting sight. 

’Twas one of those ambrosial eves 
A day of storm so often leaves 
At its calm setting — ’vvhen the West 
Opens her golden bowers of rest, 

And a moist radiance from the skies 
Shoots trembling down, as from the eyes 
Of some meek penitent, whose last. 

Bright hours atone for dark ones past, 

And whose sweet tears o’er wrong forgiven, 

Shine, as they fall, with light from heaven ! 

’Twas stillness all— the winds that late 
Had rush’d through Kerman’s almond groves, 
And shaken from her bowers of date 
That cooling feast the traveller loves, ^ 

Now, lull’d to lang t^, scarcely curl 
The Green Sea \’We, whose waters gleam 
Limpid, as if her mines of pearl 
Were melted all to form the stream. 

And her fair islets, small and bright, 

With their green shores reflected there, 

Look like those Peri isles of light, 

That hang by spell-work in the air. 

But vainly did those glories burst 
On Hinba’s dazzled eyes, when first 
The bandage from her brow was taken, 

And pale and aw’d as those w'ho waken 
In theii dark tombs — when, scowling near. 

The Searchers of the Grave^ appear,— 

She shuddering turn’d to read her fate 
In the fierce eyes that flash’d around ; 

1 “ In parts of Kerman, whatever dates are shaken from 
the trees by the wind they do not touch, but leave them for 
those who have not any, or for travellers.”— 

2 The two terrible angels, Monkir and Nakir ; who are 
called “the Searchers of the Grave” in the “Creed of the 
orthodox Mahometans’* given by Ockley, vol- ii. 


And saw those towers, all desolate, 

That o’er her head terrific frown’d, 

As if defying e’en the smile 
Of that soft heaven to gild their pile. 

In vain, with mingled hope and fear, 

She looks for him whose voice so dear 
Had come, like music, to her ear — 

Strange, mocking dream ! again ’tis fled. 

And oh ! the shoots, the pangs of dread 
That through her inmost bosom run, 

When voices from without proclaim 
”Hafed, the Chief!”' — and, one by one, 

The warriors shout that fearful name ! 

He comes — ^the rock resounds his tread— 

How shall she dare to lift her head, 

Or meet those eyes, whose scorching glare 
Not Yemen’s boldest sons can bear? 

In w'hose red beam, the Moslem tells, 

Such rank and deaifly lustre dwells, 

As in those hellish fires that light 
The mandrake’s charnel leaves at night P 
How shall she bear that voice’s tone, 

At whose loud battle-cry alone 
W’hole squadrons oft in panic ran, 

Scattered, like some vast caravan, 

When, stretch’d at evening, round the well, 

They hear the thirsting tiger’s yell ? 

Breathless she stands, wflth eyes cast down, 
Shrinking beneath the fiery frown, 

Which, fancy tells her, from that brow 
Is flasWng o’er her fiercely now ; 

And shuddering, as she hears the tread 
Of his retiring warrior band. — 

Never was pause so full of dread ; 

Till Hafeb with a trembling hand 
Took hers, and, leaning o’er her, said, 

“ Hinba !”— that word was all he spoke, 

And ’twas enough — the shriek that broke 
From her full bosom told the rest.— 

Panting with terror, joy, surprise. 

The maid but lifts her wondering eyes 
To hide them on her Gheber’s breast ! 

’Tis he, ’tis he — ^the man of blood, 

The fellest of the fire-fiends brood, 

Hafeb, the demon of the fight, 

Whose voice unnerves, whose glances blight, — - 
Is her own loved Gheber, mild 
And glorious as when first he smil’d 
In her lone tower, and left such beams 
Of his pure eye to light her dreams, 

That she believ’d her bower had given 
Rest to some wanderer from heaven ! 

Moments there are, and this was one, 

Snatch’d like a minute’s gleam of sun 
Amid the black Simoom’s eclipse — 

Or like those verdant spots that bloom 
Around the crater’s burning lips, 

Sweetening the very edge of doom ! 

The past— the future— all that Fate 
Can bring of dark or desperate 
Around such hours, but makes them cast 
Intenser radiance while they last ! 

1 “ The Arabians call the mandrake ‘ the Devil’s candle, 
on account of its shining appeararce in the night.”— 
ardson. 
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E’en he, this jronth— though dimm’d and gone 
Each star of Hope that cheer’d liim on — 

His glories lost — his cause betray’d — 

Iean, his dear-ioved country, made 
A land of carciises and slaves, 

One dreary waste of chains and graves ! 
Himself but lingering, dead at heart, 

To see the last, long-struggling breath 
Of Liberty’s great soul depart, 

Then lay him down, and share her death — 
E’en he, so sunk In wretchedness, 

With doom still darker gathering o’er him, 
Yet, in this moment’s pure caress. 

In the mild eyes that shone before him, 
Beaming that blest assurance, worth 
AH other transports known on earth, 

That he was lov’d — well, warmly lov’d — 

Oh I in this precious hour he prov’d , 

How deep, how thorough-felt the glow 
Of rapture, kindling out of woe ; — 

How exquisite one single drop 
Of bliss, thus sparkling to the top 
Of misery’s cup — how keenly quaff’d, 
Though death must follow on the draught I 

She too, wliile gazing on those eyes 
That sink into her soul so deep, 

Forgets all fears, all miseries. 

Or feels them like the wretch in sleep, 
Whom Fancy cheats into a smile. 

Who dreams of joy, and sobs the while ! 

Tlie mighty ruins where they stood, 

Upon the mount’s high, rocky verge, 

Lay open tow’rds the ocean flood, 

Where lightly o’er th’ illumin’d surge 
Many a fair bark, that, all the day, 

Had lurk’d in sheltering creek or bay, 

Now bounded on and gave their sails, 

Yet dripping, to the evening gales ; 

Like eagles, when the storm is done, 
Spreading their wet wings in the sun. 

The beauteous clouds, though daylight’s Star 
Had sunk behind the hills of Lar, 

Were still with lingering glories bright, — 

As if to grace the gorgeous West, 

The Spirit of departing Light 
That eve had left its sunny vest 

Behind him, ere he wing’d his flight. 
Never was scene so form’d for level 
Beneath them waves of crystal move 
In silent swell — ^Heav’n glows above, 

And their pure hearts, to transport given. 
Swell like the wave, and glow like heav’n. 

But ah ! too soon that dream is past — 
Again, again her fear returns ; — 

Night, dreadful night, is gathering fast, 

More faintly the horizon burns, 

And every rosy tint that lay 
On the smooth sea hath died away. 

Hastily to the darkening skies 
A glance she casts — ^then wildly cries 
“ At night, he said — and, look, ’tis near — 
Fly, fly — if yet thou lov’st me, fly— - 
Soon will his murderous band he here, 

And I shall see thee bleed and die,— ^ 


Hush ! — heard’st thou not the tramp of men 
Sounding from yonder feai-ful glen 1 — 
Perhaps e’en now they climb the wood— 
Fly, fly — ^though still the West is bright, 
He’ll come — oh ! yes — ^lie wants thy blood — 
I know Mm— he’ll not wmit for night i” 

In terrors e’en to agony 
She clings around the wondering Chief;— 
“ Alas, poor wilder’d maid ! to me 
Thou ow’st this raving trance of grief. 
Lost as I am, nought ever grew 
Beneath my shade but perish’d too — 

My doom is like the Dead Sea air, 

And nothing lives that enters there ! 

Why were our barks together driven 
Beneath this morning’s furious heaven ? 
Why, when I saw the prize that chance 
Had thrown into my desperate arms, — 
When, casting but a single glance 
Upon thy pale and prostrate charms, 

I vow’d (though watching viewdess o’er 
Thy safety through that hour’s alarms) 

To meet th’ unmanning sight no more — 
Why have I broke that heart- wrung vow t 
Why weakly, madly met thee now ? — 

Start not — that noise is but the shock 
Of torrents through yon valley hurl’d — 

I Dread nothing here — upon tMs rock 
We stand above the jarring world, 

Alike beyond its hope — its dread — 

In gloomy safety, like the Dead ! 

Or, could e’en earth and hell unite 
In league to storm this sacred height, 

Fear notMng thou — myself, to-night, 

And each o’erlooking star that dwells 
Near God, will be thy sentinels ; 

And, ere to-morrow’s dawn shall glow, 

Back to thy sire 

“ To-morrow !— no — ’ 
The maiden scream’d — thou’lt never see 
To-morrow’s sun — death, death will be 
The night-cry through each reeking tower, 
Unless we fly, ay, fly this hour ! 

Thou art betray’d— some wretch who knew 
That dreadful glen’s mysterious clew— 

Nay, doubt not — by yon stars true — ■ 

Hath sold thee to my vengefursire ; 

This morning, with that smile so dire 
He wears in joy, he told me all, 

And stamp’d in triumph through our hall 
As though thy heart already beat 
Its last life-throb beneath his feet ! 

Good heav’n, how little dream’d I then 
liis victim was my own lov’d youth! — 
Fly — send— let some one watch the glen— 
By ail my hopes of heaven ’tis truth !” 

Oh ! colder than the wind that freezes 
Founts, that but now in sunshine play’d® 

Is that congealing pang wliich seizes 
Tlie trusting bosom, when betray’d. 

He felt it— deeply felt — and stood, 

As if the tale had froz’n his blood, 

So amaz’d and motionless was he ; — 
like one whom sudden spells enchant, 

Or some mute, marble habitant 
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Of the still halls of Ishmonie 
But soon the painful chill was o’er, 

And his great soul, herself once more, 

Look’d from his brow in all the rays 
Of her best, happiest, grandest days ! 

Never, in moment most elate, 

Did that high spirit loftier rise ; — 

While bright, serene, determinate, 

His looks aie lifted to the skies, 

As if the signal lights of Fate 
Were shining in those awful eyes ! 

’Tis come~his hour of martyrdom 
In Iran’s sacred cause is come; 

And though his life hath pass’d away 
Like lightning on a stormy day. 

Yet shall his death-hour leave a track 
Of glory, permanent and bright, 

To which the brave of aftertimes. 

The suffering brave shall long look back 
With proud regret, — and by its light 
Watch through the hours of slavery’s night 
For vengeance on th’ oppressor’s crimes ! 

This rock, his monument aloft, 

Shall speak the tale to many an age ; 

And hither bards and heroes oft 
Shall come in secret pilgrimage, 

And bring their warrior sons, and tell 
The wondering boys where Hafed fell, 

And swear them on those lone remains 
Of their lost country’s ancient fanes, 

Never — while breath of life shall live 
Within them—never to forgive 
Th’ accursed race, whose ruthless chain 
Hath left on Iran’s neck a stain, 

Blood, blood alone can cleanse again ! 

Such are the swelling thoughts that now 
Enthrone themselves on Hafed’s brow : 

And ne’er did Saint of Issa^ gaze 
On the red wreath, for martyrs t%vin’d, 

More proudly than the youth surveys 
That pile, which through the gloom behind, 

Half lighted by the altar’s fire, 

Glimmers, — ^his destin’d funeral pyre ! 

Heap’d by his own, his comrade’s hands, 

Of every wood pf odorous breath, 

There, by the Fire-god’s shrine it stands, 

Ready to fold in radiant death 
The few still left of those who swore 
To perish there, when hope was o’er — 

The few, to whom that couch of flame, 

Wiiich rescues them from bonds and shame, 

Is sweet and welcome as the bed 
For their own infant Prophet spread, 

When pitying Heav’n to roses turn’d 
The death-flames that beneath him burn’d F 

With watchfulness the maid attends 
His rapid glance, where’er it bends — 

1 For an account of Ishmonie, the petrified city in Upper 
Egypt, where it is said there are many statues of men, 
women, etc. to be seen to this day, see Perry's View of the 
Levant. 

3 Jesus. 

3 “ The Ghebers say, that when Abraham, their great 
Prophet, was thrown into the fire by order of Nimrod, the 
flame turned instantly into a bed of roses, where the child 
iweetly reposed.” — Tavernier. 


Why shoots his eyes such awTul beams? 

What plans he now ? what thinks or dreams ? 
Alas ! why stands he musing here, 

When every moment teams with fear ? 

“ Hafed, my own beloved lord,” 

She kneeling cries — “ first, last ador’d ! 

If in that soul thou’st ever felt 
Half what thy lips impassion’d swore, 

Here, on my knees, that never knelt 
To any but their God before, 

I pray thee, as thou lov’st me, fly — 

Now, now — ere yet their blades are nigh. 

Oh haste — ^the bark that bore me hither 
Can waft us o’er yon darkening sea 
East — ^west — alas, I care not whither, 

So thou art safe, and I with thee ! 

Go where we will, this hand in thine, 

Those eyes before me smiling thus. 

Through good and ill, through storm and shine 
The world ’s a world of love for us ! 

On some calm, blessed shore we’ll dwell, 
Where ’tis no crime to love too well ; — 
Where thus to worship tenderly 
An erring child of light like thee 
Will not be sin — or, if it be, 

Where we may weep our faults away, 
Together kneeling, night and day, 

Thou, for my sake, at Alla’s shrine, 

And I — at any God’s for thine !” 

Wildly those passionate words she spoke — 
Then hung her head, and wept for shame 
Sobbing, as if a heart-string broke 
With every deep-heav’d sob that came. 
While he, young, warm— oh 1 wonder not 
If, for a moment, pride and fame, 

His oath — his cause — that shrine of flame, 

And Iran’s self are all forgot 
For her whom at his feet he sees, 

Kneeling in speechless agonies. 

No, blame him not, if Hope awhile 
Dawn’d in his soul, and threw her smile 
O’er hours to come — o’er days and nights 
Wing’d with those precious, pure delights 
Which she, who bends all beauteous there, 
Was bom to kindle and to share ! 

A tear or two, which, as he bow’d 
To raise the suppliant, trembling stole, 

First warn’d him of this dangerous cloud 
Of softness passing o’er his soul. 

Staiting, he brush’d the drops away, 

Unworthy o’er that cheek to stray ; — 

Like one who, o ii the morn of fight, 

Shakes from his sword the dews of night, 
That had but dimm’d, not stain’d its light. 

Yet, though subdued th’ unnerving thrill, 

Its wannth, its weakness linger’d still 
So touching in each look and tone, 

That the fond, fearing, hoping maid 
Half counted on the flight she pray’d, 

Half thought the hero’s soul was grown 
As soft, as yielding as her own ; 

And smil’d and bless’d him, while he said,— 

« Yes — ^if there be some happier sphere, 

Where fadeless truth like ours is dear— 
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If there' be any land of rest 
For those wlio love and ne’er forget, 

Oh ! comfort thee— for safe and blest 
We’ii meet in that calm region yet 1” 

Scarce had she time to ask her heart 
If good or ill these words impart, 

When the roas’d youth impatient dew 
To the tower-wall, where, high in view, 

A ponderous sea-horn^ hung, and. blew 
A signal, deep and dread as those 
The stonn-fiend at his rising blow’s. — 

Full w^ell his Chieftains, sw’orn and true 
Tiirough life and death, that signal knew ; 

For ’twas th’ appointed W’aming-blast, 

Th’ alarm to tell when hope w’as past, 

And the tremendous death-die cast 1 
And there, upon the mouldering tow’er, 

Hath hung this sea-hom many an hour, 

Ready to sound o’er land and sea 
That dirge-note of t he brave and free 
They came — ^his Chieftains at the call 
Came slowdy round, and with them ail — 

Alas, how’ few’ ! — the worn remains 
Of those wAo late o’er Kerman’s plains 
Went gaily prancing to the clash 
Of Moorish zel and tymbalon, 

Catching new hope from every fiasK- 
Of their long lances in the sun — 

And, as their coursers charg’d the wind, 

And the wide ox-tails stream’d behind,^ 

Looking, as if the steeds they rode 
Were wing’d, and every Chief a God ! 

How fali’n, how alter’d now ! how wan 
Each scarr’d and faded visage shone, 

As round the burning shrine they came 
How deadly was the glare it cast, 

As mute they paus’d before the flame 
To light their torches as they pass’d I 
’Tw’as silence all— the youth had plann’d 
The duties of his soldier-band; 

And each determin’d brow declares 
His faithful Chieftains well know theirs. 

But minutes speed — night gems the skies— 

And oh how soon, ye blessed eyes, 

That look from heaven, ye may behold 
Sights that will turn your star-fires cold ! 

Breathless with awe, impatience, hope, 

The maiden sees the veteran group 
Her litter silently prepare, 

And lay it at her trembling feet 
And now the youth, widi gentle care, 

Hath plac’d her in the shelter’d seat, 

And press’d her hand — ^that lingering press 
Of hands, that for the last time sever ; 

Of hearts, wfeose pulse of happiness, 

When that hold breaks, is dead for ever* 

And yet to her tliis sad caress j 

Gives hope— so fondly hope can err ! i 

The shell called Siiankos, common to India, Africa, 
and the Mediterranean, and still used in many parts as Uj 
trumpet for blowing alarms or giving signals : it sends forth a ! 
deej) and hollow sound.”— P<s7ma7ii. | 

2 “The finest ornament for the horses is made of six large! 
flying tassels of long whits hair, taken out of the tails of wHd ■ 
oxen, that are to be found in some places of tlie Indies.”— | 
ThevesioU j 


’Twas joy, she thought, joy’s mute excess— 

Their happy flight’s dear harbinger ; 

’Twas waimth — assurance — tenderness — 

’Twas any thing but leaving her. 

“ Haste, haste !” she cried “the clouds grow dark. 
But still, ere night, we’ll reach the bark ; 

And, by to-morrow’s dawn — oh bliss ! 

Wutli thee upon the sun-bright deep, 

Far off, ril but remember tliis, * 

As some dark vanish’d dream of sleep ! 

And thou ” but ah ! — ^he answ'ers not — 

Good Heav’n ! — and does she go alone ? 

She now has reach’d that dismal spot, 

Wliere, some hours since, his voice’s tone 
Had come to soothe her fears and ills, 

Sweet as the Angel Israfil’s,^ 

When every leaf on Eden’s tree 
Is trembling to his minstrelsy — 

Yet now — oh now, he is not nigh — 

“ ILiFED ! my Hafed ’ — if it be 
Tliy will, tliy doom this night to die, 

Let me but stay to die with thee, 

And I will bless thy loved name, 

’Till the last life-breath leave this frame. 

Oil ! let our lips, our cheeks be laid 
But near each other while they fade ; 

Let us but mix our parting breaths, 

And i can die ten thoiisaiid deaths I 
You too, who hurry me away 
So cruelly, one moment stay — 

Oh I stay— one moment is not much ; 

He yet may come — for him I pray— 

Hafeb ! dear ILifed !” — Ail the way 
In W’’ild lamentmgs, that would touch 
A heart of stone, she sluiek’d his name 
To the dark woods — no Hafed came : — 

No — ^hapless pair — ^you’ve look’d your last ; 

Your hearts should both have broken then : 
Tlie dream is o’er — ^your doom is cast — 

You’ll never meet on earth again! 

Alas for Mm, who hears her ciies ! — ^ 

Still half-way down the steep he stands. 
Watching with fix’d and feverish eyes 
The glimmer of those burning brands, 

That down the rocks, with mournful ray^ 
light all he loves on earth away I 
Hopeless as they who, far at sea, 

By the cold moon have just consign’d 
The corse of one, lov’d tenderly, 

To the bleak flood they leave behind ; 

And on the deck still lingering stay, 

And long look back, with sad delay, 

To watch the moonlight on the wave, 

Tiiat ripples o’er that cheerless grave. 

But see — ^Iie starts — ^what heard he then ? 

That dreadful shout !— across the glen 
From the land side it comes, and loud 
Rings through the chasm ; as if the crowd 
Of fearful things^ that haunt that dell, 

Its Gholes and Dives and shapes of hell 
Had aU in one di’ead howl broke out, 

So loud, so terrible that shout ! 

1 “ The Angel Israfil, who has the most melodiou* 
of all God’s creatures.” — Sals, 
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They come— the Moslems come ’.’’—he cries, 
His proud soul mounting to his eyes — 

*‘Now, Spirits of the Brave, who roam 
Enfranchis’d through yon starry dome, 

Rejoice— for souls of kindred fire 
Are on the wing to join your choir !” 

He said — and, light as bridegrooms bound 
To their young loves, reclimb’d the steep 
And gain’d the slirine — his Chiefs stood round — 
Their swords, as with instinctive leap, 
Together, at that cry accurst. 

Had from their sheaths, like sunbeams, burst. 

And hark ’—again— again it rings ; 

Near and more near its echoings 

Peal through the chasm — oh ! who that then 

Had seen those listening warrior-men. 

With their swords grasp’d, their eyes of flame 
Turn’d on their Chief — could doubt the shame, 
Th’ indignant shame with which they thrill 
To hear those shouts and yet stand still ? 

He read their thoughts — they were his own^ 

“ What ! while our arms can wield these blades, 
Shall we die tamely ? die alone ? 

Without one victim to our shades. 

One Moslem heart where, buried deep. 

The sabre from its toil may sleep ? 

No— God of Iran’s burning skies ! 

Thou scorn’ St th’ inglorious sacrifice. 

No — though of all earth’s hope bereft. 

Life, swords, and vengeance still are left. 

We’ll make yon valley’s reeking caves 
Live in the awe-struck minds of men, 

’Till tyrants shudder, when their slaves 
Tell of the Gheber’s bloody glen. 

Follow, brave hearts ! — this pile remains 
Our refuge still from life and chains , 

But his the best, the holiest bed. 

Who sinks entomb’d in Moslem dead !” 

Down the precipitous rocks they sprung, 

While vigour, more than human, strung 
Each arm and heart. — ^Th’ exulting foe 
Still tlirough the dark defiles below, 

Track’d by his torches’ lurid fire, 

Wound slow, as through Golconda’s vale^ 

The mighty serpent, in his ire, 

Glides on with glittering, deadly trail. 

No torch the Ghebers need — so well 
They know each mystery of the dell, 

So oft have, in their wanderings, 

Cross’d the wild race that round them dwell, 

The very tigers from their delves 
Look out, and let them pass, as things 
Untam’d and fearless as themselves ! 

There was a deep ravine, that lay 
Yet darkling in the Moslem’s way ; — 

Fit spot to make invaders rue 
The many fall’n before the few. 

The torrents from that morning’s sky 
Had fill’d the narrow chasm breast-higli, 

And, on each side, aloft and wild, 

Huge cliffs and toppling crags were pil’d, 

The guards, with which young Freedom lines 
The pathways to her mountain shrines. 
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Here, at this pass, the scanty band 
Of Iran’s last avengers stand — 

Here wait, in silence like the dead, 

And listen for the Moslem’s tread 
So anxiously, the carrion-bird 
Above them flaps his wings unheard i 

They come — ^that plunge into the water 
Gives signal for the work of slaughter. 

Now, Ghebers, now — if ere your blades 
Had point or prowess, prove them now— 

Woe to the file that foremost wades ! 

They come — a falchion greets each brow, 

And, as they tumble, trunk on trunk, 

Beneath the gory waters sunk, 

Still o’er their drowning bodies press 
New victims quick and numberless ; 

Till scarce an arm in Hafed’s band, 

So fierce their toil, hath power to stir, 

But listless from each crimson hand 
The sword hangs, clogg’d with massacre. 

Never w’as horde of tyrants met 
With bloodier welcome — never yet 
To patriot vengeance hath the sword 
More terrible libations pour’d ! 

All up the dreary, long ravine, 

By the red, murky glimmer seen 
Of half-quench’d brands,, that o’er the flotd 
Lie scatter’d round and burn in blood, 

What ruin glares ! what carnage swims I 
Heads, blazing turbans, quivering limbs. 

Lost swords that, dropp’d from many a hand, 

In that thick pool of slaughter stand 
Wretches who wading, half on fire 
From the toss’d brands that round them fly, 
’Twixt flood and flame in shrieks expire : 

And some who, grasp’d by those that die, 

Sink woundless with them, smother’d o’er 
In their dead brethren’s gushing gore ! 

But vainly hundreds, thousands bleed, 

StiU hundreds, thousands more succeed 
Countless as tow’rds some flame at night 
The North’s dark insects wing their flight, 

And quench or perish in its light, 

To this terrific spot they pour — 

Till, bridg’d with Moslem bodies o’er. 

It bears aloft their slippery tread, 

And o’er the dying and the dead, 

Tremendous causeway ! on they pass. — 

Then, hapless Ghebers, then, alas, 

Wliat hope was left for you 7 for you, 

Whose yet warm pile of sacrifice 
Is smoking in their vengeful eyes— 

Whose swords how keen, how fierce they knew, 
And burn with shame to find how lew. 

Crush’d down by that vast multitude, 

Some found their graves w’here first they stood ; 
While some with hardier struggle died. 

And stiU fought on by Hafed’s side, 

Who, fronting to the foe, trod back 
Tow’rds the high towers his gory track ; 

And, as a lion, swept away 

By sudden swell of Jordan’s pride* 
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1 “ In this thicket, upon the banks of the Jordan, severa. 


1 See Hoole upon the Story of Sinbad. 
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From tlie wild coYert where he lay, 

Long battles mth the o’erwhelming tide, 

So fought he back with fierce delay, 

And kept both foes and fate at bay. 

But whither now ? their track is lost, 

Their prey escap’d — guide, torches gone — 

By torrent-beds and labyrinths crost, 

Tlie scatter’d crowd rush blindly on — 

“ Curse on those tardy lights that wind,” 

They panting cry, “so far behind — 

Oh for a bloodhound’s precious scent. 

To track the way the Gheber went I” 

Tain wish — confhsedly along 
They rush, more desperate as more wrong : 

Till, wHder’d by the far-off lights. 

Yet glittering up those gloomy heights. 

Their footing, maz’d and lost, they miss, 

And down the darkling precipice 
Are dash’d into the deep abyss : 

Or midway hang, impal’d on rocks, 

A banquet, yet alive, for flocks 
Of ravening vultures — ^tvhile the dell 
Re-echoes with each horrid yell. 

Those sounds — the last, to vengeance dear, 

That e’er shall ring in Hafed’s ear, — 

Now reach him, as aloft, alone, 

Tpon the steep way breathless thrown. 

He lay beside his reeking blade, 

Resign’d, as if life’s task were o’er. 

Its last blood-offering amply paid. 

And Iran’s self could claim no more. 

One only thought, one lingering beam 
Now broke across liis dizzy dream. 

Of pain and weariness — ’twas she 
His heart’s pure planet, shining yet 
Above the w’aste of memory, 

When all life’s other lights were set. 

And never to his mind before 
Her image such enchantment wore. 

It seem’d as if each thought that stain’d, 

’ Each fear that chiE’d their loves w'as past, 

And not one cloud of earth remain’d 
Between him and her glory cast ; — 

As if to charms, before so bright. 

New grace from other worlds was given, 

And his soul saw her by the light 
Now breaking o’er itself from heaven ! 

A voice spoke near him — ^’twas the tone 
Of a lov’d friend, the only one 
Of all his warriors left with life 
From that short night’s tremendous strife. — 

“And must w’e then, my Chief, die here ? — 

Foes round us, and the Shrine so near?” 

These words have rous’d the last remains 
Of life within him — “ what ! not yet 
Beyond the reach of Moslem chains ?” — 

The thought could make e’en Death forget 
His icy bondage — with a bound 
He springs, all bleeding, from the ground, 

sorts of wild beasts arc wont to harbour themselves, whose 
heing^ washed out of the covert by the overflowings of the 
river, gave occasion to that allusion of Jeremiah, he shall 
come up like a lion from, the sioeUinff of Jordetn,^'' — Matrn- 
drelVs Aleppo, 


And grasps his comrade’s am, now grown 
E’en feebler, heavier than his own, 

And faintly up the pathway leads, 

Death gaining on each step he treads. 

Speed them, thou God, who heard’ st their vow ’ 
They mount — they bleed — oh save them now- 
The crags are red they’ve clamber’d o’er, 

The rock-weeds dripping with their gore — ■ 

Tliy blade too, Hafed, false at length, 

Now breaks beneath thy tottering strength — 
Haste, haste— the voices of the foe 
Come near and nearer from below — 

One effort more — thank Heav’n ! ’tis past, 
They’ve gain’d the topmost steep at last. 

And now they touch the temple’s walls, 

Now Hafed sees the Fire divine — 

When, lo ! — ^his weak, worn comrade falls 
Dead on the threshold of the Shrine. 

“ Alas, brave soul, too quickly fled ! 

I And must I leave thee withering here, 
i The sport of every ruffian’s tread, 

The mark for every coward’s spear ? 

No, by yon altar’s sacred beams I” 

He cries, and -with a strength that seems 
Not of this world, uplifts the frame 
Of the fali’n Chief, and tow’rds the flame 
Bears him along ; — with death-damp hand 
The corpse upon the pyre he lays, 

Then lights the consecrated brand, 

And fires the pile, whose sudden blaze. 

Like lightning bursts o’er Oman’s Sea.— 
“Now, Freedom’s God ! I come to Thee,’'* 
The youth exclaims, and with a smile 
Of triumph vaulting on the pEe, 

In that last efibrt, ere the fires 

Have harm’d one glorious Emb, expires I 

What shriek was that on Oman’s tide ? 

It came from yonder drifting bark, 

Tliat just has caught upon her side 
The death-light — and again is dark. 

It is the boat — ah, why delay’d ? — 

That bears the wretched Bloslem maid 
Confided to the watchful card 

Of a small veteran band, with whom 
Tlieir generous Chieftain would not share 
'I'he secret of his final doom ; 

But hop’d when Hinda, safe and free, 

Was render’d to her father’s eyes, 

Tireir pardon, full and prompt, would be 
The ransom of so dear a prize. 

Unconscious, thus, of Hafed’s fate, 

And proud to guard their beauteous freight, 
Scarce had they clear’d the surfy waves 
Tliat foam around those fiightful caves, 

WTien the curst war-whoops, knowm so well, 
Come echoing from the distant del — 

Sudden each oar, upheld and stiE, 

Hung dripping o’er the vessel’s side 
And, driving at the current’s wiE, 

They rock’d along the wliispering tide, 
While every eye, in mute dismay. 

Was tow’rd that fatal mountain turn’d. 
Where the dim altar’s quivering ray 
As yet alllone and tranquil burn’d 
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Oh ! 'tis not, Hinda, in the power 
Of Fancy’s most terrific touch, 

To paint thy pangs in that dread hour— 

Thy silent agony — ’twas such 
As those who feel could paint too well, 

But none e’er felt and liv’d to tell 1 
’Twas not alone the dreary state 
Of a lorn spirit, crush’d by fate, 

When, though no more remains to dread, 

The panic cMU will not depart ; — 

When, though the inmate Hope be dead, 

Her ghost still haunts the mouldering heart. 
No — ^pleasures, hopes, affections gone. 

The wretch may bear, and yet live on. 

Like things within the cold rock found 
Alive, when all ’s congeal’d around. 

But there ’s a blank repose in this, 

A calm stagnation, that were bliss 
To the keen, burning, harrowing pain, 

Now felt through all thy breast and brain — 
That spasm of terror, mute, intense, 

That breathless, agoniz’d suspense, 

From whose hot throb, whose deadly aching 
The heart hath no relief but brealdng ! 

Calm is the wave— heav’n’s brilliant lights 
Reflected dance beneath the prow 
Time was when, on such lovely nights, 

She who is there, so desolate now, 

Could sit all cheerful, though alone. 

And ask no happier joy than seeing 
That star-light o’er the waters thrown — 

No joy but that to make her blest, 

And the fresh, buoyant sense of Being 
That bounds in youth’s yet careless breast — 
Itself a star, not borrowing light, 

But in its own glad essence bright. 

How different now !— but, hark, again 
The yell of havoc rings— brave men ! 

[n vain, with beating hearts, ye stand 
On the bark’s edge— in vain each hand 
Half draws the falchion from its sheath ; 

All’s o’er — in rust your blades may lie : 

He, at whose word they’ve scatter’d death, 
E’en now, this night, himself must die ! 
Well may ye look to yon dim tow^er. 

And ask, and wondering guess what means 
The battle-cry at this dead hour — 

Ah ! she could tell you— she, who leans 
Unheeded there, pale, sunk, aghast, 

With brow against the dew-cold mast — 

Too well she knows — ^her more than life, 
tier soul’s first idol and its last, 

Lies bleeding in that murderous strife. 

But see— what moves upon the height ? 

Some signal !— tis a torch’s light. 

What bodes its splitary glare ? 
ifn gasping silence tow’rd tlie shrine 
All eyes are turn’d— thine, Hinda, thine 
Fix their last failing life-beam there. 

'Twas but a moment— fierce and high 
The death-pile blaz’ d into the sky, 

And far away o’er rock and flood 
Its melancholy radiance sent ; 

While Hafed, like a vision, stood 
Reveard before the burning pyre, 


Tall, shadowy, like a Spirit of Fire 
Shrin’d in its own grand element ! ;■ 

“ ’Tis he !”— the shuddering maid exclaims,— 

But, while she speaks, he ’s seen no more ; 

High burst in air the funeral flames, | 

And Iran’s hopes and hers are o’er ! | 

One wild, heart-broken shriek she gave— r] 

Then sprung, as if to reach the blaze, h 

•Where still she fix’d her dying gaze, 

And, gazing, sunk into the wave, — [| 

Deep, deep, — ^where never care or pain J 

Shall reach her imiocent heart again ! i 


Farewell — ^farewell to thee, Araby’s daughter I | 

(Tims warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea *.) I 

No pearl ever lay, under Oman’s green water, f 

More pure in its shell than thy spirit in thee. [ 

Oh ! fair as the sea-flower close to thee growing, * 

How light was thy heart ’till Love’s witchery came, 
like the wind of the souths o’ era summer lute blowing, 

And hush’d ail its music and wither’d its frame ! 

But long, upon Araby’s green sunny highlands, 

Shall maids and their lovers remember the doom 
Of her, who lies sleeping among the Pearl Islands, 

With nought but the sea-star‘s to light up her tomb. 

And still, when the merry date-season is burning, 

And calls to the palm-groves the young and the old,® 

The happiest there, from their pastime returning, 

At sunset, will weep when thy story is told. 

The young village maid, when with flowers she 
dresses 

Her dark flowing hair for some festival day, 

Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses, | 

She mournfully turns from the mirror away. j 

Nor shall Iran, belov’d of her Hero ! forget thee, — | 

Though tyrants watch over her tears as they start, I 
Close, close by the side of that Hero she’ll set thee, | 

Embalm’d in the innermost shrine of her heart. | 

Farewell— be it ours to embellish thy pillow I 

With every thing beauteous that grows in the deep; ; 
Each flower of the rock and each gem of the billow ^ 

Shall sweeten thy bed and illumine thy sleep. ; 

Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber 

That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept f sj 

With many a shell, in whose hollow-wreath’ d chamber 1 

We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept. | 

We’ll dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling, { 

And plant all the rosiest stems at thy head ; I 


1 “ This wind (the Samoor) so sotlens the strings of lutes, 
that they can never be tuned whib it lasts.”— 

Persia. 

2 “ One of the greatest curiositfes found in the Persian 

Gulf is a fish which the English call Star-fish. It is circu- 
lar, and at night very luminous, resembling the full moon 
surrounded by rays.”— JfiVm Tabs. 

3 For a description of the merriment of the date-time, of 
their work, their dances, and their return home from the 
palm-groves at the end of autumn with the fruits, see 
Kempfer^ MriKsniiat^ Exot. 

j 4 Some naturalists have imagined that amber is a concrer 
1 tion of the tears of birds.— See Trewuxy Chambers 
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Well seek where the sands of the Caspian* are 
. sparkling, 

And, gather their gold to strew over thy bed. 

Farewell — farewell — until Pity’s sw'eet fountain 
Is lost in the hearts of the fair and the brave, 
Tlieyli weep for the Chieftain who died on that 
momitain, 

They’ll weep for the Malden who sleeps in this wave. 


The singular placidity wath which Fadladeen 
had listened, during the latter part of this obnoxious 
story, surprised the Princess and Feramohz exceed- 
ingly ; and even inclined towards him the hearts of 
these unsuspicious young persons, who little knew 
the source of a complacency so marvellous. The 
truth was, he had been organizing, for the last few 
days, a most notable plan of persecution against the 
jjoet, in consequence of some passages that had fal- 
len from him on the second evening of recital, which 
appeared to this worthy Chamberlain to contain lan- 
guage and principles, for which nothing short of tlie 
sunirnary criticism of the Chabuk- would be advisa- 
ble. It was his intention, therefore, immediately on 
their arrival at Cashmere, to give information to the 
king of Bucharia of the very dangerous sentiments 
of his minstrel ; and if, unfortunately, that monarch 
did not act with suitable vigour on the occasion, (that 
is, if he did not give the Chabuk to Feuamorz, and 
a place to Fadladeen,) there would be an end, he 
feared, of all legitimate government in Bucharia. He 
could not iielp, however, auguring better both for 
himself and the cause of potentates in general; and 
it was the pleasure arising from tliese mingled antici- 
pations that diffused such unusual satisfaction through 
his features, and made his eyes shine out, like poppies 
of the desert, over the wide and lifeless wilderness 
of that countenance. 

Having decided upon the Poet’s chastisement in 
this manner, he thought it but humanity to spare him 
the minor tortures of criticism. Accordingly, when 
they assembled next evening in tlie pavrilion, and 
Ealla Rookh expected to see all the beauties of her 
bard melt away, one by one, in the acidity of criti- 
cism, like pearls in the cup of the Egyptian Queen — 
he agreeably disappointed her by merely saying, with 
nn ironical smile, that the merits of such a poem de- 
served to be tried at a, much higlier tribunal ; anti then 
suddenly passing off into a panegyric upon ail Mus- 
sulman sovereigns, more paiticularly iiis august and 
imperial master, Aurungzebe — the wisest and best of 
the descendants of Timur — who, among other great 
things he had done for mankind, had given to him, 
Fadeadeex, the very prolitable posts of Betel-car- 
rier and Taster of Sherbets to the Emperor, Chief 
Xfoider of the Girdle of Beautiful Forms,^ and Grand 
Nazir, or Chamberlam of the Haram. 

They were now not fir from that forbidden ri- 

1 “The bay of Kieselarke, which is otherwise called tlie 
Golden Bay, the sand whereof shines as fire.”— -5£r«y. 

2 u The applicaiioii of whips or rods.” — Dubois. 

3 Kempfer mentions such an officer among the attendants 
of the King of Persia, and calls him, “ formte corporis esti- 
mator.” His business was, at stated periods, to measure 
the ladies of the Haratn by a sort of reguiation girdle, whose 


ver,’ beyond which no pure Hindoo can pass ; and 
were reposing for a time in the rich valley of Hussun 
Abdaiil, which had always been a favourite resting- 
place of the emperors in their annual migrations to 
Cashmere. Here often had the Light of the Faith, 
Jehanguire, wandered with his beloved and beautiful 
Nourmahal , and here would Lalla Rookh have 
been happy to remain for ever, giving up the throne 
of Bucharia and the world, for Feramorz and love 
in this sweet lonely valley. The time was now fast 
approaching when she must see him no longer— or 
see him with eyes whose every look balonged to 
another; and there was a melancholy preciousness in 
.these last moments, which made her heart cling to 
I them as it vvould to life. During the latter part of 
I the journey, indeed, she had sunk into a deep sadness, 
j from ■which nothing but the presence of the young 
I miiistrei could awalic her. Like those lamps in 
I tombs, which only light up wdien the air is admitted, 

I it was only at his approach that her eyes became 
j smiling and animated. But here, in this dear valley, 
i every moment was an age of pleasure ; slic saw him 
! all day, and was, therefore, ail day happy — rcsem- 
jbling, she often tlmught, that people of Zingo, who 
j attribute the unfading eheerfaincss they enjoy to one 
j genial star that rist.'s nightly over tiieir heads." 

I The whole party, indeed, .seemed in their liveliest 
j mood during the lew days they passed iu this dcliglit- 
fui solitude. The young attendants of lh(J Prinenss, 
who were here allowed a freer range than lluy cuuid 
safely be indulged with in a I'ss sequesttaed phico, 
ran ivild. among the gardens, and bound<ai through 
the meadows, lightly as young roes over the aromatic 
plains of Tibet. \\'hiie Fadlaheex, beside the spi- 
ritual comfort he derived from a pilgrimage to the 
tomb of the Saint from whom the valhw' is named, 
had opportunities of gratifying, in a small way, his 
taste for victims, by putting to death some hundreds 
of those unfortunate little lizards, wiiich all pious 
Mussulmans make it a point to kill; — taking for 
! granted, that the manner in which the creature hangs 
jits head is meant as a mimicry of the attitude in 
■ which the Faithful say their prayers ! 
j About two miles from Hussun AbJaul were those 
■' Royal Gardens, wliicli had grown beautiful under the 
' care of so many lovely eyes, and were beautiful still, 
; thongli those eyes could see them no longer. This 
I pl;ice, with its tlo^vors and its holy slls-nce, iulerrupted 
only by the dipping of liie wings oi’ birds iu its mar* 
'ble basins filled with the pure water of those hills, 
•was to Lalla Rookh all that her heart could fancy 
of fragrance, ' coolness, and almost heavenly tran- 
quillity. As the Prophet said of Damascus, “ it was 
too delicious and here, in listening to the sweet 
voice of Feramorz, or reading in his eyes what yet 
: he never dared to tell her, the most exquisite moments 
of her whole life were passed. One evening, when 
they had been talking of the Sultana Nourmahal— 
the Light of the Haram,'’’ who had so ofiten wandered 


limits it was not thought graceful to exceed. If anv of 
them outgrew this standard'"of shape, they were reduced bj 
abstinence till they came witlan its bounds. 

1 The Attock. 

2 The star Soheil, or Canopus. 

3 Nourmahal signifies Light of the Haram. She was 
afterwards called Nourjehan, or the Light of the World, 
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among these flowers, and fed with her own hands, in | 
those marble basins, the small shining fishes of which 
she was so fond^—the youth, in order to delay the 
moment of separation, proposed to recite a short story, 1 
or rather rhapsody, of which this adored Sultana was 
the heroine. It related, he said, to the reconcilement 
of a sort of lovers’ quarrel, which took place between 
her and the Emperor during a Feast of Roses at Cash- 
mere ; and would remind the Princess of that differ- 
ence between Haroun-al-Raschid and his fair mistress 
Marida, which was so happily made up by the soft 
strains of the musician, Moussali. As the story was 
chiefly to be told in song, and Feramorz had un- 
luckily forgotten his own lute in the valley, he bor- 
rowed the vina of Lalla Rookh’s little Persian 
slave, and thus began : — 

THE LIGHT OF THE HARAM. 


Who has not heard of the Vale of Cashmere, 

With its roses, the brightest that earth ever gave,^ 
Its temples and grottos, and fountains as clear 
As the love-lighted eyes that hang over their wave ? 

Oh ! to see it at sunset,— when warm o’er the Lake 
Its splendour at parting a summer eve throws, 

Like a bride full of blushes, when lingering to take 
A last look of her mirror at night ere she goes !— 
When the shrines through the foliage are gleaming 
half shown, 

And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own. 
Here the music of pray’r from a minaret swells, 

Here the magian his urn full of perfume is swinging. 
And here, at the altar, a zone of sweet bells 
Round the waist of some fair Indian dancer is 
ringing.*'* 

Or to see it by moonlight, — when mellowly shines 
The light o’er its palaces, gardens and shrines ; 

When the water-falls gleam like a quick fall of stars, 
And the nightingale’s hymn from the Isle of Chenars 
Is broken by laughs and light echoes of feet 
From the cool, shining walks where the young peo- 
ple meet : — 

Or at morn, when the magic of daylight awakes 
A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 
Hills, cupolas, fountains, call’d forth every one 
Out of darkness, as they were just born of the Sun. 
When the Spirit of Fragrance is up with the day. 
From his liaram of night-flowers stealing away ; 

And the wind, full of wantonness, woos, like a lover, 
The young aspen-trees'* till they tremble all over. 
When the East is as warm as the light of first hopes, 
And Day, with his banner of radiance unfurl’d, 
Shines in through the mountainous^ portal that opes, 
Sublime, from that valley of bliss to the world 1 


1 Sec note, p. G5. 

2 “ The rose of Kashmire, for its brilliancy and delicacy 
of colour has long been proverbial in the East.”— 

3 “ Tied round her waist the zone of bells, that sounded 
with ravishing melody.”"--*S’ow^ 

4 “The little isles in the Lake of Cachemire are set with 
arbours and large-leaved aspen-trees, slender and tall.”— 
JBeniier. 

6 “ The Tuckt Suliraan, the name bestowed by the Ma- 
hometans on this hill, forms one side of a grand porta! to 
the Lake,”— jFbrater. 


But never yet, by night or day, 

In dew of spring or summer’s ray, 

Did the sweet Valley shine so gay 
As now it shines — all love and light, 

Visions by day and feasts by night ! 

A happier smile illumes each brow, 

With quicker spread each heart uncloses, 

And all is ecstasy, — for now 
The Valley holds its Feast of Roses.^ 

That joyous time, when pleasures pour 
Profusely round, and in their shower 
Hearts open, like the Season’s Rose,— 

The flowret of a hundred leaves,^ 

Expanding while the dew-fall flows, 

And every leaf its balm receives ! 

’Twas when the hour of evening came 
Upon the Lake, serene and cool. 

When Day had hid his sultry flame 
Behind the palms of Baramoule.** 

When maids began to lift their heads. 

Refresh’d, from their embroider’d beds, 

Wlrere they had slept the sun away, 

And wak’d to moonlight and to play. 

All were abroad — ^the busiest liive 
On Bela’s* hills is less alive 
When saffron beds are full in flower, 

Than look’d the Valley at that hour. 

A thousand restless torches play’d 
Through every grove and island shade ; 

I A thousand sparkling lamps were set 
On every dome and minaret ; 

And fields and pathways, far and near, 

Were lighted by a blaze so clear, 

That you could see, in wandering round, 

The smallest rose-leaf on the ground. 

Yet did the maids and matrons leave 
Their veils at home, that brilliant eve ; 

And there were glancing eyes about, 

And cheeks, that would not dare shine out 
In open day, but thought they might 
Look lovely then, because ’twas night \ 

And all were free, and wandering. 

And all exclaim’d to all they met 
That never did the summer bring 
So gay a Feast of Roses yet 
The moon had never shed a light 

So clear as that which bless’ d them there ; 

The roses ne’er shone half so bright, 

Nor they themselves look’d half so fair 
And what a wilderness of flowers ! 

It seem’d as though from tdi the bowers 
And fairest fields of all the year. 

The mingled spoil were scatter’d here. 

The Lake, too, like a garden breathes, 

With the rich buds that o’er it lie,— 

As if a shower of fairy wreaths 
Had fall’n upon it from the sky ! 

And then the sounds of joy— the beat 
Of tabors and of dancing feet 

1 “ The Feast of Roses continues the whole time of their 
remaining in bloom.”— -See Pietro de la Falk. 

2 “ Gul sad berk, the Rose of u hundred leaves. I believe 
a particular species.”— 

. .3 'Bernier.;., — 

i 4 A place- mentioned in the Toozek Jebaiigeery, or M*- 
I moirs of Jehanguire, where there is an account of the bedp 
! of saffron flowers about Cashmere 
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The imnaret-cryer’s chatmt of glee 
Sung from Ms lighted gallery,^ 

And answer’d by a ziraieet 

From neighbouring Haram, wild and sweet ; — 

The meny laughter, echoing 

From gardens, w’^here the silken swing 

Wails some delighted girl above 

The top leaves of the orange grove ; 

Or, from those infant groups at play 
Among the tents^ that line the way, 

Flinging, unaw’d by slave or mother. 

Handfuls of roses at each other! — 

And the sounds from the Lake, — the low whisp’ring 
boats, 

As they shoot through the moonlight ; — ^the dipping 
of oars, 

And the wild, airy warbling that every where floats, 
Through the groves, round the islands, as if all the 
shores 

Like those of Katiiay utter’d music, and gave 
An answer in song to the kiss of each wave !’ 

But the gentlest of all are those sounds, full of feeling, 
That soft from the lute of some lover are stealing, — 
Some lover, who knows all the heart-touching power 
Of a lute and a sigh in tliis magical horn*. 

Oh I best of delights, as it every where is, 

To be near the lov’d One , — ^^vhat a rapture is his 
Who in moonlight and music thus sweetly may glide 
O’er the Lake of Cashmeke, with that One by his side ! 
If Woman can make the worst wilderness dear. 
Think, tliink what a heav’n she must make of Cash- 
mere! 

So felt the magnificent Son of Acbar,^ 

When from power and pomp and the trophies of war 
He flew to that Valley, forgetting them all 
With the Light of the Haram, his young Nourmahal. 
When free and uncrown’d as the Conqueror rov’d 
By the banks of that Lake, with his only belov’d, 

He saw, in the wreaths she would playfully snatch 
From the hedges, a glory Ms crown could not match, 
And preferr’d in his heart the least ringlet that curl’d 
Down her exquisite neck to the throne of the world ! 

There ’s a beauty, for ever unchangingly bright, 

Like the long, sunny lapse of a summer-day’s light, 
Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made tender, 
Till Love falls asleep in its sameness of splendour. 
TMs was not the beauty — oh ! notMng like this, 

That to young Nourmahah gave such magic of bliss i 
But that loveliness, ever in motion, which plays 
like the light upon Autumn’s soft shadowy days, 


1 “It is the custom among the women to employ the 
Maazeen to c haunt from the gallery of tlie nearest minaret, 
which on tliat occasion is illuminated, and the women as- 
sembled at the house respond at intervals with a ziraieet or 
joyous chorus.” — Russell. 

2 “ At tlie keeping of the Feast of Roses we beheld an 
infinite number of tents pitched, with such a crowd of men, 
women, boys and girls, with music, dances,” etc. etc. — 
Merh&rt. 

3 “ An old commentator of the Chou-King says, the an- 
cients having remarked that a current of water made some 
of the stones near its banks send forth a sound, they detached 
some of them, and being charmed with the delightful sound 
they emitted, constructed King or musical instruments of 
them.” — Grosier. 

4 Jehanguire was the son of the Great Acbar. 


Now here, and now there, giving warmth as it flies 
From the lips to the cheeks, from the cheek to the 
eyes, 

Now melting in mist and now breaking in gleams, 
Like the glimpses a saint hath of Heav’n in his dreams! 
When pensive it seem’d as if that very grace, 

That charm of all others, was born with her face ; 
And when angry, — for e’en in the tranquiilest climes 
Light breezes will ruffle the blossoms sometimes — 
The short passing anger but seem’d to awaken 
New beauty, like flowers that are sweetest when 
shaken. 

If tenderness touch’d her, the dark of her eye 
At once took a darker, a heavenlier dye, 

From the depth of whose shadow, like holy revealings 
From innermost shrines, came the light of her feelings! 
Then her mirth — oh ! ’twas sportive as ever took wing 
From the heart with a burst, like a wild-bird in Spring : 
illum’d by a wit that would fascinate sages, 

Yet playful as Peris Just loos’d from tlieir cages.^ 
While her laugh, full of life, without any controul 
But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul; 
And where it most sparkled no glance could discover 
In lip, cheek, or eyes, for she brighten’d all over, — 
Like any fair lake that tlie breeze is upon, 

When it breaks into dimples and laughs in the sun. 
Such, such were the peerless enchantments tliat gave 
Nourmahal the proud Lord of the East, for her slave ; 
And though bright was his Plaram, — a living parterre 
Of the flowers^ of this planet — though treasures were 
there, 

For which Soliman’s seif might have given all the 
store 

That the navy from Ophir e’er wing’d to Ms shore, 
Yet dim before her -were the smiles of them all, 

And the Light of Ms Haram was young Nourmahal ! 

But where is she now, this night of joy, 

When bliss is every heart’s employ ? — ■ 

When all around her is so bright, 

So like the visions of a trance, 

That one might thiirk, who came by chance 
Into the vale this happy night, 

He saw the City of Delight® 

In fairy-land, whose streets and towers 
Are made of gems and light and flowers ! 

Where is the lov’d Sultana ? where, 

When mirth brings out the young and fair, 

Does she, the fairest, hide her brow, 

In melancholy stillness now ? 

Alas— how light a cause may move 
Dissensions between hearts that love ! 

Hearts that tlie world in vain had tried ; 

And sorrow but more closely tied ; 

That stood the storm, when waves were rough, 
Yet in a sunny hour fall off, 

Like ships that have gone down at sea. 

When heav’n was all tranquillity ! 


1 “ la the wars of the Bives with the Peris, whenever the 
former took the latter prisoners, they shut them up in iron 
cages, and hung tliem on the highest trees. Here they were 
visited by their companions, who brought them the choicest 
odours.” — Richardson. 

2 In the Malay language the same word signifies women 
and flowers. 

3 The capital of Shadukiam. See note, p. 54 
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A something, light as air— -a look, 

A word unkind, or wrongly taken— 

Oh ! love, that tempests never shook, 

A breath, a touch like this hath shaken. 

And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin : 

And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in courtship’s smiling day ; 

And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they said ; 

Till fast declining, one by one, 

The sweetnesses of love are gone, 

And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds, — or like the stream. 

That smiling left the mountain’s brow, 

As though its waters ne’er could sever, 

Yet, ere it reach the plain below, 

Breaks into floods, that part for ever. 

Oh you, that have the charge of Love, 

Keep him in rosy bondage bound. 

As in the Fields of Bliss above 
He sits, with flowrets fetter’d round — 
Loose not a tie that round him clings, 

Nor ever let him use his wings ; 

For ev’n an hour, a minute’s flight 
Will rob the plumes of half their light. 

Like that celestial bird, — whose nest 
Is found beneath far Eastern skies, — 

Whose wings ; though radiant when at rest, 
Lose all their glory when he flies P 
Some difference, of this dangerous kind, — 

By which, though light, the links that bind 
The fondest hearts may soon be riven ; 

Some shadow in love’s summer heaven, 

Which, though a fleecy speck at first, 

May yet in awful thunder burst 
Such cloud it is, that now hangs over 
The heart of the Imperial Lover, 

And far hath baifish’d from his sight 
His Nourmahal, his Haram’s Light ! 

Hence is it, on this happy night, 

When Pleasure through the fields and groves 
Has let loose all her world of loves, 

And every heart has found its own, — 

He wanders, joyless and alone, 

And weary as that bird of Thrace, 

Whose pinion knows no resting-place.^ 

In vain the loveliest cheeks and eyes 
This Eden of the earth supplies 

Come crowding round — the cheeks are pale, 
The eyes are dim— though rich the spot 
With every flower this earth has got, 

What is it to the nightingale, 

If there his darling rose is not?"^ 


1 See the representation of the Eastern Cupid pinioned 
closely round with wreaths of flowers, in Picart's C6r6niomes 
Eeligieuses. 

2 “Among the birds of Tonquin is a species of goldfinch, 

which sings ao melodiously that it is called the Celestial Bird. 
Its wings, when it is perched, appear variegated with beau- 
tiful colours, but when it flies they lose all their splendour.”— 
Qrosier. ^ 

. 3 “ As these birds on the Bosphorus are never known to 
rest, they are called by the French ‘les ames damn^es.” — 
JDalloway- 

4 “ You may place a hundred handfuls of fragrant herbs 
and flowers before the nightingale, yet he wishes not, in his, 


In vain the Valley’s smiling throng 
Worship him, as he moves along ; 

He heeds them not — one smile of hers 
Is worth a world of worshippers ; 

They but the Star’s adorers are, 

She is the Heav’n that lights the Star! 

Hence is it too, that Nourmahal, 

Amid the luxuries of this hour, 

Far from the joyous festival. 

Sits in her own sequester’d bower, 

With no one near, to soothe or aid. 

But that inspir’d and wond’rous maid, 

Namouna, the Enchantress ; — one, 

O’er whom his race the golden sun 
For unremember’d years has run, 

Yet never saw her blooming brow 
Younger or fairer than, ’tis now. 

Nay, rather, as the west wind’s sigK 
Freshens the flower it passes by, 

Time’s wing but seem’d, in stealing o’er, 

To leave her lovelier than before. 

Yet on her smiles a sadness hung, 

And when, as oft, she spoke or sung 
Of other worlds, there came a light 
From her dark eyes so strangely bright, 

That all believ’d nor man nor earth 
Were conscious of Namouna’ s biith ! 

All spells and talismans she knew, 

From the great Mantra,’ which around 
The Air’s sublimer Spirits drew, 

To the gold gems- of Afric, bound 
Upon the wandering Arab’s arm, 

To keep him from the Siltim’s^ harm. 

And she had pledg’d her powerful art, 

Pledg’d it with all the zeal and heart 
Of one who knew, though high her sphere, 

What ’twas to lose a love so dear, 

To find some spell that should recall 
Her Selim’s*’ smile to Nourmahal ! 

’Twas midnight— through the lattice, wreath’d 
With woodbine, many a perfume breath’d 
From plants that wake when others sleep, 

From timid jasmine buds, that keep 
Their odour to themselves all day, 

But, when the sun-light dies away. 

Let the delicious secret out 
To every breeze that roams about ; — 

When thus Namouna “ ’Tis the hour 
That scatters spells on herb and flower, 

And garlands might be gather’d now, 

That, twin’d around the sleeper’s brow, 

Would make him dream of such delights. 

Such miracles and dazzling sights, 


constant heart, for more than tlje sweet breath of his be- 
loved rose.” — Jami. 

1 “He is said to have found the great Mantra, spell or 
talisman, through which he ruled over the elements and 
spirits of all denominations.” — JVilford. 

2 “The gold Jewels of Jinuie, which are called by tho 
Arabs El Herre 2 , froin the supposed charm they contain.”— 
Jackson- 

3 “ A demon, supposed to haunt woods, &c. in a human 
shape.”— RtcAardaow. 

4 “ The name of Jehanguire before his aocession to the 
; throne. 
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AS" Geiiii of the Son heiiold, 

At eveiiiBg, from their tents of gold 
Upon the horizon — where, they play 
Till twiliglit comes, and, ray by ray, 

Their sunny mansions melt away ! 

How, too, a chaplet might be wreath’d 
or buds o’er which the moon has breath’d, 
Which worn by her, whose love has stray’d. 
Might bring some Peri from the skies. 

Some sprite, whose very soul is made 
Offlowrets’ breaths, and lovers’ sighs, 

And who might tell ’1 

“For me, for me,” 
0 ried Nourm ahal impatiently, — 

“ Oh I twine that wreath for me to-night.” 
Then rapidly, with foot as light 
As the young musk-roe’s, out she flew 
To cull each shining leaf that grew 
Beneath the moonlight’s hallowing beams 
For this enchanted Wreath of Dreams. 
Anemones and Seas of Gold,’ 

And ne'w-blown lilies of the river, 

And those s%veet flowrets, that unfold 
Their buds on Camedeva’s quiver — 
The tube-rose, witii her silveiy light, 

That in the Gardens of Malay 
I s call’d the Mistress of the Hight,® 

So like a bride, scented and bright, 

She comes out when the sun’s away.— 
Amaranths, such as crown the maids 
That wander through Zamara’s shades f — 
And the white moon-flower, as it shows 
On Serendib’s high crags to those 
Who near the isle at evening sail, 

Scenting her clove-trees in the gale 
In short, all flowrets and all plants, 

From the divine Amrita tree,^ 

That blesses heaven’s inhabitants 
With fruits of immortality, 

Down to the basiF tuft, that waves 
Its fragrant blossom over graves, 

And to the humble rosemary, 

^Vhose sweets so thanklessly are shed 
To scent the desert’ — and the dead,— > 

All in that garden bloom, and all 
Axe gather’d by young Nourmahal, 


1 “ Hemasagare, or the Sea of Gold, witli flowers of the 
brightest gold colour.”— Sir Jones^ 

2“ This tree (the Nagacosara) is one of the most de- 
lightful on earth, and the delicious odour of its bloBsoms 
justly gives them a place in the quiver of Caroadeva, or the 
God ot Love.”— Id. 

3 “ The Malayans style the tube-rose (Polianthes tube- 
rosa) Sandal Malam, or the Mistress of the Night.” — Pen- 
nant. 

4 The people of the Batta country in Sumatra (of which 
Samara is one of the ancient names) “when not engaged in 
war, load an idle, inactive life, passing tire day in playing on 
a kind of flute, crowned with garlands of flowers, among 
which the glohe-amaranthus, a native of the country, most- 
ly prevails.” — Marsden. 

5 “ The largest and richest sort (of the Jainbu or rose- 
apple) is called Amrita or immortal, and the roytbologists 
of Tibet apply the same word to a celestial tree, bearing 
ambrosial fruit.”— Sir IV. Jones. 

6 Sweet-basil, called Eayban in Persia, and generally 
found in church-yards. 

7 the Great Desert mre found many stalks of lavender 
and rosemary — Asiat Pies. 


Who heaps her baskets with the flo wers 
And leaves, till they can hold no more, 
Then to Namquna flies, and showers 
Upon her lap the shining store. 

With what delight th’ Enchantress views 
So many buds, bath’d with the dews 
And beams of that bless’d hour ! — ^her glance 
Spoke something, past all mortal pleasures, 
As, in a kind of holy trance, 

She hung above those fragrant treasures, 
Bending to drink their balmy airs, 

As if she mix’d her soul with theirs. 

And ’twas, indeed, the perfume shed 
From flow’rs and scented flame that fed 
Her charmed life — for none had e’er 
Beheld her taste of mortal fare, 

Nor ever in aught earthly dip. 

But the mom’s dew, her roseate lip. 

Fill’d with the cool, inspiring smell, 

Th’ Enchantress now begins her spell, 

Thus singing, as she winds and weaves 
In mystic fomi the glittering leaves 


I know where the winged visions dwell 
That around the night-bed play ; 

I know each herb and flowret’s bell, 

Where they hide their wings by day. 

Then hasten we, maid, 

To twine our braid, 

To-morrow the dreams and flowers wiM fade. 

Tlie image of love, that nightly flies 
To visit the bashful maid, 

Steals from the jasmine flower, that sighs 
Its soul, like her, in the shade. 

The hope, in dreams, of a happier hour 
That alights on misery’s brow, 

Springs out of the silveiy almond-flower, 

That blooms on a leafless bough,’ 

Then hasten we, maid, 

To twine our braid, 

To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 

The \isions that oft to worldly eyes 
The glitter of mines unfold, 

Inhabit the mountain-herb,^ that dyes 
The tooth of the fawn like gold. 

The phantom shapes — oh touch not them — 
That appal the murderer’s sight, 

Lurk in the fleshy mandrake’s stem, 

That shrieks, when torn at night ! 

Then hasten we, maid, 

To twine our braid, 

To-morrow the, dreams and Sowers will fade. 

The dream of the injur’d, patient mind, 

That smiles at the wrongs of men, 

Is found in the bruis’d and wounded rind 
Of the cinnamon, sweetest then ! 

Then hasten we, maid, 

To twine our braid, 

To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 


1 ‘‘ The almond-tree, with white flowers, blossoms on th® 
bate branches.” — Hasselquist. 

52 An herb on Mount Libanua, which is said to commu- 
nicate a yellow golden hue to the teeth of the goats and 
other animals that graze upon it. 
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No sooner was the flowery crown 
Plac’d on her head, than sleep came down, 
Gently as nights of summer fdl, 

Upon the lidsofNouRMAHAL;-— 

And, suddenly, a tuneful breeze, 

As full of small, rich harmonies 
As ever wind, that o’er the tents 
Of Azab’“ blew, was full of scents, * 

Steals on her ear and floats and swells, 

Like the first air of morning creeping 
Into those wreathy, Red-Sea shells, 

Where Love himself, of old, lay sleeping 5®-— 
And now a spirit form’d, ’twould seem, 

Of music and of light, so fair, 

So brilliantly his features beam, 

And such a sound is in the air 
Of sweetness, when he waves his wings^ 

Hovers around her, and thus sings : — 


From Chindara’s® warbling fount I come, 
Call’d by that moonlight garland’s spell ; 
From Chindara’s fount, my fairy home, 
Where in music, morn and night, I dwell ; 
Where lutes in the air are heard about, 

And voices are singing the whole day long, 
And every sigh the heart breathes out 
Is turn’d, as it leaves the lips, to song ! 
Hither I come 
From my fairy home, 

And if there’s a magic in Music’s strain, 

I swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath, 

Thy Lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 

For mine is the lay that lightly floats, 

And mine are murmuring, dying notes, 

That fall as soft as snow on the sea, 

And melt in the heart as instantly ! 

And the passionate strain that, deeply going, 
Refines the bosom it trembles through, 

As the musk-wind, over the water blowing, 
Ruffles the wave, but sweetens it too I 

Mine is the charm, whose mystic sway 
The Spirits of past Delight obey : 

Let but the tuneful talisman sound, 

And they come, like Genii, hovering round. 
And mine is the gentle song, that bears 
From soul to soul, the wishes of love, 

As a bird, that wafts through genial airs 
The cinnamon seed from grove to grove.^ 
*Tis I that mingle in one sweet measure 
The past, the present, and future of pleasure; 
When Memory links the tone that is gone 
With the blissful tone that’s still in the ear; 


1 The myrrh country. 

2 “ This idea (of deities livbg in shells) was not unknown 
to the Greeks, who represent the young Nerites, one of the 
Cupids, as living in shells on the shores of the Red Sea-”— 
Wilford. 

3 “ A fabulous fountain, where instruments are said to be 
constant ly playing.’ ’ — Richardson. 

4 ‘‘ The Pompadour pigeon is the species, which, by 
carrying the fruit of the cinnamon to different places, is a 
great disseminator of this valuable tree.” — See Srovm'a 
lUustn Tab. IS. 


And Hope from a heavenly note flies on, 

To a note more heavenly still that is near ! 

The warrior’s heart, when touch’d by me. 

Can as downy soft and as yielding be, 

As his own white plume, that high amid death 
Through the field has shone-^yet moves with 1 
breath. 

And, oh, how the eyes of beauty glisten. 

When Music has reach’d her inward soul. 

Like th’ silent stars, that wink and listen 
While Heav’n’s eternal melodies roll ! 

So, hither I come, 

From my fairy home, 

And if there’s a magic in Music’s strain, 

I swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath, 

Thy lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 


’Tis dawn— at least that earlier dawn. 

Whose glimpses are again withdrawn,* 

As if the mom had wak’d, and then 
Shut close her lids of light again. 

And Nourmahal is up, and trying 
The wonders of her lute, whose strings— 
Oh bliss I — ^now murmur like the sighing 
From that ambrosial Spirit’s wings I 
And then, her voice^ — ’tis more than human — 
Never, till now, had it been given 
To lips of any mortal woman 
To utter notes so fresh from heaven ; 

Sweet as the breath of angel sighs, 

When angel sighs are most divine.— 

“ Oh ! let it last till night,” she cries, 

“And he is more than ever anine.” 

And hourly she renews the lay, 

So fearful lest its heavenly sweetness 
Should, ere the evening, fade away,— 

For things so heavenly have such fleetness I 
But, far from fading, it but grows 
Richer, diviner as it flows ; 

Till rapt she dwells on every string, 

And pours again each sound along, 

Like Echo, lost and languishing 
In love with her own wondrous song. 

That evening, (trusting that his soul 
Might be from haunting love releas’d 
By mirth, by music, and the bowl) 

Th’ Imperial Selim held a Feast 
In his magnificent Shalimar; 

In whose Saloons, when the first star 
Of evening o’er the waters trembled. 

The Valley’s loveliest all assembled; 

All the bright creatures that, like dreams, 

Glide through its foliage, and drink beams 
Of beauty from its founts and streams,^ 

And all those wandering minstrel-maids, 

Who leave— how can they leave?— the shades 
Of that dear Valley, and are found 


1 “ They have two morninp, the Soobhi Kazim, and th« 
Soobhi Sadig, the false and the real day-break.” — fVaring* 

2 “ The waters of Cachemir are the more renowned Urom 
its being supposed that the Caohemtrians are indebtad % 
their beauty to them.”— .ySK Feed*. 
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Singing in gardens .of the South^ 

Those songs, that ne’er so sweetly sound 
As from a young Cashmerian’s mouth ; 
There too the Haram’s inmates smile ; — 
Maids from the West, with sun-bright hair. 
And from the Garden of the Nile, 

Delicate as the roses there 
Daughters of Love from Cyprus’ rocks, 

With Paphian difimonds in their locks p 
Light Peri forms, such as there are 
On the gold meads of Candahar 
And they, before whose sleepy eyes. 

In their own bright Katbaian bowers. 
Sparkle such rainbow butterflies,^ 

That they might fancy the rich dowers, 

That round them in the sun lay sighing, 

Had been by magic all set flying ! 

Every thing 3muiig, every thing fair 
From East and West is Mushing there. 

Except — except — oh Nourmahal ! 

Thou loveliest, dearest of them all, 

The one, w'hose smile shone out alone, 
Amidst a world the only one ! 

Whose light, among so many lights. 

Was like tliat star, on starry nights. 

The seaman singles from the sky. 

To steer his bark for ever by I 

Thou wert not there— so Selim thought, 

And every thing seem’d drear without thee : 
But ah ! thou wert, thou wert— and brought 
Thy chann of song all fresh about thee. 
Mingling unnotic’d with a hand 
Of iutanists from many a land, 

And veil’d by such a mask as shades 
The features of young Arab maids, — 

A mask that leaves but one eye free, 

To do its best in witchery — ■ 

She rov’d, with beating heart, around, 

And waited, trembling, for the minute, 
When she might try if still the sound 
Of her lov’d lute had magic in it. 

The board was spread with fruits and wine ; 
With grapes of gold, like those that shine 
On Casbin’s MUs pomegranates full 


1 “ From him I received the following little Gazzol, or 
Love Song, tho notes of which he committed to paper from 
the voice of one of those singing girls of Cachmere, who 
wander from that delightful valley over the various parts of 
India.” — Persian Miscellanies, 

2 “ The roses of the Jinan Nile, or Garden of tho Nile, 
(attached to the Emperor of Morocco’s palace) are une- 
qualled, and mattresses are made of their leaves for men of 
rank to recline upon.” — Jackson, 

3 “ On the sicio of a mountain near Paphos there is a 

cavern which produces the most beautiful rock crystal. On 
account of its brilliancy it has been called the Paphian dia- 
mond.” — Mariti. \ 

4 “ There is a part of Candahar, called Peria or Fairy 
Land.” — Thevenot. In some of those countries to tire North 
of India vegetable gold is supposed to be produced. 

5 “ These are the butterflies, which are called in the Chi- 

nese language Flying Leaves. Some of them have such 
shining colours, and''are so variegated, that they may be 
called flying flowers ; and indeed they are always produced 
in the finest flower-gardens.” — Dunn. ' 

6 “^The Arabian wonren wear black masks with little 
clasps, prettily ordered.” — CarrerL Niebuhr , mentions 
their showing but one eye in conversation. 

7 “ The golden grapes of Casbin-” — Description of Per- 
•u. 


Of melting sweetness, and the pears 
And sunniest apples that Caubul^ 

In all its thousand gardens^ bears. 

Plantains, the golden and the green, 

Malaya’s nectar d mangusteen f 
Prunes of Bokara, and sweet nuts 
From the flir groves of Samarkand,. 

And Basra dates, and apricots, 

Seed of the Sun, from Iran’s land; — 

With rich conseiv'e of Visna cherries/ 

I Of Orange flo%vers, and of those berries 
That, wild and fresh, the young gazelles 
Feed on in Erac’s rocky dells/ 

All these in richest vases smile,. 

In baskets of pure sandal-wood, 

And urns of porcelain from that isle’ 

Sunk underneath the Indian flood, 

Whence oft the lucky diver brings 
Vases to grace the halls of kings. 

Wines too, of every clime and hue, 
iVround their liquid lustre threw ; 

Amber Rosolli,® — the bright dew 

From vineyards of tlie Green-Sea gushing ;® 

And Shiraz wine, that riclily ran 
As if that jewel, large and rare, 

The ruby, for which Gublai-Chan 
Ofier’d a city’s wealth, was blushing 
Melted within the goblets there ! 

And amply Selim quaffs of each, 
xlnd seems resolv’d the floods shall reach 
His inward heart — shedding around 
A genial deluge, as they run, 

That soon shall leave no spot undrown’d. 

For Love to rest his wings upon. 

He little knew how well the boy 
Can float upon a goblet’s streams. 

Lighting them with his smile of joy ; — 

As bards have seen him, in their dreams, 

Down the blue Ganges laughing glide 
Upon a rosy lotus wreath,^ ^ 

Catching new lustre from the tide 
That with his image shone beneath. 

1 “The fruits exported from Caubul are apples, pears, 
pomegranates, QicP-^Elphinstone. 

2 “ We sat down under a tree, listened to the birds, and 
talked with the son of our Mehmauncler about our country 
and Caubul, of which he gave an enchanting account; that 
city and its 100,000 gardens, etc,”— Id. 

“ The Mangusteen, the most delicate fruit in the world; 
the pride of theAlalay Islands.” — Marsde7i. 

4 “A delicious kind of apricot, called by the Persians 
tokm-ed*shem8, signifying sun’s seed.” — Description of 
Persia. 

5 “ Sweetmeats in a crystal cup, consisting of rose-Ieavea 
in conserve, with lemon 'or Visna cherry, orange flowers, 
etc,” — Russel. 

a “ iVntelopes cropping the fresh berries of Erac.”— TAe 
Moallakatf a poem of 7'araf a. 

7 Mauri-ga-Sima, an island near Formosa, supposed to 
have been sunk in tho sea for the crimes of its inhabitants. 
The vessels which the fishermen and divers bring up from 
it are sold at an immense price in China and Japan,— See 
Kenipfer. 

8 Forsian Talcs. 9 The white wine of Kishma. 

10 “The King of Zeilan is said to have the very finest 
ruby that was ever seen, Kublai-Kahn sent and offered the 
value of a city for it, but tho King answered he would not 
give it for the treasure of the worhl.” — Marco Polo. 

11 The Indians feign that Cupid was first seen floating 
down the Ganges on the Nymphsea Nelumbo. — See Penr 
nant. 
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But what are cups, without the aid 
Of song to speed them as they flow ? 

And see— a lovely Georgian maid, 

With all the bloom,' the freshen’d glow 
Of her own country maidens’ looks, 

When warn they rise from Teflis’ brooks 
And with an eye, whose restless ray, 

Full, floating, dark— oh he, who knows 
His heart is weak, of heav’n should pray. 
To guard him from such eyes as those !— 
With a voluptuous wildness flings 
Her snowy hand across the strings 
Of a syrinda,® and thus sings : — 


Come hither, come hither— by night and by day, 

We linger in pleasures that never are gone ; 

Like the waves of the summer, as one dies away 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on. 

And the love that is o’er, in expiring gives birth 
To a new one as warm, as unequall’d in bliss ; 

And oh I if there be an Elysium on earth, 

It is this, it is this. 

Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
As the flower of the Amra just op’d by a bee f 
And precious their tears as that rain from the sky,"^ 
Which turns into pearls as it falls in the sea. 

Oh ! think what the kiss and the smile must be worth, 
When the sigh and the tear are so peifect in bliss ;i 
And own, if there be an Elysium on earth, ! 

It is this, it is this. j 

I 

Here sparldes the nectar, that hallow’d by love, 
Could draw down those angels of old from their 
. sphere, 

Who for wine of this earth* left the fountains above, 
And forgot heaven’s stars for the eyes we have 
here. 

And, bless’d with the odour our goblets give forth, 
What Spirit the sweets of his Eden would miss ? 
For oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 

It is this, it is this. 

The Georgian’s song was scarcely mute, 

When the same measure, sound for sound, 

Was caught up by another lute, 

And so divinely breath’d around, 

That all stood hush’d and wondering, 

And turn’d and look’d into the air, 

As if they thought to see the wing 
Of IsRAFiL,® the Angel, there 5— 

So powerfully on every soul 
That new, enchanted measure stole. 

While now a voice, sweet as the note 
Of the charm’d lute, was heard to float 
Along its chords, and so entwine 
Its sound with theirs, that none knew whether 

1 Teflis is celebrated for its natural warm baths.— See 
Ehn Haukal. 

2 “ The Indian Syrinda or guitar.” — Symes. 

3 “Delightful are the flowers of the Amra-trees on the 
mountain tops, while the miirmturing bees pursue their vo- 
luptuous toil.” — Son^ of Jayadeva. 

4 “ The Nisan, or drops of spring rain, which they believe 
to produce pearls if they fall into &hells.'’^>-~Richardson, 

5 For an account of the share which wine had in the fall 
of the angels— see MaritL 

fi The Angel of Music, see note, p. 72. 


The voice or lute was most divine. 

So wottd’rously they went together : 


There ’s a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told, 
When two, that are link’d in one heavenly tie, 
With heart never changing and brow never cold, 
Love on through all iUs, and love on till they die i 
One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 
"Whole ages of heartless and wandering bliss ; 

And oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth, 

It is this, it is this. 


’Twas not the air, ’twas not the words, 

But that deep magic in the chords 
And in the lips, that gave such power 
As music knew not till that hour. 

At once a hundred voices said, 

“It is the mask’d Arabian maid !” 

While Selim, who had felt the strain 
Deepest of any, and had Iain 
Some minutes wrapt, as in a trance, 

After the fairy sounds were o’er, 

Too inly touch’d for utterance, 

Now motion’d with his hand for more : — 


Fly to the deseit, fly with me. 

Our Arab tents are rude for thee ; 

But oh ! the choice what heart can doubt 
Of tents with love, or thrones without ? 

Our rocks are rough, but smiling there 
Th’ acacia waves her yellow hair, 

Lonely and sweet, nor lov’d the less . 

For flowering in a wilderness. 

Our sands are bare, but down their slope 
The silvery-footed antelope 
As gracefully and gaily springs 
As o’er the marble courts of kings. 

Then come — thy Arab maid will be 
The lov’d and lone acacia-tree, 

The antelope, whose feet shall bless 
With their light sound thy loneliness. 

Oh ! there are loolcs and tones that dart 
An instant sunshine through the heart, — 
As if the soul that‘nxinute caught 
Some treasure it through life had sought ; 

As if the very lips and eyes 
Predestin’d to have all our sighs, 

And never be forgot again, 

Sparkled and spoke before us then ! 

So came thy every glance and tone, 

When first on me they breath’d and shone ; 
New, as if brought from other spheres, 

Yet welcome as if lov’d for years ! 

Then fly with me,— if thou hast known 
No other flame, nor falsely thrown 
A gem away, that thou hadst sworn 
Should ever in thy heart be worn. 

Come, if the love thou hast for me 
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee— 
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Freslf as the fouatam under gronnd 
Wlien iirst /tis by the lapwing found.* 

But if for me thou dost fomake 
Some other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshipped image from its base, 
To give to me the ruin’d place *, — 

Then fare thee well— Fd rather make 
My bower upon some icy lake 
When thawing suns begin to shine, 
Than trust to love so false as tMne 


There was a pathos in this lay. 

That, e’en without enchantment’s art, 
Would instantly have found its way 
Deep into Sejlim’s burning heart; 

But breathing, as it did, a tone 
To earthly lutes and lips unknown, 

With every chord fresh from the touch 
Of Music’s Spirit, — ’twas too much ! 
Starting, he dash’d away the cup,— 

Which, all the time of this sweet air, 

His hand had held, imtasted, up, 

As if ’twere held by magic there, — 

And naming her, so long unnam’d, 

** Oh Nourmahal ! oh Nourmahal ! 

Had’st thou but sung this witching strain, 
I could forget — forgive thee all. 

And never leave those eyes again.” 

The mask is olf — ^the charm is wrought— 
And Selim to his heart has caught, 

In blushes, more than ever bright. 

His Nourmahal, his Haram’s Light! 

And well do vanish’^d frowns enhance 
The charm of every brighten’d glance ; 
And dearer seems each dawning smile 
For having lost its light awhile ; 

And, happier now for all her sighs, 

As on Ms arm her head reposes. 

She whispers him, with laughing eyes, 
“■Remember, love, the Feast of Roses 1” 


Fabladien, at the conclusion of this li^t rhap- 
sody, took occasion to sum up his opinion of the 
young Cashmerian’s poetry,— of which, he trusted, 
they had that evening heard the last. Having recapi- 
tulated the epithets, “frivolous” — ^“inharmonious” — ■ 
“nonsensical,” he proceeded to say that, viewing it 
in the most favourable light, it resembled one of those 
Maldivian boats, to which the Princess had alluded 
in the relation of her dream,^— a slight, gilded thing, 
sent adrift without rudder or ballast, and with nothing 
but vapid sweets and faded flowers on board. The 
profusion, indeed, of flowers and birds, which this 
poet had ready on all occasions, — not to mention 
dews, gems, etc. — ^was a most oppressive kind of 
opulence to his hearers ; and had the unlucky effect 
of giving to his style all the glitter of the flower-gar- 
den witnout its method, and all the flutter of the 

1 The Hudhud or Lapwing, is supposed to iiavethe power 
of discovering water under ground, 

2 Sec page 65, 


aviary without its song. In addition to this, he chose 
his subjects badly, and was always most inspired by the 
worst parts of them. The charms of paganism, the 
merits of rebellion,— these were the themes honoured 
with his particular enthusiasm ; and, in the poem Just 
recited, one of his most palatable passages was in 
praise of that beverage of the unfaithful, -wine; “be- 
ing, perhaps,” said he, relaxing into a smile, as con- 
scious of his own character in the Haram on this 
point, “ one of those bards, whose fancy owes all its 
illumination to the grape, like that painted porcelain, 
so curious and so rare, whose images are only visible 
when liquor is poured into it.” Upon the whole, it 
was his opinion, from the specimens which they had 
heard, and which, he begged to say, were the most 
tiresome part of the journey, that — ^whatever other 
merits this well dressed young gentleman might pos- 
sess — ^poetry was by no means his proper avocation; 
“and indeed,” concluded the critic, “from his fond- 
ness for flowers and for birds, I would venture to 
suggest that a florist or a bird-catcher is a much more 
suitable calling for him than a poet.” 

They had now begun to ascend those barren 
mountains, which separate Cashmere from the rest 
of India ; and, as the heats were intolerable, and the 
time of their encampments limited to the few hours 
necessary for refreshment and repose, there was an 
end to all their delightful evenings, and Lalla Rookh 
saw no more of Feramorz. She now felt that her 
short dream of happiness was over, and that she had 
nothing but the recollection of its few blissful hours, 
like the one draught of sweet water that serves the 
camel across the wilderness, to be her heart’s re- 
freshment during the dreary waste of life that was 
before her. The blight that had fallen upon her 
spirits soon found its way to her cheek, and her ladies 
saw with regret — ^though not without some suspicion 
of the cause — that the beauty of their mistress, of 
which they were almost as proud as of their own, 
was fast vanishing away at the very moment of ail 
when she had most need of it. What must the King 
of Bucharia feel, when, instead of the lively and 
beautiful Lalla Rookh, whom the poets of Delhi 
had described as more perfect than the divinest 
images in the House of Azor, he should receive a pale 
and inanimate victim, upon whose cheek neither 
health nor pleasure bloomed, and from whose eyes 
Love had fled, — ^to hide himself in her heart ! 

If any thing could have charmed away the melan- 
choly of her spirits, it would have been the fresh airs 
and enchanting scenery of that Valley, which the 
'Persians so justly called the Unequalled.* But nei- 
ther the coolness of its atmosphere, so luxurious after 
toiling up those hare and burning mountains— neither 
the splendour of the minarets and pagodas, that shone 
out from the depth of its woods, nor the grottos, her- 
mitages, and miraculous fountains, which make evei’y 
spot of that region holy ground ; — neither the count- 
, less water-falls, that rush into the Valley from all those 
i high and romantic mountains that encircle it, nor the 
fair city on the Lake, whose houses, roofed with 
flowers, appeared at a distance like one vast and varie- 
gated parterre ; — ^not all these wonders and glories 
of the most lovely country under the sun could steal 
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tier heart for a minute from those sad thoughts, which 
hut darkened and grew bitterer every step she advanced. 

The gay pomps and processions that met her upon 
her entrance into the Valley, and the magnificence 
with which the roads all along were decorated, did 
honour to the taste and gallantry of the young King. 
It was night when they approached the city, and, for 
the last two miles, they had passed under arches, 
thrown from, hedge to hedge, festooned with only 
those rarest roses from which the Attar Gul, more 
precious than gold, is distilled, and illuminated in 
rich and fanciful forms with lanterns of the triple- 
coloured tortoise-shell of Pegu. Sometimes, from a 
dark wood by the side of the road, a display of fire- 
works would break out, so sudden and so brilliant, 
that a Bramin might think he saw that grove, in whose 
purple shade the God of Battles was born, bursting 
into a flame at the moment of his birth. — While, at 
ether times, a quick and playful irradiation continued 
to brighten all the fields and gardens by which they 
passed, forming a line of dancing lights along the 
horizon ; like the meteors of the noith as they are 
seen by those hunters, who pursue the white and blue 
foxes on the confines of the Icy Sea. 

These arches and fire-works delighted the ladies 
of the Princess exceedingly ; and, with their usual 
good logic, they deduced from his taste for illumina- 
tions, that the King of Bucharia would make the most 
exemplary husband imaginable. Nor, indeed, could 
XiALLA Rookii herself help feeling the kindness and 
splendour with which the young bridegroom welcom- 
ed her ; — but she also felt how painful is the gratitude, 
which kindness from those we cannot love excites ; 
and that their best blandishments come over the heart 
with all that chilling and deadly sweetness, which we 
can fancy in the cold, odoriferous wind that is to blow 
over the earth in the last days. 

The marriage was fixed for the morning after her 
arrival, when she was, for the first time, to be pre- 
sented to the monarch in that Imperial Palace be- 
yond the lake, called the Shalimar. Though a night 
of more wakeful and anxious thought had never 
been passed in the Happy Valley before, yet, when 
she rose in the morning, and her ladies came round 
her, to assist in the adjustment of the bridal orna- 
ments, they thought they had never seen her look 
half so beautiful. What she had lost of the bloom 
and radiancy of her charms was more than made up 
by that intellectual expression, that soul in the eyes 
which is worth all the rest of loveliness. When they 
had tinged her fingers with the Henna leaf, and placed 
upon her brow a small coronet of jewels, of the shape 
worn by the ancient Queens of Bucharia, they flung 
over her head the rose-coloured bridal veil, and she 
proceeded to the barge that was to convey her across 
the lake ;‘-^first kissing, with a mournful look, the 
little amulet of cornelian which her father had hung 
about her neck at parting. 

The morning was as fair as the maid upon whose 
nuptials it rose, and the shining lake, all covered with 
boats, the minstrels playing upon the shores of the 
islands, and the crowded summer-houses on the green 
hills around, with shawls and banners waving from 
their roofs, presented such a picture of animated re- 
joicing, as only she, who was the object of it all, did 


not feel with transport. To Lalla Rookh alone it 
was a melancholy pageant ; nor could she have ever 
borne to look upon tlie scene, were it not for a hope 
that, among the crowds around, she might once more 
perhaps catch a glimpse of Feramouz. So much 
was her imagination haunted by this thought, that 
there was scarcely an islet or boat she passed, at 
which her heart did not flutter with a momentary 
fancy that he was there. Happy, in her eyes, the 
humblest slave upon whom the light of his dear looks 
fell. — ^In the barge immediately after the Princess was 
Fadladeen, with his silken curtains thrown v/idely 
i apart, that all might have the benefit of his august pre- 
sence, and w'ith his head full of the speech he was 
to deliver to the Bang, “concerning Feramorz, and 
literature, and the Chabuk, as connected therewith.” 

They had now entered the canal which leads from 
the Lake to the splendid domes and saloons of the 
Shalimar, and glided on through gardens ascending 
from each bank, full of flowering shrubs that made 
the air all perfume; while from the middle of the 
canal rose jets of water, smooth and unbroken, to 
such a dazzling height, that they stood like pillars of 
diamond in the sunshine. After sailing under the 
arches of various saloons, they at length arrived at 
the last and most magnificent, where the monarch 
awaited the coming of his bride ; and such was the 
agitation of her heart and frame, that it was with dif- 
ficulty she walked up the marble steps, which were 
covered with cloth of gold for her ascent from the 
barge. At the end of the hall stood two thrones, as 
precious as the Cerulean Throne of Koolburga, on 
one of which sat Aliris, the youthful King of Bii- 
charia, and on the other was, in a few minutes, to be 
placed the most beautiful Princess in the world.— 
Immediately upon the entrance of Lalla Rookii 
into the saloon, the monarch descended from his 
throne to meet her ; but scarcely had he time to take 
her hand in his, when she screamed with surprise and 
fainted at his feet. It was Feramorz himself that 
stood before her I— Feramorz was, himself, the 
Sovereign of Bucharia, who in this disguise had ac- 
companied his young bride from Delhi, and, having 
won her love as an humble minstrel, now amply de- 
served to enjoy it as a King. 

The consternation of Fadladeen at this discovery 
was, for the moment, almost pitiable. But change 
of opinion is a resource too convenient in couits for 
this experienced courtier not to have learned to avail 
himself of it. PKs criticisms were all, of course, 
recanted instantly ; he was seized with an admiration 
of the King’s verses, as unbounded, as, he begged 
him to believe, it was disinterested ; and the follow- 
ing week saw him in possession of an additional 
place, swearing by all the Saints of Islam that never 
had there existed so great a poet as the Monarch, Alt- 
uis, and ready to prescribe his favourite regimen of 
the Chabuk for every man, woman, and child that 
dared to think otherwise. 

Of the happiness of the King and Queen of Bucha- 
ria, after such a beginning, there can be but little 
doubt; and, among the lesser symptoms, it is recorded 
of Lalla Rookh, that, to the day of her death, in 
memory of their delightful journey, she never called 
the King by any other name than Feramorz 
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NOTES® 


Page 2*7. 

Thiese particulars of the visit of the King of Bu- 
charia to Aurungzebe are found in Dow's History of 
Mindostan voL iii. p. 392. 

Page 27, line 16. 

Leila. 

The Mistress of Mejnoun, upon whose story so 
many romances, in all the languages of the East, are 
founded. ' ■ ■ 

Page 27, line 16. 

Sbirine. 

For the loves of this celebrated beauty with EHios- 
rou and with Ferhad, see D'Herhelotj QMorif Ori- 
entd CoUections, etc. 

Page 27, line 16, 

Dewilde. 

“The history of the loves of Dewilde and Chizer, 
the son of the Emperor Alla, is written in an elegant 
poem, by the noble Chusero.”—Fem7ito. 

Page 27, line 47. 

Those iiiBignia of the Emperor’s favour, etc. 

“ One mark of honour or knighthood bestowed by 
tne Emperor, is the permission to wear a small kettle- 
drum, at the bows of their saddles, which at first was 
invented for the training of hawks, and to call tiiem to 
tlie lure, and is worn in the field by all sportsmen to 
that end.” — Fryer's Travels. 

“Those on whom the lung has conferred the pri- 
vilege must wear an ornament of jewels on the right 
side of the turban, surmounted by a high plume of 
the feathers of a kind of egret. This bird is found 
only in Cashmere, and the feathers are carefully col- 
lected for the King, who bestows diem on his nobles.” 
—-HJpliinstojie's Accmnt of Cavbid. 

Page 27, line 52. 

Iviiedar Khan, etc. 

“ Khedar lOian, the Khakan, or iCing of Turques- 
tan beyond the Gihon (at the end of the eleventh cen- 
tury,) whenever he appeared abroad was preceded by 
seven hundred horsemen with silver battle-axes, and 
was followed by an equal nmnber bearing maces of 
gold. He was a great patron of poetry, and it was 
he who used to preside at public exercises of genius, 
with four basins of gold and silver by him to distri- 
bute among the poets who excelled.*’“--i2iciiardson’a 
Dissertation pr^wed io his Dictionary., 

Page 27, fine 54. 

The gilt pine-apple, etc. 

“ The kubdeh, a large golden knob, generally in 
the shape of a pine-apple, on the top of the canopy 
ovex the litter or palanquin.” — ScoWs notes on ike 
Baliardanusk. 

Page 27, line 59. 

The rose-coloured veils of the . Princess’s litter. 

In the poem of Zohair, in the MoalHkat, there 


is the following lively description of “ company of 
maidens seated on camels.” 

“They are mounted in carriages covered with 
costly awnings, and with ' rose-coloured veils, the 
linings of which have the hue of crimson Aridem- 
wood. 

“When they ascend from the bosom of the vale, 
they sit forward on the saddle-cloths, with every 
mark of a voluptuous gaiety. 

“Now, when they have reached the brink of yon 
blue gushing rivulet, they fix the poles of their tents 
like the Arab wMi a settled mansion.” 

Page 27, line 60. 

A young female slave sat fanning her, etc. 

See Bernier ' description of the attendants on Rau- 
chanara-Begiim in her' progress to Cashmere. 

Page 28, line 13. 

Eeligion, of whiclj Aurungzebe was a munificent protector. 

. This hypocritical Emperor would have made a 
worthy associate of certain Holy Leagues. — “He 
held tlie cloak of religion (says Dow) between his 
actions and the vulgar; and impiously thanked the 
Divinity for a success ; which he owed to his own 
wickedness. PiTien he. was murdering, and perse- 
cuting his brothers and their families, he was building 
a magnificent mosque at Delhi, as an offering to God 
for his assistance to him in the civil wars. He acted 
as high-priest at the consecration of this temple, and 
made a practice of attending divine service there, in 
the humble dress of a Fakeer. But when he lifted 
one hand to the Divinity, he, with the other, signed 
warrants for the assassination of his relations,”— 
History of Hindostan, vol. hi. p. 235. See also the 
curious letter of Aurimgzebe, given in the Orientd 
ColUciions, vol, 1. p. ^^0. 

Page 28, luxe 15. 

The diamond eyes of the idol, etc. 

“ The Idol at Ja.ghemaut has two fine diamonds 
for .eyes. No goldsmith is suffered to enter, the 
Pagoda., one having stole one of these eyes, being' 
locked up a.ll night with the Idol.”-— Tanerriie'r. , , 

Page 28, line 19. . 

Gardens of Shalimar. , 

See a description of these royal Gardens in “ An 
. Account of the present State of 'Dellii, by Lieut. 
W. Franklin.”— Aswt.'Heseafcft. voL iv.. p. .417. 

. Page 28, line 26. 

Lake of Pearl. 

“ In the neighbourhood is Notte Gill, or the Lake 
of Pearl, which receives tins name from its peliucid 
water.” — Pennant's Hindostan. 

“ Nasir Jung, encamped in the vicinity of the Lake 
of Tonoor, amused himself with sailing on that clear 
and beautiful water, and gave it the fanciful name of 
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Motee Talab, ‘the Lake of Pearls,’ which it still re- 
tains.”— WiZfe’s South of India. 

Page 28, line 30. 

Described by one from the Isles of tbs West, etc. 

Sir Thomas Eoe, Ambassador from James I. to 
Jehanguire. 

Page 28, line 45. 

Loves of Wamak and Ezr-a. 

“ The romance Wemakweazra, written in Persian 
verse, which contains the loves of Wamak and Ezra, 
twm celebrated lovers who lived before the time of 
Mahomet .” — Notes on the Onental Tales. 

Page 28, line 45. 

Of the fair-haired Zal, and his mistress Eodabver. 

Their amour is recounted in the Shah-Nameh of 
Ferdousi ; and there is much beauty in the passage 
which describes the slaves of Rodahver, sitting on 
the bank of the river, and throwing flowers into the 
stream, in order to draw the attention of the young 
Hero, who is encamped on the opposite side. — See 
C}mmpio7i’s Translation. 

Page 28, line 46. • 

The combat of Euslam witli the terrible white Demon. 

Rustam is the Hercules of the Persians. For the 
particulars of his Victory over the Sepeed Deeve, or 
White Demon, see Onental CoUeciions, vol. ii. p.45. — 
Near the city of Shirauz is an immense quadrangular 
monument in commemoration of this combat, called 
the Kelaat-i-Deev Sepeed, or Castle of the ’White 
Giant, which Father Angelo, in his Gazophylaciiim 
Persieum, p. 127, declares to have been the most 
memorable monument of antiquity rvhich he had 
seen in Persia. — See Ouselefs Fersian Miscellmiies. 

Page 28, line 53. 

Their gokhm anklets. 

“ The women of the Idol, or dancing girls of the 
Pagoda, have little golden bells fastened to their feet, 
the soft harmonious tinkling of which vibrates in 
unison with the exquisite melody of their voices.” — 
Maurice^ s Indian Antiquities. 

“ The Arabian courtezans, like the Indian women, 
have little golden bells fastened round their legs, 
neck and elbows, to the sound of which they dance 
before the King. The Arabian princesses wear 
golden rings on their fingers, to which little bells 
are suspended, as in the flowing tresses of their 
hair, that their superior rank may be known, and 
they themselves receive, in passing, the homage due 
to them.” — See CalmeCs Dictionary,, art. Bells. 

■ Page 28, line 68. 

That delicious opium, etc. 

“ Abou-Tige, ville de la Thebaide, ou il croit beau ’ 
coup de pavots noir, dont se fait le milleur opium.” — 
D’ Herbelot. 

Page 28, line 78. 

That idol of women, Grishna. 

“ He and the three Ramas are described as youths 
of perfect beauty ; and the Princesses of Hindostan 
were all passionately in love 'with Crishha, who con- 
tinues to this hour the darling god of the Indian 
women .” — Sir W. Jones on the Gods of Greece, Italy, 
and India 
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Page 28, line 86. 

The shawl-goat of Tibet. 

See Tiirner'‘s E?nl)assy for a description of this 
animal, “ the most beautiful among the whole tribe 
of goats.” The materials for the shawls (which is 
carried to Cashmere) is found next the skin. 

Page 28, line 107. 

The veiled Fropiu t of Khorassan. 

For the real history of this Impostor, whose on- 
ginal name was Haken ben Haschem, and who was 
called Mokamia from the veil of silver gauze (or, as 
others say, golden) which he always wore, see D’ 
Herhelot. 

Page 28, line 111. 

Flowerets and fruits blush over every stream. 

“The fruits of Meru are finer than those of any 
other place; and one cannot see in any other city 
such palaces, with groves, and streams, and gardens.” 
Ebn HauhaVs Geography. 

Page 28, line 120. 

For, far less luminous, his votaries said, 

Were e’en the gleams, miraculously shod 
O’er Moussa’s cheek. 

“ Ses disciples assuraient qu’il se couvrait le vis- 
age, pour ne pas eblouir ceux qui I’approchaient par 
I’eclat de son visage comme Moyse.” — D^ Herhelot. 

Page 29, line 7. 

In hatred to the Caliph’s hue of night. 

“ II faut remarquer ici touchant les habits blancs 
des disciples de Hakem, qiie la couleur des habits, 
des coiffures et des etendards des Iiltalifes Abassidcs 
etant la noire, ce chef de rebelles ne pouvait pas eri 
choisir tine qui lui fut plus opposee.” — D' Herhelot. 

Page 29, line 10, 

Javelins of the light Kathaian reed, 

“ Our dark javelins, exquisitely wrought of Katha- 
ian reeds, slender and delicate.”— Pom of Amru. 

Page 29, line 12. 

Filled wiffi the stems that bloom on Iran’s rivers. 

The Persians call this plant Gaz. The celebrated 
shaft of Isfendiar, one of their ancient heroes, was 
made of it. — ^“Nothing can be more beautiful than 
the appearance of this plant in flower during the 
rains on the banks of the rivers, where it is usually 
interwoven with a lovely twining asclepias ,” — Sir 
TV. Jones, Botanical Ohsermtions 07i select India ti 
Plants. 

Page 29, line 17. 

Like a chenar-tree grove. 

The oriental plane. “ The chenar is a delightful 
tree; its bole is of a fine wdiite and smooth bark; 
and its foliage, which growls in a tuft at the summit, 
is of a bright green ”• — MorieFs Travels. 

Page 29, line 47 

With turban’d beads, of every hue and race, 

Boviing before that veil’d and awful lace, 

Like tulip beds— — — 

“ The name of Tulip is said to be of Turkish ex- 
traction, and given to the flower on account of its 
resembling a turban .” — Beckman s HisUny of Jhuen- 
tions. 


I 


MOOEE’S WOEKS. 


Page 29j iiae 57. 

With hett of broider’di crape, 

And fnr-foound bonnet of Bucliarian shape. 

The inhabitants of Bncharia wear a round cloth 
bonnet, shaped much after the Polish fashion, having 
a large fur border. They tie their kaftans about the 
middle with a girdle of a kind of silk crape, several 
times round the body,” — Account of Ijidependeut 
Tavtaryf in Finkertom^s Collection^ 

Page 29, line 108. 

Wav’d, like the wings of the white birds that fan 
The dying Throne of star-taught Soliman. 

This wonderful Throne was called, The Star of 
the C5enii. For a full description of it, see the Frag- 
ment, translated by captain Franklin, from a Persian 
MS. entitlcsd ** The History of Jerusalem Oriental | 
CcMedwmi voh i. p. 235. — ^When Solomon travelled, i 
the eastern writers say, “ he had a carpet of green ' 
silk on which his throne was placed, being of a pro- 
digious length and breadth, and sufficient for all his 
forces to stand upon, the men placing themselves on 
his right hand, and the spirits on his left; and that, 
when all were in order, the wind, at his command, 
took up the carpet, and transported it, with ail that 
were upon it, wherever he pleased; the army of 
birds at the same time flying over their heads, and 
forming a kind of canopy to shade them from the 
sun.” — Sale's Komuj vol. ii. p. 214, note. 

Page 30, line 7. 

And thence descending flow’d 
Through many a Prophet’s breast. , 


tradition, thus adopted The earth (which God had 
selected for the materials of his work) was carried 
into Arabia, to a place between Mecca and Tayef, 
where, being first , kneaded by the Angels, it was 
afterwards fashioned by God himself into a human 
form, and left to dry for the space of forty days, or, 
as others say, as many years ; the angels, in the mean 
time, often visiting it, and Ebiis (then one of the 
angels nearest to God's presence, afterwards the 
devil) among the rest; but he, not contented with 
looking at it, kicked it with his foot till it rang; and 
knowing God designed that creature to be liis supe- 
rior, took a secret resolution never to acknowledge 
him as such .” — Sale on the Koran. 

Page 33, line 44. 

Where none but priests are privileged to trade 
In that best marble of which Gods are made. 

The material of which images of Gaudma (the 
Birman Deity) is made, is held sacred. “Birmans 
may not purchase the marble in mass but are suffer- 
ed, and indeed encouraged, to buy figures of the Deity 
already made.” — Spues' s Am, voL ii. p. 376. 

Page 34, line 93. 

The puny bird that dares, with teazing hum, 

Within the crocodile’s stretch’d jaws to come. 

The humming-bird is said to run this risk for the 
purpose of picking the crocodQe’s teeth. The same 
circumstance is related of the Lapwing, as a fact, to 
which he was witness, by Paul Lucas f^Voyage fait 
€11 1714. 

Page 35, line 38. 


This is according to D’Herbelot’s account of the 
doctrines of Mokanna: — “Sa doctrine dtait que Dieu j 
avail pris une forme et figure humainedepuis qu'ileutj 
commande aux Anges d’adorer Adam, le premier des 
hommes. Qu'apres la mort d’Adam, Dieu etait ap- 
paru sous la figure de plusieurs Prophetes et autres 
grands hommes qu’il avail choisis, jusqu’a ce qu’il 
prit celle d’ Abu Moslem, Prince de IChorassan, lequel 
professait Perreur de la Tenassukhiah on Metempsy- 
chose ; et qu’apres la mort de ce Prince, la Divinite 
etait passee, et descendue en sa personne.” 

Page 33, line 5, 

Such Gods as ho, 

Whom India servos, tho monkey Deity. 

“Apes are in many parts of India highly venerated, 
out of respect to the God Hannaman, a deity par-] 
taking of the form of that race.” — Pennant's Plin- \ 
doostan. 

See a curious account in Stephen's Persia of a 
solemn embassy from some part of the Indies to Goa, 
when the Portuguese were there, offering vast trea- 
sures for the recovery of a monkey's tooth, which 
they hold in great veneration, and which had been 
taken away upon the conquest of the kingdom of 
Jafanapatan. 

Page 33, line 7. 

-Proud things of clay, 


Some artists of Yamteheou having been sent on previously. 

“ The Feast of Lanterns is celebrated at Yampt* 
cheou with more magnificence than any where else; 
and the report goes, that the illuminations there are 
so splendid, that an Emperor once, notdaring openly 
to leave his Court to go thither, committed liimsei 
with the Queen and several Princesses of his family 
into the hands of a magician, who promised to trans- 
port them tliither in a thrice. He made them in the 
night to ascend magnificent thrones that were borne 
up by swans, which in a moment arrived at Yamt- 
eheou. The Emperor saw at his leisure all the so- 
lemnity, bemg carried upon a cloud that hovered over 
the city, and descended by degrees; and came back 
again with the same speed and equipage, nobody at 
court perceiving his Rhsema."— -The present State of 
Chinat p. 156. 

Page 35, line 41. 

Artificial sceneries of bamboo-work.* 

See a description of the nuptials of Vizier Alee in 
tlm Asiatic Annual pjegister (f IBQi. 

Page 35, line' 59. 

The origin of these fantastic Chinese illuminations. 
“The vulgar ascribe it to an accident that happen- 
ed in the family of a famous mandarin, whose daugh- 
ter walking one evening upon the shore of a lake, fell 
in and was drowned ; this afflicted father, with his 
family, ran thither, and, the better to find her, he 
caused a great company of lanterns to be lighted. 
All the inhabitants of the place thronged after him 


To. whom if Lucifer, as grandaras say, 

Refus’d, though at the forfeit of Heaven’s light. 

To bend in worship, Lucifer was right. 

This resolution of Ebiis not to acknowledge the * 

new creature, man, was, according to Mahometan 1 with torches. The year ensuing they made fires up^s 
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the shores the same day; they continued the cere-i 
mony every year, every one lighted his lantern, and 
by degrees it commenced into a custom.” — Present 
State of China. 

Page 35, line 100. 

The KohoFs jetty dye. 

“None of these ladies,” says “take them- 

selves to be completely dressed, till they have tinged 
the hair and edges of their eyelids with the powder 
of lead-ore. Now, as this operation is performed by 
dipping first into the powder a small wooden bodkin 
of the thickness of a quill, and then drawing it after- 
wards, through the eyelids* over the ball of the eye, 
we shall have a lively image of what the prophet 
rJer. iv. 30,) may be supposed to mean by rendering 
the eyes with painting. This practice is, no doubt, of 
great antiquity ; for besides the instance already taken 
notice of, we find that where Jezebel is said (2 Kings, 
ix. 30,) tohave painted her face, the oxigindl words are, 
s]ie adjusted her eyes with the powder of lead-ore '^ — 
Shaw’s Travels. 

Page 36, line 53. 

. — Drop 

About the gardens, drunk with that sweet food. 

Tavernier adds, that while the Birds of Paradise 
lie in this intoxicated state, the emmets come and eat 
off their legs ; and that hence it is they are said to 
have no feet. 

Page 37, line 53. 

As they were captives to the King of Flowers. 

“ They deferred it tUl the King of Flowers should 
ascend his throne of enamelled foliage.” — The Ba-- 
hardanush. 

Page 37, line 78. 

But a light golden chain-work round her hair, etc. 

One of the head-dresses of the Persian women is 
composed of a light golden chain-work, set with 
small pearls, with a thin gold plate pendant, about 
the bigness of a crown-piece, on which is impressed 
an Arabian prayer, and which hangs upon the cheek 
below the ear.” — Manway’s Travels. 

Page 37, line 79. 

The Maids of Yezd. I 

“ Gertainly the women of Yezd are the handsomest 
women in Persia The proverb is, that to live happy, : 
a man must have a wife of Yezd, eat the bread of ' 
Yezdecas, and drink the wine of Shiraz.” — Tavernier. 

Page 38, line 54. 

And his floating eyes — oh ! they resemble 

Blue water-lilies. 

“ Whose wanton eyes resemble bine water-lilies, 
agitated by the breeze.” — Jayadeva. 

" , / ' Page '.SS, hue ,87. 

To muse upon the pictures that hung round. 

It has been generally supposed that the Mahome- 
tans prohibit all pictures of animals ; but TordeT'fra 
shows that, though the practice is forbidden by the 
Koran, they are not more averse to painted figures 
and images than other people. From Mr. Murphy’s 
work, too, we find that the Arabs of Spain had no 
objection to the introduction of figures into painting. 


Page 33, line 97. 

Like her own radiant planet of the west, 

Whose orb when half retir’d looks loveliest. 

This is not quite astronomically true. “ Dr. Had- 
ley (says Keil) has shown that Venus is brightest, 
when she is about forty degrees removed from the 
sun ; and that then but only a fourth part of her lucid 
disk is to be seen from the earth.” 

Page 38, line 101. 

With her from Saba’s bowers, in whose bright ej^es 
He read, that to be bless’d, is to be wise. 

“ In the palace which Solomon ordered to be built 
against the arrival of the Queen of Saba, the floor or 
pavement was of transparent glass, laid over running 
water in which fish were swimming.” This led the 
Queen into a very natural mistake, which the Koran 
has not thought beneath its dignity to commemorate. 
“ It was said unto her. Enter the palace. And when 
she saw it she imagined it to be a great water ; and 
she discovered her legs, by lifting up her robe to pass 
through it. Whereupon Solomon said to her, Verily, 
this is the place evenly floored with glass.” — Chap. S7. 

Page 38, line 103. 

Zuleika. 

“Such was the name of Potiphar’s wife according 
to the sura, or chapter of the Alcoran, which con- 
tains the history of Joseph, and which for elegance 
of style surpasses every other of the Prophet’s books ; 
some Arabian writers also call her Rail. The passion 
winch this frail beauty of antiquity conceived for her 
young Hebrew slave has given rise to a much esteem- 
ed poem in the Persian language, entitled Yusef vau 
Zelikha, by Noureddin Jami; the manuscript copy 
of which, in tlie Bodleian Library at Oxford, is sup- 
posed to be the finest in the whole world.”— iVbic 
upon Nott’s Translation of Hafez. 

Page 41, line 22. 

The apples of Istkaliar. 

“In the territory of Istkahar, there is a kind of ap- 
ple, half of which* is sweet and half sour.” — Ebm 
Hauhal. 

Page 41, line 25, 

They saw a young Hindoo girl upon the bank. 

For an account of this ceremony, see Grandpre’s 
Voyage in the Indian Ocean. 

Page 41, line 38. 

The Oton-tala or Sea of Stars. 

“ The place where the Whangho, a river of Tibet, 
rises, and where there are more than a hundred 
springs, which sparkle like sta?s ; whence it is called 
Hotunior, that is, the Sea of Stars,” — Description of 
Tibet in Pinherton. 

Page 41, line 67. 

This City of War, which in a few short hours 

Has sprung up here. 

“The Lescar, or Imperial Camp, is divided, like a 
: regular town, into squares, alleys, and streets, and 
from arising ground furnishes one of the most agree- 
able prospects in the world. Starting up in a few 
hours in an uninhabited plain, it raises the idea of a 
city built by enchantment. Even those who leave 
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their houses in cities to foliow the prince in his pro- 
gress, are frequently so charmed with the Lescar, 
when situated in a beautiful and convenient place, 
that they cannot prevail with themselves to remove. 
To prevent this inconvenience to the court, the Em- 
peror, after sufficient time is allowed to the trades- 
men to follow, orders them to be burnt out of their 
tents.” — Bow's Hindostan, 

Colonel Wilks gives a lively picture of an Eastern 
encampment. — “ Ilis camp, like that of most Indian 
armies, exhibited a motley collection of covers from 
tlie scorching sun and dews of the night, variegated 
according to the taste or means of each individual, by 
extensive inclosures of coloured calico surrounding 
superb suits of tents ; by ragged cloths or blankets 
stretched over sticks or branches ; palm leaves hastily 
spread over similar supports; handsome tents and 
splendid canopies ; horses, o.xen, elephants, and ca- 
mels, all intermixed without any exterior mark of or- 
der or design, except the flags of the chiefs, which 
usually mark the centres of a congeries of these 
masses; the only regular part of the encampment 
being the streets of shops, each of which is construct- 
ed nearly in the manner of a booth at an English 
fair.” — Historical Sketches of the South of India. 

Page 41, line 77. 

And camels, tufted o’er with Yemen’s shells. 

** A superb camel, ornamented with strings, and 
tufls of small shells,” — Ali Bey. 

Page 41, line 85. 

The tinkling throngs 
Of laden camels, and their drivers’ songs. 

“ Some of the camels have bells about their necks, 
and some about their legs, like those which our car- 
riers put about their fore-horses’ necks, wdiich, to- 
gether with the servants (-who belong to the camels, 
and travel on foot,) singing all night, make a pleasant 
noise, and the journey passes away delightfully.” — 
Bitt's Account of the Mahometans. 

The camel-driver follows the camels singing, and 
sometimes playing upon his pipe : the louder he sings 
and pipes, the faster the camels go. Nay, they will 
stand still when he gives over his music.” — Tavernier, 

Page 42, line 63. 

Hot as that crimson haze 
By which the prostrate caravan is aw’d. 

Savary says of the south wind, which blows in 
Egypt, from February to May, “ Sometimes it appears 
only in tlie shape of an impetuous whirlwind, which 
passes rapidly, and is fatal to the traveller surprised 
in the middle of the deserts. Torrents of burning 
sand roll before it, thd firmament is enveloped in a 
thick veil, and the sun appears of the colour of blood. 
Sometimes whole caravans are buried in it.” 

Page 44, line 31, 

—The pillar’d Throne 
Of Parviz. 

“There were said to be imder this Throne or Palace 
of Khosron Parvis, a hundred vaults filled with trea- 
sures so immense, that some Mahometan writers tell 
us, their Prophet, to encourage bis disciples, carried 
them to a rock, which at his conamand opened, and 


gave them a prospect through it of the treasures of 
Khosrou.”— IJuit'ersaZ History, 

Page 44, line 46. 

And they beheld an orb, ample and bright, 

Rhe from the Holy Weil. 

We are not told more of this trick of the Impostor, 
than that it was “ une machine, qu’il disait etre la 
Lune.” According to Richardson, the miracle is per- 
petuated in Nekscheb. — “ Nakshab,the name of a city 
in Transoxiania, where they say there is a well, in 
which the appearance of the moon is to be seen night 
and day.” 

Page 44, line 73. 

On for the lamps that light yon lofty screen. 

The tents of Princes were generally illuminated. 
Norden tells us that the tents of the Bey of Girge was 
distinguished from the other tents by forty lanterns 
being suspended before it.— -See Harmefs Ohserm 
tions on Job. 

Page 45, line 51. 

Engines of havoc in, unknown before, 

That they loiew the secret of the Greek fire among 
the Mussulmans early in the eleventh century, ap- 
pears from Bow's Account of Mamood L “ When he 
arrived at Moultan, finding that the country of the 
.Tits was defended by great rivers, he ordered fifteen 
hundred boats to be built, each of which he armed 
%vith six iron spikes, projecting from their prows and 
sides, to prevent their being boarded by the enemy, 
who were very expert in that kind of war. When he 
liad launched this fleet, he ordered twenty archers 
into each boat, and five others with fiLre-balls, to burn 
the craft of the Jks, and naptha to set the whole river 
on fire.” 

Tlie agnee aster, too, in Indian poems, the Instru- 
ment of Fire, whose flames cannot be extinguished, 
is supposed to signify the Greek Fire.— See WUh's 
South of India, vol. i. p. 471. — And in the curious Ja- 
van poem, the Brata Yudha, given by Mr. Raffies in 
his History of Java, we find, “Pie aimed at the heart 
of Soeta with the sharp-pointed Weapon of Fire.” 

The mention of gunpowder as in use among the 
Arabians, long before ics supposed discovery in Eu- 
rope, is introduced by Ebn Fadhl, the Egyptian geo- 
graplier, who lived in the thirteenth century. “ Bo- 
dies,” he says, “in the form of scorpions, bound 
round and filled with nitrous powder, glide along, 
making a gentle noise ; then, exploding, they lighten, 
as it were, and burn. But there are others, which, 
cast into the air, stretch along like a cloud, roaring 
horribly, as thunder roars, and on ali sides vomiting 
out flames, burst, burn, and reduce to cinders what- 
ever comes in their way.” The historian Ren AhdaUa, 
in speaking of the siege of Abulualid in the year of 
the Hegira 712, says, “ A fiery globe, by means of 
combustible matter, with a mighty noise suddenly 
emitted, strikes with the force of liglitning, and shakes 
the citadel.” — See the extracts from Casiri's Bihliotli, 
Arab. Hispan. in the Appendix to Beiington's Literary 
; History of the Middle Ages. 

Page 45, line 55. 

Discharge, as from a kindled naptha fount. 

See Hanway's Account of the Springs of Naptha 
a.t Baku (which is called by Lieutenant Foiiinger 
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Joala Mookhee, or the Flaming mouth,) taking fire 
and running into the sea. Dr. Cooke in his Journal 
mentions some wells in Circassia, strongly impregna- 
ted with this inflammable oil, from which issues boil- 
ing water, “ Though the weather,” he adds, “ was 
now very cold, the warmth of these wells of hot wa- 
ter produced near them the verdpre and flowers of 
spring.” 

Major Scott Waring says, that naptha is used by ; 
the Persians, as we are told it was in hell, for lamps. 

Many a row 

Of stary lamps and blazing cressets, fed 
With naptha and asphaltus, yielded light 
As from a sky. « 

Page 46, line 107. 

Thou seest yon cistern in the shade — *tis fill’d 
With burning drugs, for this last hour distill’d. 

“ I! donna du poison dans le vin a tous ses gens, et 
se jetta lui-mdme ensuita dans une cuve pleine de 
drogues brulantes et consumantes, afin qu’il ne restat 
rien de tous les membres de son corps, et que ceux 
qui restaient de sa secte puissent croire qu’il etait 
monte au ciel, ce qui ne manqua pas d’arriver.^’ — 
D^Merhelot. 

Page 48, ’line 28. 

To eat any mangoes but those of Mazagong was, of course, 
impossible. 

“ The celebrity of Mazagong is owing to its man- 
goes, which are certainly the best fruit I ever tasted. 
The parent tree, from which all those of this species 
have been grafted, is honoured during the fruit sea- 
son by a guard of sepois ; and, in the reign of Shah 
Jehan, couriers were stationed between Delhi and the 
Mahratta coast, to secure an abundant and fresh sup- 
ply of mangoes for the royal table.”~-ilfrs. Graham's 
Journal of a Residence in India. 

Page 40, line 30. 

His fine antique porcelain. 

This old porcelain is found in digging, and “ if it is 
esteemed, it is not because it has acquired any new 
degree of beauty in the earth, but because it has re- 
tained its ancient beauty ; and this alone is of great 
importance in China, where they give large sums for 
the smallest vessels which were used under the Em- 
perors Tan and Chun, who reigned many ages before 
the dynasty of Tang, at which time porcelain began 
to be used by the Emperors,” (about the year 442.) — 
Dunn's Collection of Curimes Ohservaiions, etc. — a 
bad translation of some parts of the Letlres Edifiantes 
et Curieuses of the Missionary Jesuits. 

Page 49, line 36. 

That sublime bird, which flies always in the air. 

The Humma, a bird peculiar to the East. It is 
supposed to fly constantly in the air, and never touch 
the ground : it is looked upon as a bird of happy 
omen, and that every head it overshades will in time 
wear a crown.”— SMardson. 

In the terms of alliance made by Fuzzel Oola IQian 
with Hyderin 1760, one of the stipulations was, “that 
he should have the distinction of two honoraiy atten- 
dants standing behind him, Holdings ftms composed 
of the feathers of the humma^ according to the prac- 
tice of his family.” — Wilks's South of India. He 
adds in a note: “ThePIiimmals a fabulous bird. The 


head over which its shadow once passes will assur- 
edly be circled with a crown. The splendid little 
bird, suspended over the throne of Tippoo Sultaun 
found at Seringapatam in 1799, was intended to re • 
present this poetical fancy.” 

Page 49, line 36. 

Whose words, like those on the Written Mountain, last 
for ever. 

“To the pilgrims to Mount Sinai we must attribute 
the inscriptions, figures, etc. on those rocks, which 
have from thence acquired the name of the Written 
Mountain.” — Volney. M. Gebeiin and others have 
been at much pains to attach some mysterious and 
important meaning to tliese inscriptions ; but Niebuhr, 
as well as Volney, thinks that they must have been 
executed at idle hours by the travellers to Mount Si- 
nai, “ who were satisfied with cutting the unpolished 
rock with any pointed instrument; adding to their 
names and the date of their journeys some rude 
figures which bespeak the hand of a people but little 
skilled in the arts.” — Niebuhr. 

Page 49, line 70. 

From the dark hyacinth to which Hafez compares his 
mistress’s hair. 

Vide Noil's Hafez, Ode v. 

Page 49, line 71. 

To the Camalata by whose rosy blossoms the heaven of 
India is scented. 

“The Camalata (called by Linnisus, Ipomsea) is the 
most beautiful of its order, both in the colour and 
form of its leaves and flowers ; its elegant blossoms 
are ‘celestial rosy red, Love’s proper hue,’ and have 
justly procured it the name of Camalata, or Love’s 
Creeper .” — Sir W. Jones. 

“ Camalata may also mean a mythological plant, by 
which all desires are granted to such as inhabit the 
heaven of India ; and if ever flower was worthy of 
paradise, it is our charming Ipomtea.”— Jb. 

Page 49, line 73. 

That Flower-loving Nymph, w’hom they worship in the 
temples of Kaliiay. 

“ According to Father Preniare, in his tract on Chi 
nese Mythology, the mother of Fo-hi was the daugh- 
ter of heaven, surnamed Flower-loving ; and as the 
nymph was walking alone on the bank of a river, she 
i found herself encircled by a rainbow, after which she 
I became pregnant, and, at the end of twelve years, was 
I delivered of a son, radiant as herself.” — Asiat. Res. 

I Page 50, line 1. 

On the blue flower, which, Bramins say, 

B'iooms no where but in Paradise. 

“ The Brahmins of this province insist that the blue 
Campac flowers only in Paradise .” — Sir TV. Jones. 
It appears, however, from a curious letter of the Sul- 
tan of Menangcabow, given by Marsden, that one 
place on earth may lay claim to the possession of it. 
“Tliis is the Sultan, w^ho keeps the flower Champaka 
that is blue, and to be found in no other country but 
his, being yello\Y ehewhexe." ^Marsden' s Sumatra. 

Page 50, line 26. 

I know where the Lies of Perfume are. 

Diodorm mentions the Isle of Panchaia, to the 
south oi Arabia Felix, where there was a temple of 
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Jupiter, This island, or rather cluster of isles, has 
disappeared, “sunk (says Grandpre) in the abyss 
made by the tire beneath their foundatioEs .” — Voyage 
to the Indian Ocean. 

Page 50, line 39. 

tVhose air is bairn, whose ocean spreads 

O’er coral rocks and amber beds, etc. 

“ It is not like the Sea of India, tvhose bottom is 
rich with pearls and ambergris, whose mountains of 
the coast are stored with gold and precious stones, 
whose gulfs breed creatures that yield ivory, and 
among the plants of whose shores are ebony, red 
w'ood, and the wood of Hairxan, aloes, camphor, 
cloves, sandal-wood, and all other spices and aroma- 
tics ; where parrots and peacocks are birds of the 
forest, and musk and civet are collected upon the 
lands .” — Travels of two Mohammedans. 

Page 50, line 54. 

Thy pillar’d shades. 

In the ground 

Tlie bended twigs take root, and daughters grow 

About the mother tree, a pillar'^ d shade^ 

High over-arch’d, and echoing walks between. 

Milton. 

For a particular description and plate of the Ban- 
yan-tree, see Cordiner^s Ceylon. 

Page 50, line 56. 

Thy Monarchs and tlieir thousand thrones. 

“ With this immense treasure Mamood returned to 
Ohizni, and, in the year 400, prepared a magnificent 
festival, where he displayed to the people his wealth 
in golden thrones and in other ornaments, in a great 
plain without the city of Ghizni.” — Ferishta. 

Page 50, line 91. 

Blood like tills, 

For Liberty shed, so holy ia. 

Objections may be made to my use of the word Li- 
berty, in tliis, and more especitilly in the story that 
follows it, as totally inapplicable to any state of things 
that has ever existed in the East ; hut though I can- 
not, of course, mean to employ it in that enlarged 
and noble sense which is so well understood in the 
present day, and, I grieve to say, so little acted upon, I 
yet it is no disparagement to the word to apply it to 
(that national independence, that freedom irom tlie 
interference and dictation of foreigners, without 
which, indeed, no liberty of any kind can exist, and 
for which both Hindoos and Persians fought against 
their Mussulman invaders with, in many cases, a 
bravery that deserved much better success. 

Page 50, line 108. 

Afric’fl Lunar Mountains. 

“Sometimes called,” says Jackson^ “ Jibbel Kum- 
rie, or the white or lunar-coloured mountains ; so a 
white horse is called by the Arabians a moon-colour- 
ed horse.” 

Page 51, line 56. 

Only the fierce hysona stalks 
Throughout the city’s desolate walks. 

“ Gondar was full of hyaenas, from the time it 
*urned dark till the dawn of day, seeking the different 


pieces of slaughtered carcases, which this cruel and 
unclean people expose in the streets without burial, 
and who firmly believe that these animals are Falasli- 
ta from the neighbouring mountains, transformed by 
magic, and come down to eat human flesh in the dark 
in safety.”— Brace. 

Page 51, line 104. 

But see, — who yonder comes. 

This circumstance has been often introduced into 
poetry; — ^by Vincentius Fabricius, by Danvin, and 
lately, with very powerful effect, by Mr. Wilson. 

• Page 53, line 13. 

The wild bees of Palestine. 

“Wild bees, frequent in Palestine, in hollow trunks 
or branches of trees, and the clefts of rocks. Thus 
it is said (Psalm 81,) honey out of the stony 
Burder's Oriental Customs, 

Page 53, line 15. 

And, Jordan, those sweet banks of thine, 

And woods so full of nightingaleB. 

“ The river Jordan is on both sides beset with little, 
thick, and pleasant woods, among which thousands 
of nightingales w'arble all together .” — Theeenot 

Page 53, line 50. 

On the brink 
Of a small imaret’s rustic fount. 

Imaret, “ hospice ou on loge et nourrit, gratis, les 
p^lerins pendant trois jours.” — Todemu', transhied 
by the Abhede Cournand.'r—See also Castellan’s Mceurs 
das Otkomans, tom. v. p. 145. 

Page 53, line 81, 

The boy has started from the bed 
Of flowers, where he had lain his head, 

And down upon the fragrant sod 
Kneels. 

“ Such Turks as at the common hours of prayer are 
on the road, or so employed as not to find conve- 
nience to attend the Mosques, are still obliged to 
execute that duty ; nor are they ever known to fail, 
whatever business they are then about, but pray im- 
mediately when the hour alarms them, wliatever they 
are about, in that very place they chance to stand on; 
insomuch that when a janissary, whom you have to 
guard you up and down the city, hears the notice 
which is given him, from the steeples, he will turn 
about, stand still, and beckon with Ms hand, to tell 
his charge he must have patience for a while ; when, 
taking out his handkerchief, he spreads it on the 
ground, sits cross-legged thereupon, and says his 
prayers, though in the open market, which, having 
ended, he leaps briskly up, salutes the person whom 
he undertook to convey, and renews his journey with 
the mOd expression of ghdlgJionnum gheU, or, Come, 
dear, follow me.”— Aaron Hiirs Tramls, 

Page 54, line 92. 

The Banyan Hospital. 

This account excited a desire of visiting the Ban- 
yan Hospital, as I had heard much of their benevo- 
lence to all kinds of animals that were either sick, 
lame, or infirm, through age or accident. On my 
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arrival there were presented to my view many horses, 
cows, and oxen, in one apartment; in another, dogs, 
sheep, goats, and monkeys, with clean straw for them 
to repose on. Above stairs were depositories for 
seeds of many sorts, and flat, broad dishes for water, 
for the use of birds and insects.” — Parsons* 

It is said that all animals know the Banyans, that 
the most timid approach them, and that birds will fly 
nearer to them than to other people. — See Grandpre? 

Page 54, line 97. 

Whose sweetness was not to be drawn forth, like that bf 
the fragrant grass near the Ganges, by crushing and 
trampling upon them. 

A very fragrant grass from the banks of the Gan- 
ges, near Heridwar, which in some places covers 
whole acres, and diffuses, when crushed, a strong 
odour.” — Sir W* Jones on the Spikemrd of the An- 
cients, 

Page 55, line 62. 

Artizans in chariots. 

Oriental Tales. 

Page 55, line 72. 

Waved plates of gold and silver flowers over their heads. 

“Or, rather,” says Scotty upon the passage of 
Ferishta, from which this is taken, “small coin, 
stamped with the figure of a flower. They are still 
used in India to distribute in charity, and on occasion, 
thrown by the purse-bearers of the great among the 
populace.” 

Page 55, line 83. 

His delectable alley of trees. 

This road is 250 leagues in length. It has “little 
pyramids or turrets,” says Bernier, “erected every 
half league, to mark the ways, and frequent wells to 
afford drink to passengers, and to water the young 
trees.” 

Page 56, line 8. 

On the clear, cold waters of which floated multitudes of the 

beautiful red lotus. 

“ Here is a large pagoda by a tank, on the water 
of which float multitudes of the beautiful red lotus : 
the flower is larger than that of the white water-lily, 
and is the most lovely of the nymphaeas I have seen.” 
—-Mrs. Graham^ $ Journal of a residence in India, 

Page 56, line 38. | 

Who many hundred years since had fled hither from their 

Arab conquerors, 

“ On les voit, pdrsecut^s par les Ehalifes, se reti- 
rer dans les montagnes du Kerman : plusieurs choisi- 
rent pour retraite la Tartarie et la Chine ; d’autres 
s’arreterent sur les bords du Gauge, a I’est de Delhi.” 
— M,' Anqmtil, Memires de V Academies tom. xxxi. p. 
346. 

Page 56, line 48. 

As a native of Cashmere, which bad in the same manner 
become the prey of strangers. 

“ Cashmere (says its historians) had its own Princes 
4000 years before its conquest by Akbar in 1585. 
Akbar would have found some dijfficulty to reduce 
this Paradise of the Indies, situated as it is, within 
such a fortress of mountains ; but its monarch, Yusef 


Kahn, was basely betrayed by his Omrahs.”-— PcTt* 
nant. 

Page 56, line 79. 

His story of the Fire-worshippers. 

Voltaire tells us, that' in his Tragedy “Les Gue- 
bres,” he was generally supposed to have alluded to 
the Jansenists ; and I should not be surprised if this 
story of the Fire-worshippers were found capable of 
a similar doubleness of application. 

Page 57, line 77. 

Who, lull’d in cool kiosk or bower. 

“In the midst of the garden is the chiosk, that is, 
a large room, commonly beautified with a fine foun- 
tain in the midst of it. It is raised nine or ten steps, 
and enclosed with gilded lattices, round which vines, 
jessamines, and honeysuckles make a sort of green 
; wall ; large trees are planted round this place, which 
is the scene of their greatest pleasures,” — Jjidy M, 
W, Montague, 

Page 57, line 78. 

Before their mirrors count the time. 

The women of the east are never without their 
looking-glasses. “ In Barbary,” says Shav}, “ they 
are so fond of their looking glasses, which they hang 
upon their breasts, that they will not lay them aside, 
even when, after the drudgery of the day, they are 
obliged to go two or three miles with a pitcher or a 
goat’s skin to fetch water.” — Travels. 

In other parts of Asia they wear little looking- 
glasses on their thumbs. “Hence (and from the lo- 
tus being considered the emblem of beauty) is the 
meaning of the following mute intercourse of two 
lovers before their parents. 

“ He, with salute of deference due, 

A lotus to his forehead prest ; 

She rais’d her mirror to his view, 

Then turn’d it inward to her breast.” 

Asiatic Miscellany, vol. ii. 

Page 58, line 17. 

Th’ untrodden solitude 
Of Ararat’s tremendous peak. 

Stray says, “ I can well assure the reader that their 
opinion is not true, who suppose this mount to be- 
inaccessible.” He adds, that “the lower part of the 
mountain is cloudy, misty, and dark, the middlemost 
part very cold and like clouds of snow, but the upper 
regions perfectly calm.” — It was on this mountain 
that the Ark was supposed to have rested after the 
Deluge, and part of it, they say, exists there still, 
which Struy thus gravely accounts for: — “Whereas 
none can remember that the air on the top of the hill 
did ever change or Was subject either to wind or rain, 
which is presumed to he the reason that the Ark has 
endured so long without being rotten.” — See Carre- 
n’s Travels, where the Doctor laughs at this whole ac- 
count of Mount Ararat 

- Page 59, line 85. 

The Gheber belt that round him dong. 

“Pour se distinguer des Idolatres de i’lnde, les 
Guebres se ceignent tons d’un cordon de laine, ou de 
poil de charaeau.” — Encyclopedk Franmise, 

D’Herbelot says this belt was generally of katheF. 
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Page 59, line 89. 

Who, mom and even 
Hail thek Creator’s dwelling-place 
Among the living lights of Heaven. 

“As to fire, tfie Ghebers place the spring head of it 
in that globe of fire, the Sun, by them called Alithras, 
or Mihir, to which they pay the highest reverence, in 
gratitude for the manifold benefits flowing from its 
ministerial omniscience. But they are so far from 
confounding the subordination of the Servant with 
the majesty of its Creator, that they not only attribute 
no sort of sense or reasoning to the sun or fire, in any 
of its operations, but consider it as a purely passive 
blind instrument, directed and governed by the im- 
mediate impression on it of the will of God ; but they 
do not even give that iuniinary, all glorious as it is, 
more than the second rank amongst his works, re- 
serving the first for that stupendous production of 
divine power, the mind of man,” — Grose. The false 
charges brought against the religion of these people 
by their 31'ussulman tyrants is but one proof among 
many of the truth of this writer’s remark, “ that ca- 
lumny is often added to oppression, if but for the 
sake of justifying it.’’ 

Page 60, line 72. 

That enchanted tree which grows over the tomb of the mu- 
sician Tan-Sein. 

** Witliin the enclosure which surrounds this mo- 
nument (at Gualior) is a small tomb to the memory 
of Tan-Sein, a musician of incomparable skill, who 
flourished at the comt of Akbar. The tomb is over- 
shadowed by a tree, concerning which a superstitious 
notion prevails that the chewing of its leaves will 
give an extraordinary melody to the voice.” — Narra- 
ihe of a journey from Agra to Ouzein, hy TF. Hun- 
ter, Esq, 

Page 60, line 77. 

The awful signal of the bamboo-staff. 

“ It is usual to place a small ivliite triangular flag, 
fixed to a bamboo staff of ten or twelve feet long, at 
the place where a tiger has destroyed a man. It is 
common for the passengers also to throw each a stone 
or brick near the spot, so that in the course of a little 
time a pile equal to a good waggon-load is collected. 
The sight of these flags and piles of stones imparts a 
certain melancholy, not perhaps altogether void of 
apprehension.” — Oriental Field Sports, voi. it. 

Page 60, line 84. 

Boneatli the shade, some pious hands had erected, etc. 

“ The Ficus Indica is called the Pagod Tree and 
Tree of Councils ; the first, from the idols placed un- 
der its shade ; the second, because meetings were held 
under its cool branches. In some places it is believed 
to be the haunt of spectres, as the ancient spreading 
oaks of \Yales have been of fairies: in others are 
erected, beneath the shade, pillars of stone, or posts, 
elegantly carved and ornamented with the most beaii- 
tiful porcelain to supply the use of mirrors.” — Pen- 
nant, 

Page 60, line 108. 

The nightingale now bends her flight. 

*‘The nightingale sings from the pomegranate 


groves in the day-time, and from the loftiest trees at 
night.”— Aleppo, 

Page 61, line 88. 

Before whoso sabre’s dazzling light, etc. 

“ When the bright cimeters make the eyes of ow 
heroes wink.” — The MIoallakai, Poem of Amru, 

Page 62, line 18. 

As Lebanon’s small mountain flood 
Is rendered holy by the ranks 
OF sainted cedars on its banks. 

In the Leitres Edifiajites, there is a different cause 
assigned for its name of Holy. “ In these are deep 
caverns, which formerly served as so many cells for 
a great number of recluses, who had chosen these re- 
treats as the only witnesses upon earth of the severity 
of their penance. The tears of these pious penitents 
gave the river of which we have just treated the name 
of the Holy River.”— See Chateaubriand^ s Beauties 
of Christianity, 

Page 62, line 57. 

A rocky mountain o’er the sea 
Of Oinan beetling awfully. 

This mountain is my own creation, as the “ stu- 
pendous chain” of which I suppose it a link does not 
e.xtend quite so far as the shores of the Persian Gulf 
“ This long and lofty range of mountains formerly 
divided Media from Assyria, and now forms the boiai 
dary of the Persian and Turkish empires. It runs 
parallel \\dth the river Tigris, and Persian Gulf, and 
almost disappearing in tlie vicinity of Gombaroon 
(Harmozia) seems once more to rise in the southern 
districts of Kerman, and, following an easterly course 
through the centre of Meckraun and Balouchistan, 
is entirely lost in the deserts of Sinde.” — Kinnier'^s 
Persian Empire. 

Page 62, line 80, 

That bold were Moslem, who would dare 
At twilight hour to steer his skiff 
Beneath the Gheber’s lonely cliff. 

“ There is an extraordinaiy bill in this neighbour- 
hood, called Koh4 Gubr, or the Guebre’s mountain, 
It rises in the form of a lofty cupola, and on the sum- 
mit of it, they say, are the remains of an Atush Kudu# 
or Fire Temple. It is superstitiously held to be the 
residence of Beeves or Sprites, and many marvellous 
stories are recounted of the injury and witchcraft suf- 
fered by those who essayed in former days to ascend 
or explore it.” — PotiingePs BeloocMstan, 

Page 62, line 103. 

Still did the mighty flame bum on. 

“At the city of Yezd in Persia, which is distin- 
guished by the appellation of the Darub Abadut, or 
Seat of Religion, the Guebres are permitted to have 
an Atush Kudu or Fire temple (which, they assert, 
has had the sacred fire in it since the days of Zoro- 
aster) in their own compartment of the city ; but for 
this indulgence they are indebted to the avarice, not 
the tolerance of the Persian government, which taxes 
them at 25 rupees each man.”— Potirngcr’s Beho- 
chisian. 
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Page 63, line 60. 

While on that altar’s fires 
They swore. 

" Nul d’entre eus n’oserait se parjurer, quand il a 
pris a temoin cet element terrible et vengeur.”— JSw- 
cyclopedie Francais, 

Page 63, line 78. 

The Persian lily shines and towers. 

“ A vivid verdure succeeds the autumnal rains, and 
the ploughed fields are covered with the Persian lily, 
of a resplendent yellow colour.” — RusseVs Aleppo. 

Page 65, line 3. 

Like Dead-Sea fruits, that tempt the eye, 

But turn to ashes on the lips. 

“They say that there are apple-trees upon the 
sides of this sea, which bear very lovely fruit, but 
witliin are all full of ashes.’’— -TAeuenot. The same 
is asserted of the oranges there. — See WiimarCs Tra- 
mis in Asiatic Turkey. 

“ The Asphalt Lake, known by the name of the 
Dead Sea, is very remarkable on account of the con- 
siderable proportion of salt which it contains. In 
this respect it surpasses every other known water on 
the surface of Ihe earth. This great proportion of 
bitter-tasted salts is the reason why neither animal 
nor plant can live in this water.” — KhprotlCs Chemi- 
cal Analysis of the Water of the Dead Sea, An?ials 
of Philosophy, January, 1813. Hasselquist, however, 
doubts the truth of this last assertion, as there are 
, shell-fish to be found in the lake. 

’ ■ Lord Byron has a similar allusion to the fruits of 
the Dead Sea, in that wonderful display of genius, 
his Third Canto of Childe Harold, — magnificent be- 
wond any thing, perhaps, that even he has ever written. 

Page 65, line 9. 

While lakes that shone in mockery nigh. 

“The Shuhrab or Water of the Desert is said to be 
caused by the rarefaction of the atmosphere from ex- 
treme heat ; and, which augments the delusion, it is 
i most frequent in hollows, where water might be ex- 

I pected to lodge. I have seen bushes and trees re- 

flected in it, with as much accuracy as though it had 
been the face of a clear and still lake.” — Pottinger. i 

“ As to the unbelievers, their works are like a va- j 
pour in a plain, which the thirsty traveller thinketh 
to be water, until when he cometh thereto he findeth 
; it to he nothing.”— AToran, chap. 24. 

Page 65, line 20. 

A flower that the Bidinusk has just passed over. 

“ A wind which prevails in February, called Bid- 
musk, from a small and odoriferous flower of that 
name.”— “ The wind which blows these flowprs com- 
monly lasts till the end of the month.”— Bruyn. 

Page. 65, line 22. ' 

Where the sea-gipseys, who live for ever on the water. 

“ The Biajus are of two races ; the one is settled on 
Borneo, and are a rude but warlike and industrious 
nation, who reckon themselves the Original possessors 
of the island of Borneo. The other is a species of 
sea-gipsies or itinerant fishermen, who live in small 
covered boats, and enjoy a perpetual summer on the 


eastern ocean, shifting to leeward from island to 
island, .with the variations of the monsoon. In some 
of their customs this singular race resemble the na- 
tives of the Maldivia islands. The Maldivians an- 
nually launch a small bark, loaded with perfumes, 
gums, flowers, and odoriferous wood, and turn it 
adrift at the mercy of winds and waves, as an offering 
to the Spirit of the Winds ,* and sometimes similar 
offerings are made to the spirit whom they term the 
King of the Sea. In like manner the Biajus per- 
form their offering to the god of evil, launching a 
small bark, loaded with all the sins and misfortunes 
of the nation, which are imagined to fall on the un- 
happy crew that may be so unlucky as first to meet 
with it. Dr. Leyden on the Languages and Litera- 
ture of the Indo-Chinese Nations. 

Page 65, line 37. 

The violet sherbets. 

“ The sweet-scented violet is one of the plants most 
esteemed, particularly for its great use in sorbet, 
which they make of violet sugar.” — Hasselquist 

“The sherbet they most esteem, and which w 
drank by the Grand Signor himselfi is made of vio* 
lets and sugar.” — Tavernier. 

Page 65, line 39. 

The pathetic measure of Nava. 

“ Last of all she took a guitar, and sung a pathetic 
air in the measure called Nava, which is always used 
to express the lamentations of absent lovers.”— Per- 
sia?! Tales. 

Page 65, line 107. 

Her ruby rosary. 

“ Le Tespih, qui est un chapelet, compose de 99 
petites boules d’agathe, de jaspe, d’ambre, de corail, 
on d’ autre matiere precieuse. J’en ai vu un superbe 
au Seigneur Jerpos ; il dtait de belles et grosses per- 
les parfaites et dgales, estime trentd mille piastres.” 
— Toderini. 

Page 69, line 16. 

A silk dyed with the blossoms of tlie sorrowful tree Nilica. 

“Blossoms of the sorrowful Nyctanthes give a 
durable colour to silk.” — Remarks on the Hushandrrj 
of Bengal, p. 200. Nilica is one of the Indian names 
of this flower. — Sir W. Jones. The Persians call it 
Gul. — Carreri. 

Page 71, line 54. 

When pitying heaven to roses turn’d 
The death-flumes that beneath him burn’d. 

Of their other Prophet, Zoroaster, there is a story 
told in Dion Prusmus, Orat. 36, that the love of wis- 
dom and virtue leading him to a solitary life upon a 
mountain, he found it one day all in a flame, shining 
with celestial fire, out of which he came without any 
harm, and instituted certain sacrifices to God, w’ho, 

I he declared, then appeared to him. — See Patrick on 
Exodus, iii. 2. 

Page 76, line 54. 

They were now not far from that Forbidden River. 

“ Akbar, on his way, ordered a fort to be built upon 
the Nilab, which he called Attock, which means, in 
the Indian language, Forbidden ; for, by the supersti- 
tion of the Hindoos, it was held unlawful to crossr 
that river.”— Polio’s Hindosian. 
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Page 76, Hue 77. 

EfsembHag, she often thought, that people of Zinge, 

“ The ibiliabitaiits of this country (Zinge) are never 
eillctect with sadness or melancholy : on this subject 
the Sheikh Ahu-al-JQidr-Azhari has the following 
distich : 

Who is the man without care or sorrow (tell) that 
I may rub my hand to him. 

“ (Behold) the Zingians, without care or sorrow, 
frolicksome, w’ith tipsiness and mirth.” 

“ The philosophers have discovered that the cause 
of this cheerfulness proceeds from the influence of 
the star Saheil or Cmiopus, which rises over them 
every night.” — Extract from a geograjpMccd Persian 
Manascripty called Heft AMin, or the Seven Climates, 
translated hg IF. Ousehi/, Esq. 

Page 76, line 92. 

Putting to death some hundreds of those unfortunate lizards. 

“The lizard Stello. The Arabs* call it Hardun. 
The Turks kill it, for they imagine that by declining 
the head, it mimics them when they say their prayers.” 
Masselqaist. 

Page 76, bne 98, 

About two miles from Hussun Abdaul were those Eoyal 
Gardens. 

I am indebted for these particulars of Hussun Ab- 
daul to the very interesting Introduction of Mr. El- 
phinstone’s work upon Caidml. 

Page 76, line 107. 

As the Prophet said of Damascus, “ It was too delicious.” 

“ As you enter at the Bazar without the gate of 
Damascus, you, see the Green Mosque, so called be- 
cause it hath a steeple faced with green glazed bricks, 
which render it very resplendent ; it is covered at 
top w'ith a pavilion of the same stuff. The Turks 
say this mosque was made in that place, because Ma- 
homet being come so far, would not enter the town, 
saying it was too delicious.” — Tkevenot. This re- 
minds one of the following pretty passage in Isaac 
Walton: “When I sat last on this primrose bank, 
and looked down these meadows, I thought of them 
as Charles the Emperor did of the city of Florence, 
‘that they were too pleasant to be looked on, but only 
on holidays.’ ” 

Page 77, line 9. 

Would remind the Princess of that difference, etc. 

“ Haroun A1 Raschid, Cinquieme Khalife des Abas- 
sidese, s’4tant un jour brouilld avec une de ses mai- 
tresses nommee Maridah, qu’il aimait cependant jus- 
qu’a I’exces, et cette mesdntelligence ayant ddja dur4 
quelque temps, commenca a s’ennuyer. Giafar Bar- 
maid, son favori, qui s’en appercut, commanda a Ab- 
bas ben Ahnaf, excellent poete de ce temps-Ia, de 
composer quelques vers sur le sujet de cette brouil- 
lerie,Ce poete executa I’ordre de Giafar, qui fit chan- 
ter ces vers par Moussali, en presence du Khalife, et 
ce Prince fut tellement touchd de la tendresse des 
vers du poete et de la douceur de la voix du Musicien 
qu’il alia aussitot trouver Maridah, et fit sa paix avec 
elhP^-HBerhelot 

Page 78, line 6. 

Where the silken swing. 

“ The swing is a favourite pastime in the East, as 


promoting a circulation of air, extremely refreshing 
i in those sultry climates.” — Richardson. 

“ The swings are adorned with festoons. This pas^ 
time k accompanied with music of voices and of in- 
struments, liired by the masters of the swings.”—. 
^Tkevenot. 

Page 78, line 16. 

as if all the shores, 

Like those of Kathay, utter’d music and gave 
An answer in song to the kiss of each wave. 

This miraculous quality has been attributed also to 
the shore of Attica. “ Hiijus littus ait Capeila con- 
centum musicum illisis terras undis reddere, quod 
propter tantam eruditionis vim puto dictum,”— 
Ludov. Vices in Augustine, de Civitat. Dei, lib 
xviii. c. 8. 

Page 80, line 40. 

The basil tuft that waves 
Its fragrant blossoms over graves. 

“The women in Egypt go, at least two days in 
the week, to pray and weep at the sepulchres of the 
dead; and the custom then is to throw upon the 
tombs a sort of herb, which the Arabs call rihan, 
and which is our sweet basil.’’ — MaiUet, Lett. 10. 

Page 80, line 89, 

The mountain herb tliat dyes 
The tooth of the fawn like gold. 

Niehultr thinks this may be the herb which the 
Eastern alchymists look to as a means of making 
gold. “ Most of those alchymical enthusiasts think 
themselves sure of success, if they could but find 
out the herb, which gilds the teeth and gives a yellow 
colour to the flesh of the sheep that eat it. Even the 
oil of this plant must be of a golden colour. It is 
called Hascahschat ed aah.” 

Father Jerom Dandini, however, asserts that the 
teeth of the goats at Mount Libanus are of a sUv&r 
colour; and adds, “this confirms me in that which I 
observed in Candia ; to wit, that the animals that 
live on mount Ida eat a certain herb, which renders 
their teeth of a golden colour ; which, according to 
myjudgment, cannot otherwise proceed than from 
the mines which are under ground.”— Dandini, 
Voijage to Momt Lihanus* 

Page 81, line 49. 

’Tis I that mingle in one sweet measure, 

The past, the present, and future of pleasure. 

“ Whenever our pleasure arises from a succession 
of sounds, it is a perception of complicated nature, 
made up of a sensation of the present sound or note, 
and an idea or remembrance of the foregoing, while 
their mixture and concurrence produce such a myste- 
rious delight, as neither could have produced alone. 
And it is often heightened by an anticipation of the 
succeeding notes. Thus Sense, Memory, and Imagh 
nation are conjunctively employed.”— Gerrard m 
Taste. 

This is exactly the Epicurean theory of Pleasure, 
as explained by Cicero Q,uocirca corpus gaudere 
tamdiu, dum pr®sentem sentiret voiuptatem ; am- 
mum et pr^sentem percipere pariter cum corpore e 
prospicere venientem, nec prseteritam praeterfluere 
sinere.” 

Madame de Stael accounts upon the same principle 
for the gratification we derive from “ Elle 
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est I’image de Tesp^rance et du souvenir. Unson 
nous fait d4sirer celui qui doit ltd repondre, et quaud 
le second retentit, il nous rapelie celui qui vient de 
nous ^chapper.” 

Page 81, line 69. 

’Tis dawn, at least that earlier dawn, 

Whose glimpses are again withdrawn. 

“The Persians have two mornings, the Soobhi 
Kazim and Soohhi Sadig, the false and the real day- 
break. They account for this phenomenon in a most 
whimsical manner. They say that as the sun rises 
from behind the Kohi Q,af (Mount Caucasus,) it 
passes a hole perforated through that mountain, and 
that darting its rays through it, is the cause of the 
Soobhi Kazim, or this temporary appearance of day- 
break. As it ascends, the earth is again veiled in 
darkness, until the sun rises above the mountain and 
brings with it the Soobhi Sadig, or real morning.” — 
Scott Waring. He thinks Milton may allude to this, 
when he says, 

Ere the blabbing Eastern scout 
The nice morn on the Indian steep 
From her cabin’d loop-hole peep. 

Page 81, line 98. 

held a feast 

In his magnificent Shalimar. 

“ In the centre of the plain, as it approaches the 
Lake, one of the Delhi Emperors, I believe Shah 
Jehan, constructed a spacious garden called the Sha- 
Hmar, which is abundantly stored with fruit trees and 
flowering shrubs. Some of the rivulets which inter- 
sect the plain are led into a canal at the back of the 
garden, and, flowing through its centre, or occasion- 
ally thrown into a variety of water-works, compose 
the chief beauty of the Shalimar. To decorate this 
spot the Mogul Princes of India have displayed an 
equal magnificence and taste ; especially Jehan Gheer, 
who, with the enchanting Noor Mahl, made Kash- 
mire his usual residence during the summer months. 
On arches thrown over the canal are erected, at 
equal distances, four or five suits of apartments, each 
consisting of a saloon, with four rooms at the angles, 
where the followers of the court attend, and the ser- 
vants prepare sherbets, coffee, and the hookah. The 
frame of the dioors of the principal saloon is com- 
posed of piece's of a stone of a black colour, streaked 
with yellow lines, and of a closer grain and higher 
polish than porphyry. They were taken, it is said, 
from a Hindoo temple, by one of the Mogul Princes, 
and axe esteemed of great value.’ ’-“-Forster. 

Page 83, line 20. 

And oh, if there be, etc. 

“ Around the exterior of the Dewan Khass (a build- 
ing of Shah Allum’s) in the cornice are the following 
lines in letters of gold upon a ground of white mar# 
there he a Faradm upon earthy it is thist ^ 
ihis.^ »» — Franklin. 

Page 84, line 67. 

Like that painted porcelain. 

“ The Chinese had formerly the art of painting on 
the sides of porcelain vessels, fish and other animals, 
which were only perceptible when the vessel was 
full of some liquor. They call this species Kai-tsin, 


that is, azure is pui in press, account of the man* 
ner in which the azure is laid on.”— “ They are every 
now and then trying to recover the art of this magical 
painting, but to no purpose.”— Dttwn. 

Page 84, line 100. 

More perfect than the divinest images in the House of Aior. 

An eminent carver of idols, said in the Koran to be 
father to Abraham. “ I have such a lovely idol as is 
not to be met with in the house of Azor.” — Mafiz. 

Page 84, line. 112. 

The grottos, hermitages, aad miraculous fountains. 

“ Tlie pardonable superstition of the sequestered 
inhabitants has multiplied the places of worship of 
Mahadeo, of Beschan, and of Brama. All Cashmere 
is holy land, and miraculous fountains abound.”— 
Maj<yr RenneWs Memoirs of a Map of Hindostan. 

Jehanguire mentions ** a fountain in Cashmere 
called Timagh, which signifies a snake ; probably 
because some large snake had formerly been seen 
there.”— “ During the lifetime of my father, I went 
twice to this fountain, which is about twenty coss 
from the city of Cashmere. The vestiges of places 
of worship and sanctity are to be traced without 
number amon^t the ruins and the caves, which are 
interspersed in its neighbourhood.”— Toozeife Jehan- 
geery . — See Asiat. Misc. vol. ii. 

There is another account of Cashmere by Ahul 
Fazil, the author of the Ayin-Acbaree, “ who,” says 
Major Rennell, “ appears to have caught some of the 
enthusiasm of the Valley, by his descriptions of the 
holy places in it.” 

Page 84, line 317. 

Whose houses, roof’d with flowers. 

“ On a standing roof of wood is laid a covering 
of fine earth, which shelters the building from the 
great quantity of snow that falls in the winter season. 
This fence communicates an equal warmth in winter, 
as a refreshing coolness in the summer season, when 
the tops of the houses, which are planted with a 
variety of flowers, exhibit at a distance the spacious 
view of a beautifully chequered parterre.”— Forsfer. 

Page 85, line 12. 

Lanterns of the triple-coloured tortoise shell of Pegu. 

“Two hundred slaves there are, who have no other 
office than to hunt the woods and marshes for triple 
coloured tortoises for the King’s Viviary. Of the 
shells of these also lanterns are made.”— Fincent le 
Blands Tramh* 

Page 85, line 22. 

The meteors of the north, as they are seen by those hunters. 

For a description of the Aurora Borealis, as it 
appears to these hunters, see Encyclopcedia. 

Page 85, line 

The cold, odoriferous wind. 

This wind, which is to blow from Syria Damas 
cefta, is, according to the Mahometans, one of the 
signs of the Last Day’s approach. 

Another of the signs is, “ Great distress in the 
world, so that a man when he passess hf ah^er’s 
grave, shall hay, Would to God I v/ere in his 1” 
— Saids Preliminary Discourse. 
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Page 85, line 97. 

Til© cerulean throne of Hoolburga. 

«* 0n Maliommed Sliaw’s retam to Koolburga (the 
capita! of Dekkan) he made a great festival, and’ 
moEiited his throne with much pomp and magnifi- 
cence, caliing it Firozeh or Cerulean. I have heard 
gome old persons, who saw the throne Firozeh in 
the reign of Sultan Mamood Bhamenee, describe it. 
Thej say that it was in length nine feet, and three in 
breadth j made of ebony, covered with plates of pure 


gold, and set with precious stones of immense value. 
Every prince of the house of Bhamenee, who pos- 
sessed this Throne, made a point of adding to it some 
I rich stones, so that when, in the reign of Sultan Ma- 
mood, it was taken to pieces, to remove some of the 
jewels to be set in vases and cups,the jewellers valued 
it at one crore of oons, (nearly four millions sterling.) 
I learned also that it was called Firozeh from being 
partly enamelled of a sky-blue colour, which was in 
time totally concealed by the munber of jewels.”-.. 
^FemMa* 


EPISTIiES, ODES, 


AN© OTHER 




Tanti non es, ais. Sapis, Luperce. 

Martial, Lib* i. Epig. 118. 
HEPinAETSAI MEN HOAAAS HOAEIS KAAON, 
ENOIKHSAI AE TH KPATISTH XPHSIMON. 

Plutarch, jripi vaiBwv aymyv[g. 


TO FRANCIS, EARL OF MOIRA, 

GENERAL IN HIS MAJESTY’S FORCES, MASTER-GENERAL OF THE ORDNANCE, 

CONSTABLE OF THE TOWER, ETC. 

My Lord: — It is impossible to think of addressing a Dedication to your Lordship without calling to 
mind the well-known reply of the Spartan to a rhetorician, who proposed to pronounce an euiogium on 
Hercules. “On Hercules I” said the honest Spartan, “who ever thought of blaming Hercules?” In a 
similar manner the concurrence of public opinion has left to the panegyrist of your Lordship a very super- 
fluous task I shall therefore be silent on the subject, and merely entreat your indulgence to the very 
humble tribute of gratitude, which I have here the honour to present. 

I am, MY LORD, with every feeling of attachment and respect, 

Your Lordship’s very devoted Servant, 

27, Bury Street, St. Jame&^s, April 10, 1806. THOMAS MOORK 


PREFACE. 

The principal poems in the following Collection 
were written during an absence of fourteen months 
from Europe. Though curiosity was certainly not 
the motive of my voyage to America, yet it happened 
that the gratification of curiosity was the only advan- 
tage which I derived from it. Finding myself in the 
country of a new people, whose infancy had promised 
so much, and whose progress to.maturity has been an 
object of such interesting speculation, I determined to 
employ the short period of time, which my plan of 
return to Europe afforded me, in travelling through a 
few of the States and acquiring some knowledge of 
the inhabitants* 

The impression which my mind received from the 
character and manners of these republicans, suggest- 
ed the Epistles which are written from the city of 
Washington and Lake Erie.* How far I was right, 
in thus assuming the tone of a satirist against a peo- 
ple whom I viewed but as a stranger and a visitor, is 
a doubt which my feelings did not allow me time to 
Investigate. All I presume to answer for, is the 
fidelity of the picture which I have given ; and though 
prudence might have dictated gentler language, truth? 
T think, would have justified severer. 

I went to America, with prepossessions by no 
means unfavourable, and indeed rather indulged in 
■■ 


many of those illusive ideas, with respect to the purity 
of the government and the primitive happiness of the 
people, which I had early imbibed in my native coun- 
try, where, unfortunately, discontent at home- enhances 
every distant temptation, and the western world has 
long been looked to as a retreat from real or imagi- 
nary oppression ; as the elysian Atlantis, where per- 
i secuted patriots might find their visions realized, and 
be welcomed by kindred spirits to liberty and repose. 
I was completely disappointed in every flattering ex- 
pectation which I had formed, and was inclined to 
say to America, as Horace says to his mistress, “ in- 
tentata nites.” Brissot, in the preface to his travels, 
observes, that “freedom in that country is carried 
to so high a degree as to border upon a state of na- 
ture and there certainly is a close approximation to 
savage life, not only in the liberty which they enjoy, 
but in the violence of party spirit and of private ani- 
mosity which results from it. This illiberal zeal em- 
bitters all social intercourse ; and, though I scarcely 
could hesitate in selecting the party, whose views ap- 
peared the more pure and rational, yet I was sorry to 
observe that, in asserting their opinions, they both 
assume an equal share of intolerance ; the Democrats, 
consistently with their principles, exhibiting a vulgari- 
ty of rancour, which the Federalists too often are so 
forgetful of their cause as to imitate. 

The rude familiarity Of the lower orders, and in- 
deed the state of society in general, would 

neither surpriiie her disgust if they seemed to flow 
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from that simphcitj of character, that honest igno- 
mam of the gloss of refinement, which may he look- 
ed for in a new and inexperienced people. But, 
when we find them arrived at maturity in most of the 
vices, and ail the pride, of civilization, while they are 
still so remote from its elegant characteristics, it is 
impossible not to feel that this youthful decay, this 
crude anticipation of the natural period of corruption, 
represses every sanguine hope of the future energy 
and greatness of America, 
i am conscious that, in venturing these few re- 
marks, I have said Just enough to offend, and by no 
means sufficient to convince; for die limits of a pre- 
face wiH not allow me to enter into a justification of 
my opinions, and I am committed on the subject as 
effectually, as if I had written volumes in their de- 
fence. My reader, however, is apprized of the very 
cursory observation upon which these opinions are 
founded, and can easily decide for himself upon the 
degree of attention or confidence which they merit. 

With respect to the poems in general, which oc- 
cupy the following pages, I know not in what manner i 
to apologize to the public for intruding upon their 
notice such a mass of unconnected trifles, such a 
world of epicurean atoms as I have here brought in 
conflict together. To say that I have been tempted 
by the hberal offers of my bookseller, is an excuse 
which can hope for but little indulgence from the 
critic ; yet I owm that, without this seasonable induce- 
ment, these poems very possibly would never have 
been submitted to the world. The glare of publica- 
tion is too strong for such imperfect productions : 
they should be shown but to the eye of friendship, in 
that dim light of privacy, which is as favourable to 
poetical as to female beauty, and serves as a veil for 
faults, while it enhances every charm which it dis- 
plays. Besides, this is not a period for the idle oc- 
cupations of poetry, and times like the present re- 
quire talents more active and more useful. Few have 
now the leisure to read such trifles, and I sincerely 
regret that I have had the leisure to write them. 


EPISTLE 1. 

TO LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 

ABOARH THE THAETON FRIGATE OFF THE AZORES ; 
BY MOONI.IGHT. 

Sweet Moon I if like Crotona’s sage,' 

By any spell my hand could dare 
To make thy disk its ample page, 

And write my thoughts, my wishes there ; 

How many a friend, whose careless eye 
Now wanders o^er that starry sky, 

Should smile, upon thy orb to meet 
The recollection, kind and sweet, 

The reveries of fond regret, 

The promise, never to forget. 

And all my heart and soul would send 
To many a dear-lov’d, distant friend ! 

Oh Strangford ! when we parted last, 

I httle thought the times were past, 

1 Pythagoras; who was supposed to have a power of 
writing upon the Moon, by the means of a magic mifroi. 
S?e« BayU^ Jlrt, Pythag. 


For ever past, when brilliant joy 
Was all my vacant heart’s employ ; 

When, fresh from mirth to mirth again, 

We thought the rapid hours too few, 

Our only use for knowledge then 
To turn to rapture all we knew ! 
Delicious days of whim and soul ! 

When, mingling lore and laugh together. 
We lean’d the book on pleasure’s bowl. 
And turn’d the leaf with folly’s feather ! 

I little thought that ail were fled, 

That, ere that summer’s bloom was shed, 
My eye should see the sail unfurl’d 
That wafts me to the western world ! 

And yet ’twas time — in youthful days, 

To cool the season’s burning rays, 

The heart may let its wanton wing 
Repose awhile in pleasure’s spring, 

But, if it wait for winter’s breeze, 

The spring will dry, the heart will freeze ! 
And then, that Hope, that fairy Hope, 

Oh ! she awak’d such happy dreams, 
And gave my soul such tempting scope 
For ail its dearest, fondest schemes, 
Tiiat not Verona’s child of song, 

When flying from the Phrygian shore. 
With lighter hopes could bound along. 

Or pant to be a wanderer more P 
Even now delusive hope will steal 
Amid the dark regrets I feel, 

Soothing as yonder placid beam 
Pursues the murmurers of tlie deep, 

And lights them with consoling gleam. 
And smiles them into tranquil sleep 1 
Oh ! such a blessed night as this, 

I often think, if friends were near, 

How we should feel, and gaze with bliss 
Upon the moon-bright scenery here I 
The sea is like a silvery lake, 

And, o’er its calm the vessel glides 
Gently, as if it fear’d to wake 
The slumber of the silent tides ! 

The only envious cloud that lowers, 

■ Hath hung its shade on Kco’s height,® 
Where dimly, mid the dusk, he towers, 
And scowling at this heav’n of light, 
Exults to see the infant storm 
Cling darkly round his giant form ! 

Now, could I range those verdant isles 
Invisible, at this soft hour, 

And see the looks, the melting smiles, 
That brighten many an orange bower ; 
And could I lift each pious veil, 

And see the blushing cheek it shades. 
Oh 1 1 should have full many a tale, 

To tell of young Azorian maids.® 


1 Alluding to these animated lines in the 44th Carmen o 
this Poet : 

Jam mens prsetrepidans avet vagari, 

Jam l®ti studio pedes vigescunt ! 

2 Pico is a very high mountain on one of the Azores, fron» 
which the Island' derives its name. It is said by some to b« 
as high as the Peak of Teneriffe. 

i 3 I believe it is Guthrie who says, that tka inhabit»nts cf 
1 the Azores are much addicted to gallantry. T'his rfi ar. «i8 
1 sertion in which uven Guthrie may bw credhed 
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Dear Strangford ! at this hour, perhaps, 
Some faithful lover (not so blest 
As they, who in their ladies’ laps 
May cradle every wish to rest,) 

Warbles, to touch Ms dear one’s soul, 

Those madrigals, of breath divine. 

Which Camoen’s harp from rapture stole 
And gave, all glowing warm, to thine I* 
Oh ! could the lover learn from thee, 

And breathe them with thy graceful tone, 
Such dear, beguiling minstrelsy 
Would make the coldest nymph his own ! 
But hark! the boatswain’s pipings tell 
’Tis time to bid my dream farewell ; 

Eight bells : — ^the middle watch is set : 

Good night, my Strangford, ne’er forget 
That far beyond the western sea® 

Is one, whose heart remembers thee ! 


STANZAS. 
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^schyL Fragment, 

A BEAM of tranquillity smil’d in the west, 

The storms of the morning pursued us no more, 

And the wave, while it welcom’d the moment of rest, 
Still heav’d, as remembering ills that were o’er ! 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour, 

Its passions were sleeping, were mute as the dead, 

And the spirit becalm’d but remember’d their power, 
As the billow the force of the gale that was fled ! 

I thought of the days, when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh ; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had known 
Was pity for those who were wiser than I ! 

I felt how the pure, intellectual fire 
In luxury loses its heavenly ray ; 

How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire. 

The pearl of the soul may be melted away ! 

And I prayed of that Spirit who lighted the flame, 
That pleasure no more might its purity dim ; 

And that sullied but little, or brightly the same, 

I might give back the gem I had borrow’d from him ! 

The thought was ecstatic i I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As passion all chasten’d and error forgiven, 

My heart had beguri to be purely its own i 

I look’d to the west, and the beautiful sky 
Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more : 

“ Oh ! thus,” I exclaim’d, “ can a heavenly eye 
Shed light on the soul that was darken’d before !” 


1 These islands belong to the Portuguese. 

2 Prom Capt. Cockburn, who commanded the Phaeton, I 
received such kind attentions as 1 must ever remember with 
gratitude. As some of the journalists have gravely asserted 
that I went to America to speculate in lands, it may not be 
impertinent to state, that the object of this voyage across the 
Atlantic was my appointment to the office of lElegistrar of 
the Vico- Admiraliy Court of Bermuda. 


THE TELL-TALE LYRE. ■ jl 

I’ve heard, there was in ancient days i | 

A Lyre of most melodious spell ; !; 

’Twas heav’n to hear its fairy lays, 

Ifhalf be true that legends tell. [ 

’Twas play’d on by the gentlest sighs, • | 

And to their breath it breath’d again 
In such entrancing melodies | 

As ear had never drunk till then ! t 

Not harmony’s serenest touch | 

So stilly could the notes prolong ; 

They were not heavenly song so much I 

As they were dreams of heavenly song ! | 

If sad the heart, whose murmuring air 'I 

Along the chords in languor stole, ’ 

The soothings it awaken’d there 

Were eloquence from pity’s soul ! k 

Or if the sigh, serene and light, " | 

Was but the breath of fancied woes, 

The string, that felt its airy flight, „ 

Soon whisper’d it to kind repose ! I 

And oh ! when lovers talk’d alone, ; I 

If, mid their bliss the. Lyre was near, ; I 

It made their mmmurs all its own, , | 

And echoed notes that heav’n might hear ! , j] 

There was a nymph, who long had lov’d, , j; 

But dar’d not tell the w'orld how well ; ' I 

The shades, where she at evening rov’d, \ ; | 

Alone could know, alone could tell. 

’Twas there, at twilight time, she stole yl 

So ofl, to make the dear-one bless’d, ‘I 

Whom love had giv’n her virgin soul, , I 

And nature soon gave all the rest ! | 

It chanc’d that in the fairy bower : I 

Where they had found their sweetest shed, | 

This Lyre, of strange and magic power, ] 

Hung gently whispering o’er their head. | 

And wMle, with eyes of mingling fire, j 

They listen’d to each other’s vow, I 

The youth full oft would make the Lyre t 

A pillow for his angel’s brow I J 

And while the melting words she breath’d | 

On all its echoes wanton’d round, 

Her hair, amid the strings enwreath’d, | 

Through golden mazes charm’d the sound ’ 

Alas I their hearts but little thought, | 

While thus entranc’d they listening lay, ; 

That every sound the Lyre was taught 
Should linger long, and long betray ! 

So mingled with its tuneful soul 
Were all their tender murmurs groviJ'n, 

That other sighs unanswered stole, 

Nor chang’d the sweet, the treasur’d tone 
Unhappy nymph ! thy name was sung 

To every passing lip that sigh’d ; 

The secrets of thy gentle tongue 
On every ear in Murmurs died ! 

The fatal Lyre, by Envy’s liand 
Hung high, amid the breezy groves, 

To every wanton gale that fann’d 
Betray’d the mystery of your loves * 
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Yet, oh !— not many a suffering hour, 

Thy cup of shame on earth was giv’a i 
Benignly came some pitying Power, 

And took the Lyre and thee to Heaven ! 
There as thy lover dries the tear 
Yet warm from life’s malignant wrongs, 
Within his arms, thou lov’st to hear 
The luckless Lyre’s remember’d songs 1 
Still do your happy souls attune 
The notes it learn’ d, on earth, to move ; 
Still breathing o’er the chords, commune 
In sympathies of angel love ! 

TO THE FLYING-FISH.* 
When I have seen thy snowy wing 
O’er the blue wave at evening spring, 
And give those scales, of silver white, 
So gaily to the eye of light, 

As if thy frame were fonn’d to rise, 

And live amid the glorious skies ; 

Oh I it has made me proudly feel, 

How liliie thy wing’s impatient zeal 
Is the pure soul, that scorns to rest 
Upon the world’s ignoble breast. 

But takes the plume that God has given, 
And rises into light and heaven ! 

But, when I see that wing, so bright, 
Grow languid with a moment’s flight, 
Attempt the paths of air in vain, 

And sink into the waves again: 

Alas I the flattering pride is o’er ; 
like thee, awhile, the soul may soar, 
But erring man must blush to think, 
like thee, again, the soul may sink ! 

Oh Virtue ! when thy clime I seek, 

Let not my spirit’s flight be weak ; 

Let me not, like this feeble thing, 

With brine still dropping from its wing. 
Just sparkle in the solar glow. 

And plunge again to depths below ; 

But, when I leave the grosser throng 
With whom my soul hath dwelt so long 
Let me, in that aspiring day, 

Cast every lingering stain away. 

And, panting for thy purer air, 

Fly up at once and fix me there \ 


EPISTLE IL I 

TO MISS M— — ^E. ' 

FEOM NORFOLK, IN VIRGINIA, NOV. 1803 , 

In days, my Kate, when life was new. 

When, lull’d with innocence and you, 

I It !8 the opinion of St. Austin upon Genesis, and I be- 
lieve of nearly all the Fathers, that birds, like fish, were 
originally produced from the waters; in defence of which 
idea they have collected every fanciful circumstance which 
can tend to prove a kindred siniilitude between them; 
■rvy'ytvnxv votS 7rsTo/tcjvo<tj srpojr t» vj)XT«i. With this 
thought in oar minds when we first see the Flying-Fish, we 
oould almost fancy, that we are present at the moment of 
creation, and witness the birth of the first bird from tlie 
waves. 


I heard, in home’s beloved shade, 

The din the world at distance made I 
Wlien every night my weary head 
Sunk on its own unthorned bed, 

And, mild as evening’s matron hour 
Looks on the faintly shutting flower, 

A mother saw our eyelids close, 

And bless’d them into pure repose I 
Then, haply, if a week, a day, 

I linger’d from your arms away, 

How long the little absence seem’d I 
How bright the look of welcome beam’d, 

As mute you heard, with eager smile, 

My tales of all that pass’d the while ! 

Yet now, my Kate, a gloomy sea 
Rolls wide between that home and me ; 

The moon may thrice be born and die, 

Ere e’en your seal can reach mine eye ; 

And oh ! e’en then, that darling seal, 

(Upon whose print, I us’d to fee! 

The breath of home, the cordial air 
Of loved lips, still freshly there !) 

Must come, alas ! through every fate 
Of time and distance, cold and late, 

Wlien the dear hand, whose touches fill’d 
The leaf with sweetness, may be chill’d . 

But hence, that gloomy thought ! — At last, 

Beloved Kate ! the waves are past: 

I tread on earth securely now, 

And the green cedar’s living bough 
Breathes more refreshment to my eyes 
Than could a Claude’s divinest dies ! 

At length I touch the happy sphere 
To Li^rty and Virtue dear, 

Where man looks up, and proud to claim 
His rank within the social frame, 

Sees a grand system round him roll, 

Himself its centre, sun, and soul I 
Far from the shocks of Europe ; far 
From every wild elliptic star 
That, shooting with a devious fire, 

Kindled by heaven’s avenging ire, j 

So oft hath into chaos hurl’d 
The systems of the ancient world ! 

The warrior here, in arms no more, 

Thinks of the toil, the conflict o’er, 

And glorying in the rights they won 
For hearth and altar, sire and son, 

Smiles on the dusky webs that hide 
His sleeping sword’s remember’d pride ! 

While Peace, wdth sunny cheeks of toil, 

Walks o’er the free, iiniorded soil, 

Effacing with her splendid share 
The drops that war had sprinkled there. 

Thrice happy land ! where he who flies 
From the dark ills of other skies, 

From scorn, or want’s unnerving woes I 

May shelter him in proud repose 1 
Hope sings along the yellow sand 
His welcome to a patriot land ; 

The mighty wood, with pomp, receives 
The stranger in its world of leaves, 

Which soon their barren glory yield 
To the warm shed and cultui*’d field ; 


EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 


10 $ 


And he who came, of all bereft, 

To whom malignant fate had left 

Nor home nor friends nor country dear, 

Finds home and friends and country here ! 

Such is the picture, warmly such, 

That long the spell of fancy’s touch 
Hath painted to my sanguine eye 
Of man’s new world of liberty! 

Oh! ask me not if Truth will seal 
The reveries of fancy’s zeal — 

If yet my charmed eyes behold 
These features of an age of gold — 

No — ^yet, alas ! no gleaming trace 
Never did youth, who lov’d a face 
From portrait’s rosy flattering art 
Recoil with more regret of heart, 

To find an owlet eye of grey, 

Where painting pour’d the sapphire’s ray, 
Than I have felt, indignant felt, 

To think the glorious dreams should melt, 
Which oft, in boyhood’s witching t-ime, 
Have wrapt me to this wond’rous clime ! 
But, courage yet, my wavering heart ! 
Blame not the temple’s meanest part,* 

Till you have traced the fabric o’er: — 

As yet, we have beheld no more 
Than just the porch to freedom’s fane; 
And, though a sable drop may stain 
The vestibule, ’tis impious sin 
To doubt there’s holiness within ! 

So here I pause— and now, my Kate, 

To you (whose simplest ringlet’s fate 
Can claim more interest in my soul 
Than all the Powers from pole to pole) 
One word at parting : in the tone 
Most sweet to you, and most my own. 

The simple notes I send you here,^ 
Though rude and wild, would still be dear, 
If you but knew the trance of thought, 

In which my mind their murmurs caught. 
’Twas one of those enchanting dreams, 
That lull me oft, when Music seems 
To pour the soul in sound along, 

And turn its every sigh to song ! 

I thought of home, the according lays 
Respir’d the breath of happier days ; 
Warmly in every rising note 
1 felt some dear remembrance float 
Till, led by music’s fairy chain, 

I wander’d back to home again ! 


1 Such romantic works as “The American Farmer’s 
Letters,” and the “Accountof Kentucky by Imlay,” would 
seduce us into a belief, that innocence, peace, and freedom 
had deserted the rest of the world for Martha’s Vineyard 
and the banks of the Ohio. The French travellers too, 
almost all from revolutionary motives, have contributed 
their share to the diffusion of this flattering misconception. 
A visit to the country is, however, quite sufficient to cor- 
rect even the most enthusiastic prepossession. 

2 Norfolk, it must be owned, is an unfavourable specimen i 
of America. The characteristics of Virginia in general are 
not such as can delight either the politician or the moralist, 
and at Norfolk they are exhibited in their least attractive 
form. At the time when we arrived, the yellow fever had 
not yet disappeared, and every odour that assailed us in the 

streets very strongly accounted for its visitation. 

3 A trifling attempt at musical composition dccompamed 
tds epistle. 


Ob! love the song, and let it oft 
Live on your lip, in warble soft I 
Say that it tells you, simply well, 

All I have bid its murmurs tell, 

Of memory’s glow, of dreams that shed 
The tinge of joy when joy is fled, 

And all the heart’s illusive hoard 
Of love renew’d and friends restor’d I 
Now, Sweet, adieu — ^this artless air, 

And a few rhymes, in transcript fair,* 
Are all the gifts I yet can boast 
To send you from Columbia’s coast ; 

But when the sun, with warmer smile* , 
Shall light me to my destin’d Isle,* 

You shall have many a cowslip-bell 
Where Ariel slept, and many a shell. 

In which the gentle spirit drew 
From honey flowers the morning dew . 


TO CARA, 

after AN INTEKVAL OF AESENCl!, 

Conceal’d within the shady wood 
A mother left her sleeping child 
And flew to cull her rustic food, 

The fruitage of the forest wild. 

But storms upon her path -way rise, 

The motlier roams astray and weeping, 

Far from the weak appealing cries 
Of liim she left so sweetly sleeping. 

She hopes, she fears — a light is seen, 

And gentler blows the night-wind’s breath , 
Yet no— ’tis gone — ^the storms are keen, 

The baby may be chill’d to death ; 

Perhaps his little eyes are shaded 
Dim by Death’s eternal chill— 

And yet, perhaps, they are not faded ; 

Life and love may light them still. 

Thus, when my soul with parting sigh, 

Hung on thy hand’s bewildering touch, 
And, timid, ask’d that speaking eye, 

If parting pain’d thee half so much— 

I thought, and, oh ! forgive the thought, 

For w'ho, by eyes like thine inspir’d, 

Could ere resist the flattering fault 
Of fancying what his soul desir’d ? 

Yes — I did think, in Cara’s mind, 

Though yet to Cara’s mind unknown, 

I left one infant wish behind, 

One feeling, which I call’d my own ! 

Oh, blest ! though but in fancy blest, 

How did I ask of pity’s care, 

To shield and strengthen in thy breast, 

The nursling I had cradled there. 

And, many an hour beguil’d by pleasure, 

And many an hour of sorrow numbering, 

I ne’er forget the new-born treasure, 

I left within thy bosom slumbering. 


1 The poems which immeiHately follow. i 

2 Bermada. 

.. . ■ ■ : '.i 
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Perlia|m, mdijSerence has not chill’d it, 
Hapiy, it yet a throb may give— 
Yet no — ^perhaps, a doubt has kill’d it I 
Ohj Caea I-^oes the infant live ? 


TO CARA, 

ON THE DAWNING OF A NEW YEAE’s DAY. 
When midnight came to close the year. 

We sigh’d to think it thus should take 
The hours it gave us — ^hours as dear 
As sympathy and love could make 
Their blessed moments ! every sun 
Saw us, my love, more closely one I 

Bu^ Caea, when the dawn was nigh 
Which came another year to shed. 

The sirale we caught from eye to eye 
Told us those moments were not fled ; 

Oh no ! we felt some future sun 
Should see us still more closely one ! 

Thus may we ever, side by side, 

From happy years to happier glide ; 

And, still, my Cara, may the sigh 
We give to hours, that vanish o’er us. 

Be follow’d by the smiling eye, 

That Hope shall shed on scenes before us ! 


TO THE INVISIBLE GIRL.^ 

They try to persuade me, my dear little sprite, 

That you are not a daughter of ether and light, 

Nor have any concern with those fanciful forms 
That dance upon rainbows and ride upon storms; 
That, in short, your’re a woman ; your lip and your 
breast 

As mortal as ever were tasted or press’d ! 

But I will not believe them — no, science I to you 
I have long bid a last and a careless adieu : 

Still flying from Nature to study her laws, 

And dulling delight by exploring its cause. 

You forget how superior, for mortals below, 

Is the fiction they ieam to the truth that they know. 
Oh I who, that has ever had rapture complete, 

Would ask how we feel it, or why it is sweet ; i 
How rays are confused, or how particles fly 
Through the medium refin’d of a glance or a sigh ! 

Is there one, who but once would not rather have 
known it, 

Than written, with Harvey, whole volumes upon 
it? 

No, no— but for you, my invisible love, 

I will swear, you are one of those spirits that rove 
By the bank where, at twilight, the poet reclines, 
When the star of the west on his solitude shines, 
And the magical fingers of fancy have hung 
Every breeze with a sigh, every leaf with a tongue 1 
Oh I whisper him then, ’tis retirement alone 
Can hallow his harp or ennoble its tone ; 

Like you, with a veil of seclusion between, 

His song to the world let him utter unseen, 


1 This and tire subsequent poem have appeared in the 
public prints. 
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And like you, a legitimate child of the spheres, 
Escape from the eye to enrapture the ears I 
Sweet spirit of mystery ! how I should love, 

In the wearisome ways I am fated to rove, 

To have you for ever invisibly nigh, 

Inhaling for ever your song and your sigh ! 

’Mid the crowds of the world and the murmurs of 
care 

I might sometimes converse with my nymph of the 
air, 

And turn with disgust from the clamorous crew, 

To steal in the pauses one whisper from you. 

: Oh ! come and be near me, for ever be mine. 

We shall hold in the air a communion divine. 

As sweet as, of old, was imagin’d to dwell 
In the grotto of Numa, or Socrates’ cell. 

And oft, at those lingering moments of night, 
VTienthe heart is weigh’d down and the eyelid is 
light, 

You shall come to my pillow and tell me of love, 
Such as angel to angel might whisper above I 
Oh Spirit ! — and then, could you borrow the tone 
Of that voice, to my ear so bewitchingly known, 

The voice of the one upon earth, who has twin’d 
With her essence for ever my heart and my mindl 
Though lonely and far from the light of her smile, 
And exile and weary and hopeless the while, 

Could you shed for a moment that voice on my ear, 

I will think at that moment my Cara is near, 

That she comes with consoling enchantment to speak, 
And kisses my eyelid and sighs On my cheek, 

And tells me, the night shall go rapidly by, 

For the dawn of our hope, of our heaven is nigh 1 

Sweet Spirit ! if such be your magical power, 

It will lighten the lapse of full many an hour ; 

And let Fortune’s realities frown as they will, 

Hope, Fancy, and Cara may smile for me still. 


PEACE AND GLORY. 

WRITTEN AT THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE 
PRESENT WAR. 

Where now is the smile that lighten’d 
Every hero’s couch of rest? 

Where is now the hope that brightened 
Honour’s eye, and pity’s breast 1 
Have we lost the wreath we bi-aided. 

For our -w'eary warrior men ? 

Is the faithless olive faded, 

Must the bay be pluck’d again ? 

Passing hour of sunny weather, 

Lovely in your light awhile, 

Peace and Glory, wed together, 

Wander’d through the blessed isle ; 

And the eyes of Peace would glisten, 

Dewy as a morning sun, 

When the timid maid would listen 
To the deeds her chief had done. 

Is the hour of dalliance over ? 

Must the maiden’s trembling feet 
Waft her from her warlike lover 
To the desert’s still retreat ? 
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pare you well ! with sighs we banish 
Nymph so fair and guest so bright; 
Yet the smile, with which you vanish, 
Leaves behind a soothing light ! 

Soothing light ! that long shall sparkle 
O’er your warrior’s sanguine way, 
Through the field where horrors darkle, 
Shedding Hope’s consoling ray ! 
Long the smile his heart will cherish, 
To its absent idol true, 

While around him myriads perish, 
Glory still will sigh for you ! 


To , 1801. 

To be the theme of every hour 
The heart devotes to fancy’s power, 

When her soft magic fills the mind 
With friends and joys we’ve left behind, 
And joys return, and friends are near, 

And all are welcom’d with a tear— 

In the mind’s purest seat to dwell, 

To be remember’d oft and well 

By one whose heart, though vain and wild, 

By passion led, by youth beguil’d, 

Can proudly still aspire to know 
The feeling soul’s divinest glow ! 

If* thus to live in every part 
Of a lone weary wanderer’s heart ; 

If thus to be its sole employ 
Can give thee one faint gleam of joy, 
Believe it, Mary ! oh ! believe 
A tongue that never can deceive. 

When passion doth not first betray 
.And tinge the thought upon its way I 
In pleasure’s dream or sorrow’s hour, 

In crowded hall or lonely bower, 

The business of my life shall be, 

For ever to remember thee ! 

And though that heart be dead to mine, 
Since love is life and wakes not thine, 

I’ll take thy image, as the form 
Of something I should long to warm, 
Which, though it yield no answering thrill, 
Is not less dear, is lovely still ! 

I’ll take it, wheresoe’er I stray, 

The bright, cold burthen of my way ! 

To keep this semblance fresh in bloom, 

My heart shall be its glowing tomb, 

And love shall lend his sweetest care, 
With memory to embalm it there ! 


SONG. 

Take back the sigh, thy lips of art 
In passion’s moment breath’d to me ! 
Yet, no— it must not, will not part, 

Tis now the life-breath of my heart, 
And has become too pure for thee 

Take back the kiss, that faithless sigh 
With all the warmth of truth imprest ; 
Yec, no — ^the fatal kiss may lie : 

Upon thy lip its sweets would die, 

Or bloom to make a rival blest ! 

O ^ 


— ^ 

Take back the vows that, night and day, I ? 

My heart receiv’d, I thought, ftom thine ; ; 

Yet, no — allow them still to stay ; 

They might some other heart betray, . . 

As sweetly as they’ve ruin’d mine I 


A BALLAD. 

THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP. 

WRITTEN AT NORFOLK, IN VIRGINIA. 

“ They tell of a young man who lost his mind upon th© 
death of a girl he loved, and who, suddenly disappearing 
from his friends, was never afterwards heard of. As he had 
frequently said, in his ravings, that the girl was not dead, 
but gone to the Dismal Swamp, it is supposed be had wan- 
dered into tliat dreary wilderness, and had died of hunger 
or been lost in some of its dreadful morasses.” — Anon, 

“ La Po6sie a ses monstres comme la nature.” 

D'Alembert 

“ They made her a grave, too cold and damp 
For a soul so warm and true ; 

And she ’s gone to the Lake of the Dismal Swamp,* 
Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 

She paddles her white canoe. 

“ And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see, 

And her paddle I soon shall hear ; 

Long and loving our life shall be, 

; And I’ll hide the maid in a cypress tree, 

When the footstep of death is near I’* 

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds — 

His path was rugged and sore. 

Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds, 

Through many a fen, where the serpent feeds, 

And man never trod before 1 

And when on the earth he sunk to sleep, 

If slumber his eyelids knew, 

He lay, where the deadly vine doth weep 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steep 
The flesh with blistering dew J 

And near Mm the she-wolf stirr’d the brake, 

And the copper-snake breath’d in his ear, 

Till he starting cried, from his dream awake, 

“ Oh ! when shall I see the dusky Lake, 

And the wlute canoe of my dear 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor bright 
Quick over its surface play’d — 

“ Welcome,” he said, “my dear one’s light V* 

And the dim shore echoed, for many a night, 

The name of the death cold maid ! 

Till he hollow’d a boat of the birchen bark, 

Which carried him off from shore ; 

Far he follow’d the meteor spark, 

The wind was high and the clouds were dark, 

And the boat return’d no more. 

But oft from the Indicm hunter’s camp 
This lover and maid so true 


I I The Great Dismal Swamp is ten or twelve miles distant 
from Norfolk, and the lake in the middle of it (about sevea 
i lailcf long) is called Dnimmond’s Pond. 


5 


I: 


I 



i 


m 


MOOEE»S WORKS 


Are seen, at tlie boar of midniglit damp, 
To cross the lake by a fire-fly lamp. 

And paddle tfieir white canoe 1 


EPISTLE III. 

TO THE 

MARCHIONESS BOW AGEE OF B-LL. 

FHOM BERMUDA, JANUARY 1804. 

Laby, where’er yoii roam, whatever beam 
Of bright creation warms your mimic dream ; 
’ir^’Lether you trace the valley’s golden meads, 
Where mazy Linth his lingering current leads 
Enamour’d catch the mellow hues that sleep, 

At eve on Meillerie’s immortal steep ; 

Or musing o’er the Lake, at day’s decline, 

Mark the last shadow on the holy shrine,^ 

Where, many a night, the soul of Tell complains 
Of Gallia’s triumph and Helvetia’s chains ; 

Oh 1 lay the pencil for a moment by, 

Turn from the tablet that creative eye, 

And let its splendour, like the morning ray 
Upon a shepherd’s harp, illume my lay ! 

A'et, Lady ! no — for song so rude as mine, 

Chase not the wonders of your dream divine ; 

Still, radiant eye I upon the tablet dwell ; 

Still, rosy finger ! weave your pictur’d spell ; 

And, while I sing the animated smiles 
Of fairy nature in these sun-born isles, 

Oh ! might the song awmke some bright design, 
Inspire a touch, or prompt one happy line, 

Proud were my soul, to see its humble thought 
On painting’s mirror so divinely caught, 

And wondering Genius, as he learn’d to trace 
The faint conception kindling into grace, 

Might love my numbers for the spark they threw, 
And bless the lay that lent a charm to you. 

Have you not oft, in nightly vision, stray’d 
To the pure isles of ever-blooming shade, 

Which bards of old, with kindly magic, plac’d 
For happy spirits in th’ Atlantic waste 
There, as eternal gales, with fragrance warm, 
Breath’d from elysium through each shadowy form 
In eloquence of eye, and dreams of song, 

They charm’d their lapse of nightless hours along ! 
Nor yet in song, that morfcil ear may suit, 

For every spirit was itself a lute, 

Where Virtue wakened with elysian breeze, 

Pure tones of thought and mental harmonies 
Believe me, Lady, when the zephyrs bland 
Floated our bark to this enchanted land, 

These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown, 

Like studs of emerald o’er a silver zone ; 


1 Lady D., I supposed, was at this time still in S.witzer- 
.anel, where the powers of her pencil must have been fre- 
quently awakened. 

2 The chapel of William Tell, on the Lake of Lucerne. 

3 M, Gebelin says, in his Monde Primitif, “ Lorsque Stra- 
oon crut qne les anciena th^ologiens et PoStes piacaieot 
ies Charnps Elys^esdans les Isles de rOc6an Atlantique, il 
n’entendit rien a leur doctrine.’' M. Gebelin’s supposition, 
I have no doubt, is the more correct ; but that of Strabo is, 
in the present instance, most to tny purpose. 


Not all the charm, that ethnic fancy gave 
To blessed arbours o’er the western wave, 

Could wake a dream, more soothing or sublime, 

Of bowers etherial and the spirit’s clime ! 

The mom was lovely, every wave was still, 

When the first perfume of a cedar-hill 
Sweetly awak’d us, and with smiling charms, 

The fairy harbour woo’d us to its arms.^ 

Gently we stole, before the languid wind, 

Through plantain shades, that like an awning twm’4 
And kiss’d on either side the wanton sails, 

Breathing our welcome to these vernal vales ; 
While, far reflected o’er the wave serene, 

Each wooded island sheds so soft a green, 

That the enamour’d keel, with whispering play, 
Through liquid herbage seem’d to steal its wayj 
Never did weary bark more sweetly glide, 

Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide ! 

Along the margin, many a brilliant dome, 

White as the palace of a Lapland gnome, 
Brightened the wave ; in every myrtle grove 
Secluded, bashful, like a shrine of love, 

Some elfin mansion sparkled through the shade; 
And, while the foliage inteiposing play’d, 

Wreathing the structure into various grace, 

Fancy would love in many a form to trace 
The flowery capital, the shaft, the porch, ^ 

And dream of temples, till her kindling torch 
Lighted me back to all the glorious days 
Of Attic genius ; and I seem’d to gaze 
On marble, from the rich Pentalic mount, 

Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad’s fount. 

Sweet airy being P who, in brighter hours, 

Liv’d on the perfume of these honied bowers, 

In velvet buds, at evening, lov’d to lie, 

And win with music every rose’s sigh ! 

Though weak the magic of my humble strain, 

To charm your spirit from its orb again, 

Yet, oh ! for her, beneath whose smile I sing, 

For her, (whose pencil, if your rainbow wing 
Were dimm’d or rulBed by a wintry sky, 

Could smooth its feather and relume its dye,) 

A moment wander from your starry sphere, 

And if the lime-tree grove that once was dear, 


1 Nothing can he more romantic than the little harbour 
of St. George. The number of beautiful islets, the singular 
I clearness of the water, and the animated pla^’ of the grace- 
I ful little boats, gliding for ever between the islands, and 
I seeming to sail from one cedar grove into another, form, ail 
I together, the sweetest miniature of nature that can be im- 
I agined. 

I 2 This is an illusion which, to the few who are fanciful 
enough to indulge in it, renders the scenery of Bermuda 
I particularly interesting. In the short but beautiful twilight 
of their spring evenings, the white cottages, scattered over 
; the islands, and but partially seen through the trees that sur- 
I round them, assume often the appearance of little Grecian 
: temples, and fancy may embellish the poor fisherman’s hut 
' with columns which the pencil of Claude might imitate. I 
: had one favourite object of this kind in my walks, which 
the hospitality of its owmer robbed me of, by asking me to 
visit him. He was a plain good man, and received me well 
and warmly, but I never could turn his house into a Grecian 
temple again. 

3 Ariel. Among the many charms which Bermuda has 
for a poetic eye, W'e cannot for an instant forget that it is 
the scene of Shakspeare’s Tempest^ and that here he eon- 
; jured up the “ delicate Ariel,” who alone is ivorth the whole 
1 heaven of ancient mythology. 
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The sunny wave, the bower, the breezy hill, 
The sparkling grotto, can delight you still, 

Oh i take their fairest tint, their softest light, 
Weave all their beauty into dreams of night, 
And, while the lovely artist slumbering lies, 
Shed the warm picture o’er her mental eyes ; 
Borrow for sleep her own creative spells, 

And brightly show what song but faintly tells ! 


THE GENIUS OF HARMONY. 

AN IRREGULAR ODE. 

Ad harmoniam canere raundum. 

Cicero de Deor. Lib. 3. 

Tliere lies a shell beneath the waves, 

In many a hollow winding wreath’d 
Such as of old, 

Echoed the breath that warbling sea-maids breath’d ; 
This magic shell 

From the white bosom of a syren fell, 

As once she wander’d by the tide that laves 
Sicilia’s sand of gold. 

It bears 

Upon its shining side, the mystic notes 
Of those entrancing airs,^ 

The genii of the deep were wont to swell, 

When heaven’s eternal orbs their midnight music 
roil’d! 

Oh ! seek it, wheresoe’er it floats ; 

And, if the power 

Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear, 

Go, bring the bright shell to my bower, 

And I will fold thee in such downy dreams, 

As lap the spirit of the seventh sphere, 

When Luna’s distant tone falls faintly on his ear 
And thou shaft own, 

That, through, the circle of creation’s zone, 


1 In the “ Historie Naturelle des Antilles,” there is an ac- 
count of some curious shells, found atCuracoa, on the back 
of which were lines, filled with musical characters, so dis- 
tinct and perfect, that the writer assures us a very charming 
trio was sung from one of them. “On le nomme musical, 
parce qu’il porte sur le dos des lignes noiratres pleines de 
notes, qui ont une espece de clb pour les mettre en chant, 
de sorte que Ton dirait qu’il ne manque que la lettre a cette 
tablature naturelle. Ce curieux gentilhomme (M. du Mon- 
te!) rapporte qu’il en a vu qui avaient cinc^ lignes, une cle 
et des notes, qui formaient un accord parlait, Uuelqu’un 
y avait ajoutC la lettre, que la nature avail oublide, et la 
faisait chanter en forme de trio, dont I’aire dtait fort agrCa- 
■ble.” Chap, 19. Art. U. The author adds, a poet might 
imagine that these shells were used by the syrens at their 
concerts. 

2 According to Cicero, and his commentator, Macrobius, 
the lunar tone is the gravest and faintest on the planetary 
heptachord. “ Ctuara ob causam sumrnus ille ccbU stellifer 
cursus, cujus convcrsio est concitatior, acuto et exeitato 
movetur sdno ; gravissimo autera hie lunaris atque infimus.” 
—Somn. Scip. Because, says Macrobius, “spiritu ut in 
extremitate languescente jam volvitur, et propter angustias 
quibus periultiraus orbis arctatur impetii ienioro converti- 
tur.”— /» Somn. Scip. Lib. 2. Cap. 4. It is not very easy 
to understand the ancients in their musical arrangement of 
the heavenly bodies. See Ptolem. Lib. 3. 

Leone Hebreo, pursuing The idea of Aristotle, that the 
heavens are animal, attributes their harmony to perfect and 
reciprocal love. “ Non perd manca fra loro il perfetto e 
reciproco amore ; la causa principale, che ne mostra illoro 
amore, e la lor amieizla harmoniaca e la concordanza, che 
perpetuamente si trova in loro.” — Dialog. 2. di .^more^ p. 
58. This reciproco amore” of Leone is the of 

the ancient Empedocles, who seems, in his Love and Hate 
«>f the Elements, to have given a glimpse of the principlcss 


I Where matter darkies or where spirit beams ; 

I From the pellucid tides, ^ that whirl 

I The planets through their maze of song, 

^ To the small rill, that weeps along 
I Murmuring o’er beds of pearl ; 

From the rich sigh 

Of the sun’s arrow through an evening sky,* 

To the faint breath the tuneful osier yields 
On Afric’s burning fields 
Oh ! thou shaft own this universe divine 

Is mine I 

That I respire in all, and all in me, 

One mighty mingled soul of boundless harmony ! 

Welcome, welcome mystic shell I 
Many a star has ceas’d to burn‘s 
Many a tear has Saturn’s urn 

O’er the cold bosom of the ocean wept,® 

Since thy aerial spell 
Hath in the waters slept ! 

Ifly, 

With the bright treasure to my choral sky, 

Where she, who wak’d its early swell, 

The syren, with a foot of fire, 

Walks o’er the great string of my Orphic Lyre,* 

Or guides around the burning pole 

The winged chariot of some blissful soul !’' 

'While thou ! 

Oh, son of earth ! what dreams shall rise for thee ! 
Beneath Hispania’s sun, 

Thou’ it see a streamlet run, 

Which I have warm’d with dews of melody;® 
Listen! — when the night- wind dies 
Down the still current, like a harp it sighs ! 

of attraction and repulsion. See the fragment to which I 
allude in Laertius, Axx.ot£ /sev <rtJwp%o/zsv’, x.t 

X. Lib. 8. Ctap. 71.12. 

1 Leucippus, the atomist, imagined a kind of vortices in 
; the heavens, which ho borrowed from Anaxagoras, and 
possibly suggested to Descartes. 

I 2 HeracUdes, upon the allegories of Homer, conjectures 
I that the idea of the harmony of the spheres originated wfih 
I this poet, who in representing the solar beams as arrows, 
supposes them to emit a peculiar sound in the air. 

3 In tlie account of Africa which d’ Ablancourt has trans- 
lated, there is mention of a tree in that country, whose 
branches when shaken by the hand produce very sweet 
sounds. “Le meme auteur (Abenz6gar) dit, qu’il y a un- 
certain arbre, qui prod uit des gaules comme d’osier, et qu’en 
les prenanta la main et les branlant, elles font une espece 
d’harmonie fort agreable,” etc. titc.-^L' Jifrique de Marmot. 

4 Alluding to the extinction, or at least the disappearance 
of some of those fixed stars, which we are taught to con- 
sider as suns, attended each by its system. Descartes thought 
that our earth might formerly have been a sun, which be- 
came obscured by a thick incrustation over its surface. This 
probably suggested the idea of a central fire. 

5 Porphyry says, tliat Pythagoras hold the sea to bo a tear. 

Ttiv St»>,c6Trt6v ft&v sKatKst sivAi ^Kxpuov. De Vit, and some 
one else, if I mistake not, has added the planet Saturn as the 
source of it. Empedocles, with similar afiectation, called 
the sea “ the sweat of the earth:” See 

Rittershusius upon Porplt^jrij^ Mum. 41. 

6 The system of harmonized orbs was styled by the an- 
cients, the Great Lyre of Orpheus, for which Lucian ac- 
counts, S S'® Aupjj £.TT»Ac*T 05 S»(rd: tjjv twv %tv»p-sva3v ccTTptaff 
»j3jtAovt*v (Tutffi/SscXXsTo. x.T.\. VU ^.Bstrolog'. 

7Ais*Xs ttraptS'jtdsi TOiff acrrpotj, svft.we A* sstcecr* 

Tsv wpof sxsstrTOv, 8/tiSi#3s4<raff TIE EIE OXHiVtA. Pla 

ton. T^mteus. 

8 This musical river is mentioned in the romance of 
Achilles TatiuSi Ejtsi ttotaph * * tiv S'! xxacrxt 
uSi*TO$ The Latin version, in supplying the hia. 

tus, which is in the original, has placed the river in Hispa- 
nia. “ In Hispaiiia quoque fluvius est, quern primo m~ 
pectu,” etc. etc. 
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A Equid cEord in e?ery wave that flows, 

An airy plectnim every breeze that Mows !* 

There, by tliat wondrous stream, 

Go, lay thy languid brow, 

And I will send thee such a godlike dream, 

Such — ^mortal ! mortal i hast thou heard of him,^ 
Who, many a night with his primordial lyre,® 

Sat on the chili Pangman mount, ^ 

And, looking to the orient dim, 

Watch’d the first flowing of that sacred fount. 
From w^hicli his soul had drunk its fire ! 

Oh ! think what visions, in that lonely hour. 
Stole o’er his musing breast ! 

What pious ecstasy^ 

Wafted Ms prayer to that eternal Power, 

Whose seal upon this world imprest® 

The various forms of bright divinity ! 

Or, dost thou know what dreams I wove, 

’Mid the deep horror of that silent bower,’’ 
Where the rapt Samian slept his holy slumber? 
When, free 

From every earthly chain, 

From wreaths of pleasure and from bonds of pain, 
His spirit flew through fields above, 

Drank at the source of nature’s fontal number,® 
And saw, in mystic choir, around him move 
The stars of song, Heaven’s burning minstrelsy I 
Such dreams, so heavenly bright, 

I swear 

By the great diadem that twines my hair. 

And by the seven gems that sparkle there,* 


1 These two lines are translated from the words of Achil- 
les Tatins. E»v ycep oXtyo? aysjitog 5*v»s 

'TO jjttiv v^aift w? XopS'ii KpsTst*. TO Sb irvevfitx rsf vSxro; srXsx- 

Tpair ytvsrxitTO pivjux Ss xiSxpx Kx\st. Lib. 2. 

2 Orpheus. 

3 They called his lyre ap^setoTposrov svrxxopSov OpcpsMs. 
Bee a curious work by a professor of Greek at Venice, en- 
titled” Hebdomades, sive septem de septenario libri.” Lib. 
4. Cap. 3. p. 177. 

4t Eratosthenes, telling the extreme veneration of Orpheus 
4br Apollo, says that he was accustomed to go to the Pan- 
gaean mountain at day-break, and there wait the rising of 
the sun, that he might be the first to hail its beams. Etts- 
-ytipOfASvog rs tjj? vuxTOf, kxtx tjjv saoBrtvrtv ftrt to opoj to 
KstXs^usvov JXxyyxtov^ iTpocfi.ttevs Tesf xvxroXxg^ iv* iS>i tov 
HXiov srpojTOV. KxrxTTsptcrfA. 24. 

5 There are some verses of Orpheus preserved to us, 
which contain sublime ideas of the unity and magnificence 
of the Deity. As those which Justin Martyr haa produced : 

OuTOCjUSV 5S«Xx8tov *5 apotvov ««r7»}pixT«* 

Xpu(r**«> sv* S-povw, X. T. A,. 

jid Qrmc. cokortat. 

It is thought by some, that these are to bo reckoned 
. amongst the Tabricationa which were frequent in the early 
times of Christianity. Still it appears doubtful to whom we 
■ should impute them ; they are too pious for the Pagans, and 
too poetical for the Fathers. 

6 In one of the Hymns of Orpheus, he attributes a figured 
seal to Apolio, with which he imagines that deity to have 
-stamped a variety of forms upon the universe. 

7 Alluding to the cave near Samos, where Pythagoras 
•devoted the greater part of his days and nights to medita- 
tion and the mysteries of his philosophy. Jamblick. de Fit. 
This, as Holstenius remarks, was in imitation of the Magi. 

8 The tetractvs, or sacred number of the Pythagoreans, 
.^on which tlrey solemnly swore, and which they called vrxyxv 
utvxs <poer4w5, “ the fountain of perennial nature.”* Iiucian 
has ridiculed this religious arithmetic very finely in his Sale 
of Philosophers, 

9 This diadem is intended to represent the analogy be- 

tween the notes of music and the prismatic colours. We 
'cfindinPhitarch a vague iutimatiion of this kindred harmony 
in colours and sounds. ti cixov, <^e 0 v;]$ t£ 

<tii 4 i*»T*jriTjjv ttpiwovjssv Z>0 Musiea. 


Mingling their beams 
In a soft Iris of harmonious fight, 

I Oh, mortal ! such shall be thy radiant dream® ! 


EPISTLE IV. 

TO GEORGE MORGAN, ESQ. 

OP NORFOLK, VIRGINIA.^ 

FROM BERMUDA, JANUARY 1804. 

KEINH A» HNEM0E2SA KAI ATPOHOS, OIA ©’AAin. 
AHE, AI0TIHS KAI MAAAOH EniAPOMOS HEHEF 
inilOlS, nONTii ENESTHPIKTAI, 

Calliifiacht Hymn, in Del. v. U, 

Oh I what a tempest wMrl’d us hither 
Winds, whose savage breath could wither 
All the light and languid flowers 
That bloom in Epicurus’ bowers ! 

Yet tMnk not, George, that Fancy’s charm 
Fomook me in this rude alarm. 

When close they reef d the timid sail, 

When, every plank complaining loud, 

We labour’d in the midnight gale, 

And e’en our haughty main-mast bow’d ! 

The muse, in that unlovely hour, 

Benignly brought her soothing power, 

And, midst the war of waves and wind, 

In songs elysian lapp’d my mind ! 

She open’d, with her golden key, 

The casket where my memory lays 
Those little gems of poesy, 

WMch time has sav’d from ancient days 
Take one of these, to Lais sung — 

I wrote it while my hammock swung, 

As one might write a dissertation 
Upon “ suspended animation !” 


Cassiodorus, whose idea I may be supposed to have bor- 
rowed, says, in a letter upon music to Boetius, ”Ut diade- 
ma ocufis, varia luce gemmarum, sic cytbara diversitate 
soni, blanditur auditui.” This is indeed the only tolerable 
thought in the letter. Lib.H. Fariar. 

1 This gentleman is attached to the British consulate at 
Norfolk. His talents are worthy of a much higher sphere, 
but the excellent dispositions of the family with whom he 
resides, and the cordial repose he en joys amongst some of 
the kindest hearts in the world, should be almost enough to 
atone to him for the worst caprices of fortune. The consul 
himself, Colonel Hamilton, is one among the very few in- 
ataticea of a man, ardently loyal to Ms king, and yet beloved 
by the Americans. His house is the very temple of hospi- 
tality, and I sincerely pity the heart of that stranger, who, 
warm from the welcome of such a board, and with the taste 
of such Madeira still upon his lips, “ col dolce in bocca,” 
could sit down to write a libel on his host, in the true spirit 
of a modern philosophist. See the Travels of the Duke de 
la Rochefoucault Liancourt^ Fol. 2. 

2 We were seven days on our passage from Norfolk to 
Bermuda, during three of which we were forced to lay-to 
in a gale of wind. The Driver, sloop of war, in which I 
went, was built at Bermuda, of cedar, and is accounted an 
excellent sea-boat. She was then commanded by my very 
regretted friend, Captain Compton, who in July last wao 
killed aboard the Lilly, in an action with a French priva- 

: teer. Poor Compton ! he fell a victim to the strange im- 
policy of allowing such a miserable thing as the Lilly to 
remain in the service : so small, so crank, and unmanage- 
able, that a well-manned merchantman was at any time 
match for her. 
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Sweetly^ you Idss, my Lais dear! 

But, while you Mss, I feel a tear, 

Bitter as those when lovers part, 

In mystery from your eye-lid start ! 

Sadly you lean your head to mine, 

And round my neck in silence twine, 

Your hair along my bosom spread, 

AE humid with the tears you shed ! 

Have I not kiss’d those lids of snow ? 

Yet still, my love, like founts they flow, 
Bathing our cheeks, whene’er they meet—* 
Why is it thus ? do, tell me, Sweet ! 

Ah, Lais ! are my bodings right? 

Am I to lose y ou ? is to-night 

Our last — go, false to heaven and me ! 

Your very tears are treachery. 


Such, while in air I floating hung, 

Such was the strain, Morgante mio ! 
The muse and Itogether sung, 

With Boreas to make out the trio 
But, bless the little fairy isle ! 

How sweetly after all our ills, 

We saw the dewy morning smile 
Serenely o’er its fragrant hills ! 

And felt the pure, elastic flow 
Of airs, that round this Eden blow, 
With honey freshness, caught by stealth 
Warm from the very lips of health ! 

Oh ! could you view the scenery dear 
That now beneath my window lies, 
You’d think, that Nature lavish’d here 
Her purest wave, her softest skies, 

To make a heaven for Love to sigh in, 
For bards to live, and saints to die in ! 
Close to my wooded bank below. 

In glassy calm the waters sleep, 

And to the sun-beam proudly show 
The coral rocks they love to steep !® 
The fainting breeze of morning fails, 
The drowsy boat moves slowly past, 
And I can almost touch its sails 
That languish idly round the mast. 


1 This epigram is by Pauhis Silenfmrius, and may be | 
found in the Analecta of Brunck, Vol. 8. p. 73. But as the ] 
reading there is somewhat difterent from what I have fol- ! 
lowed in this translation, I shall give it as I had it in my i 
memory at the time, and as it is in Heinsius, who, I believe, 
first produced the epigram. See hia Poemata. 

•HJu (Asv strrt ro S'! cnurm 

%ssts 

Koti sroXu Tofi&is sw/3ca*rpu%ov 

H^ST'P* )C8(pMX>}V Jjjpov *p6ICrttjt4Sl/>J, 

MopO;M8Vi5V T» J’wff S'pOO’SpJfS WJTO 

Asix.pvxftiyvvftsva/VirrtjrrtKitTtiiTTafii.xTwv 

BtvsipofitEVMj Tivog ovve-^et S‘axpv» ksifSets * 

A$tS'tet fiii yap opxec^arxt. 

2 The water is so clear around the island, that the rocks 
are seen beneath to a very great depth, and, as we entered 
the harbour, they appeared to us so near the surface, that it 
seemed impossible we should not strike on them. There is 
no necessity, of course, for heaving the lead, and the negro 
pilot, looking down at the rocks from the bow of the ship, 
takes her through this difficult navigation, with a skill and 
confidence which seem to astonish some of the oldest sai- 
lors.', ■ ■ ' ■ 


The sun has now profusely given 
The flashes of a noontide heaven, 

And, as the wave reflects his beams, 

Another heaven its surface seems I 
Blue light and clouds of silvery tears 
So pictur’d o’er the waters lie. 

That every languid bark appears 
To float along a burning sky ! 

Oh ! for the boat the angel gave^ 

To him, who, in his heaven-ward flight, 
Sail’d o’er the sun’s ethereal wave, 

To planet-isles of odorous light ! 

Sweet Venus, what a clime he found 
Within thy orb’s ambrosial round 
There spring the breezes, rich and warm. 

That pant around thy twilight car ; 

There angels dwell, so pure of form, 

That each appears a living star 
These are the sprites, oh radiant queen ! 

Thou send’st so often to the bed 
Of her I love, with spell unseen, 

Thy planet’s brightening balm to shed ; 

To make the eye’s enchantment clearer, 

To give the cheek one rose-bud more, 

And bid that flushing lip be dearer, 

Which had been, oh ! too deaf before ! 

But, whither means the muse to roam ? 

’Tis time to call the wanderer home. 

Who could have ever thought to search her 
XJp in the clouds with Father Kirchcr ? 

So, health and love to all your mansion ! 

Long may the bowl that pleasures bloom m, 
The flow of heart, the soul’s expansion, 
Mirth, and song, your board illumine I 

Fare you well — remember too, 

When cups are flowing to the brim, 

That here is one who drinks to you, 

And, oh ! as warmly drink to him. 


. . THE EING. 

TO ,1801. 

No — ^Lady ! Lady ! keep the ring ; 

Oh ! think how many a future year, 

Of placid smile and downy wing, 

May sleep within its holy sphere ! 

Do not disturb their tranquil dream, 

Though love hath ne’er the mystery warm’d, 


1 In Kircher’s “Extatic Joirney to Heaven,” Costnlely 
the genius of the world, gives Theodidactus a boat of As- 
bestos, with which he embarks into the regions of the sun- 
“Vides (says Coanpel) banc asbestinam naviculam commo- 
ditati turn prmparatam.” Itinerar. 1. Dial. 1. Cap. 5. There 
are some very strange fancies in this work of Eircher. 

2 When the Genius of the world and his fellow-traveller 
arrive at the planet Venus, they find an island of loveliness, 
full of odours and intelligences, where angels preside, who 
shed the cosmetic influence of this planet over the earth; 
such being, according to astrologers, the “ vis influxiva” of 
Venus. When they are in this part of the heavens, a casu' 
istical question occurs to Theodidactus, and he asks 
“Whether baptism maybe performed with the waters of 
Venus?” — “An aquis globi Veneris baptismus institui pos- 
sit?” to .which the Genius answers, “Certainly.” 

3 This idea is father Kircher’s. “Tot animatos soles 
dixisscs.” Itinerar. i. Dial. Cap. 5 
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will shed a soothing beam. 

To bless the bond itself hath form’d. 

But then, that eye, that burning eye ! 

Oh I it doth ask, with magic power, 

If heaven can ever bless the tie, 

Where love in wreaths no genial dower ! 

Away, away, bewildering look ! 

Or all the boast of Virtue ’s o’er ; 

Go — ^hie thee to the sage’s book, 

And learn from Iiim to feel no more ! 

I cannot 'warn thee I every touch, 

That brings my pulses close to thine, 

Tells me I want thy aid as much, 

Oh ! quite as much, as thou dost mine 1 

Yet stay, dear love — one effort yet— 

A moment turn those eyes away, 

And let me, if I can, forget 
The light that leads my soul astray ! 

Thou say’st, that we were bom to meet, 

That our hearts bear one common seal, — 
Oh, Lady J think, how man’s deceit 
Can seem to sigh and feign to feel ! 

Wiien, o’er thy face some gleam of thought. 
Like day-beams through the morning air, 
Hath gradual stole, and I have caught 
The feeling ere it kindled there : 

The S 3 unpatliy I then betray’d, 

Perhaps was but the child of art ; 

The guile of one, who long hath play’d 
"With all these wily nets of heart. 

Oh ! thou hast not my virgin vow ! 

Though few the years I yet have told, 
Canst thou believe I lived till now, 

With loveless heart or senses cold? 

jq'o — ^many a throb of bliss and pain, 

For many a maid, my soul hath prov’d ; 
With some I wanton’d wild and vain, 

While some I truly, dearly lov’d ! 

The cheek to thine I fondly lay, 

To theirs hath been as fondly laid ; 

The words to thee I warmly say, 

To them have been as warmly said. 

Then, scorn at once a languid heart, 

Which long hath lost its early spring; 
Think of the pure, bright soul thou art, 
And— keep the ring, oh I keep the ring. 

Enough — now, turn thine eyes again; 

What, still that look, and still that sigh ! 
Dost thou not feel my counsel then? 

Oh I no, beloved I— nor do 1. 

While thus to mine thy bosom lies. 

While thug our breaths commingling glow, 
’Twere more than woman to be wise, 
’Twere more than man to wish thee so ! 

Bid we not love so true, so dear, 

This lapse could never be forgiven ; 

But hearts so fond and lips so near—- '* 
Give mo the ring, and now — Oh heaven 1 


TO , 

ON SEEING HER WITH A WHITE VEIL AND A 
RICH GIRDLE. 

MAPrAPiTAl AHAOTSI AAKPXilN POOM. 

jip. JSTicepJior. in Oneirocritico. 

Put off the vestal veil, nor, oh ! 

Let weeping angels view it ; 

Your cheeks belie its virgin snow, 

And blush repenting through it. 

Put off the fatal zone you wear; 

The lucid pearls around it 
Are tears, that fell from Virtue there. 

The hour that Love unbound it. 


THE RESEMBLANCE. ■ 

- V O cere and’ io 

Bonna, quant’ e possibile, in altrui 
La desiata vostra forma vera. 

Petrarc. Smett* 14 . 

Yes, if ’twere any common" love. 

That led my pliant heart astray, 

I grant, there ’s not a power above 
Could wipe the faithless crime away S 

But, ’twas my doom to err with one 
In every look so like to thee, 

That, oh ! beneath the blessed sun, 

So fair there are but thou and she! 

Whate’er may be her angel birth. 

She was thy lovely perfect twin, 

And wore the only shape on earth, 

That could have charm’d my soul to sin.’’ 

Your eyes !— the eyes of languid doves 
Were never half so like each other I 
The glances of the baby loves 
Resemble less tbeir warm-ey’d mother ! 

Her lip 1— oh, call me not false hearted, 
When such a lip I fondly prest ; 

’Twas Love some melting cherry parted, 

Gave thee one half and her the rest ! 

And when, with all thy murmuring tone, 
They sued, half open, to be kiss’d, 

I could as soon resist thine own— 

And them, heaven knows ! I ne’er resist. 

Then, scorn me not, though false I be, 

’Twas love that wak’d the dear excess i 
My heart had been more true to thee, 

Had mine eye priz’d thy beauty less ! 


TO 

When I lov’d you, I can’t but allow 
I had many an exquisite minute ; 
But the scorn that I feel for you now 
Hath even more luxury in it ’ 
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Thus, whether we’re on or we’re off. 
Some witchery seems to await you ; 
To love you is pleasant enough, 

And, oh I ’tis delicious to hate you ! 


FROM THE GEEEK OF MELEAGER.* 

Fill high the cup with liquid flame, 

And speak my Heliodora’s name ! 

Repeat its magic o’er and o’er, 

And let the sound my lips adore, 

Sweeten the breeze, and mingling swim 
On every howl’s voluptuous brim ! 

Give me the wreath that withers there; 

It was but last delicious night 
It hung upon her wavy hair, 

And caught her eyes’ reflected light I 
Oh ! haste, and twine it round my brow ; 

It breathes of Heliodora now I 

The loving rose-bud drops a tear, 

To see the nymph no longer here, 

No longer, where she used to lie, 

Close to my heart’s devoted sigh ! 


LINES, 

written in a storm at sea. 

That sky of clouds is not the sky * 

To light a lover to the pillow 
Of her he loves — 

The swell of yonder foaming billow 
Resembles not the happy sigh 
That rapture moves. 

Yet do I feel more tranquil now 
Amid the gloomy wilds of ocean, 

In this dark hour, 

Than when, in transport’s young emotion, 

I’ve stol’n, beneath the evening star, 

To Julia’s bower. 

Oh I there ’s a holy calm profound 
In awe like this, that ne’er was given 
To rapture’s thrill ; 

®Tis as a solemn voice from heaven, 

And the soul, Bstening to the sound, 
lies mute and still ! 

*Tis true, it talks of danger nigh, 

Of slumbering with the dead to-morrow 
In the cold deep, 

Where pleasure’s throb or team of sorrow 
No more shall wake the heart or eye, 

But all must sleep 1 

Well — ^there are some, thou stormy bed, 

To whom thy sleep would be a treasure i 
Oh most to him, 

1 JtosJ sraXiv ejsrs, truKiv^ sreeAtv, ‘HAioS’MjJOf 

Etsri, grvv osKpjjTM to yXvKv ovo/ta, 

Kat fioi row $psz^£vvi» ftvpotg xas %S-t^av « ovt *, 
HAvstpLomivov HSSvxgj crTi^avoy 

J^uxpuas ipi^spxcTTOv tS'ou poStoVf ovvsxet xgivciv 
AXKoSt x^oxt xokiTOig K/xtTgpotg teropte. 

Brunck. jSnaleci, tom. i. p. 28. 


Whose lip hath drain’d life’s cup of pleasure. 
Nor left one honey drop to shed 
Round misery’s brim. 

Yes — he can smile serene at death : 

Kind heaven ! do thou but chase the weeping 
Of friends who love him ; 

Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping 
Where sorrow’s sting or envy’s breath 
No more shall move him. 


ODES TO NEA; 

WRITTEN AT BERMUDA. 


NEA TXPANNEI. 

Euripid. Medea, v. 967. 


Nay, tempt me not to love again, 

There was a time when love was sweet ; 
Dear Nea ! had I known thee then, 

Our souls had not been slow to meet ! 
But, oh I tills weary heart hath run, 

So many a time, the rounds of pain. 

Not e’en for thee, thou lovely one I 
Would I endure such pangs again. 

If there be climes, where never yet 
The print of Beauty’s foot was set, 

Where man may pass his loveless nights, 
Dnfever’d by her false delights, 

Thither my wounded soul would fly, 

Where rosy cheek or radiant eye 
Should bring no more their bliss, their pain, 
Or fetter me to earth again ! 

Dear absent girl, whose eyes of light, 
Though little priz’d when all my own, 
Now float before me, soft and bright 
As when they first enamouring shone I 
How many hours of idle waste, 

Within those witching arms embraced, 
Unmindful of the fleeting day, 

Have I dissolv’d life’s dream away ! 

O bloom of time profusely shed 1 
O moments ! simply, vainly fled, 

Yet sweetly too — for love perfum’d 
The flame which thus my life consum’d ; 
And brilliant was the chain of flowers, 

In which he led my victim hours I 

Say, Nea, dear ! could’st thou, lilce her, 
When warm to feel and quick to err. 

Of loving fond, of roving fonder, 

My thoughtless soul might wish to wander— 
Could’st thou, like her, the wish reclaim, 
Endearing still, reproaching never. 

Till all my heart should bum with shame, 
And be thine own, more fix’d than ever? 
No, no — on earth there’s only one 
Could bind such faithless folly fast: 

And sure on earth ’tis I alone 
Could make such virtue false at last! 

Nea I the heart which she forsook, 

For diee were but a worthless shrine- 
Go, lovely girl, that angel look 
Must thrill a soul more pure than mine 
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Ob sbalt be all 'else to me, 

That heart can feel or tongue can feign; 
ril praise, admire, and worship thee, 

Bat mast not, dare not, love again. 


TJlLE ITtlEL OMNE CAVE. 

Propert. JAb. iv. Eleg'. 8 


I PRAY you, let us roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore, 

Where late we thoughtless stray’d ; 

’Twas not for us, whom heaven intends 
To be no more than simple friends, 

Such lonely walks were made. 

That little bay, where, winding in 
From ocean’s rude and angry din, 

(As lovers steal to bliss,) 

The billows kiss the shore, and then 
Flow calmly to the deep again, 

As though they did not kiss ! 

Remember, o’er its circling flood 
In what a dangerous dream we stood— 
The silent sea before us, 

Around us, all the gloom of grove, 

That e’er was spread for guilt or love, 

No eye but nature’s o’er us I 
I saw you blush, you felt me tremble, 

In vain would formal art dissemble 
All that we wish’d and thought ; — 
’Twas more than tongue could dare reveal, 
’Twas more than virtue ought to feel, 

But all that passion ought I 

I stoop’d to cull, with faltering hand, 

A shell that on the golden sand 
Before us faintly gleam’d; 

I rais’d it to your Ups of dew, 

You kiss’d the shell, I kiss’d it too — 

Good heaven, how sweet it seem’d ! 

O, trust me, ’twas a place, an hour, 

The worst that e’er temptation’s power 
Could tangle me or you in ! 

Sweet Nea ! let us roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore— 

Su^ walks will be our ruin ! 


You read it in my languid eyes, 

And there alone should love be read; 

You hear me say it all in sighs, 

And thus alone should love be said. 

Then dread no more ; I will not speak; 
Although my heart to anguish thrill, 

rU spare the burning of your cheek. 

And look it all in silence still ! 

Heard you the wish I dar’d to name, 

To murmur on that luckless night, 

When passion broke the bonds of shame, 
And love grew madness in your sight ? 

Divinely through the graceful dance. 

You seem’d to float in silent song, 


Bending to earth that beamy glance, 

As if to light your steps along ! 

Oh I how could others dare to touch 
That hallow’d form with hand so free, 

When but to look was bliss too much, 

Too rare for all but heaven and me ! 

With smiling eyes, that little thought 
How fatal were the beams they threw, 

My trembling hands you lightly caught. 

And round me, like a spirit, flew. 

Heedless of all, I wildly turn’d, 

My soul forgot — nor, oh ! condemn, 

That when such eyes before me burn’d 
My soul forgot all eyes but them \ 

I dar’d to speak in sobs of bliss, 

Rapture of every thought bereft me, 

I would have clasp’d you^ — oh, even this ! — 
But, with a bound, you blushing left me. 

Forget, forget that night’s oifence, 

Forgive it, if, alas ! you can ; 

’Twas love, ’twas passion — soul and sense— 
’Twas all the best and worst of man ! 

That moment, did the mingled eyes 
Of heaven and earth my madness view, 

I should have seen, through earth and skies. 
But you alone, but only you! 

Did not a frown from you reprove, 

Myriads of eyes to me were none ; 

I should have — oh, my only love ! 

My life ! what should I not have done ! 


A DREAM OF ANTIQUITY 

I JUST had turn’d the classic page, 

And trac’d that happy period over, 

When love could warm the proudest sage. 

And wisdom grace the tenderest lover ! 

Before I laid me dowm to sleep, 

Upon the bank awhile I stood, 

And saw the vestal planet weep 
Her tears of light on Ariel’s flood. 

I My heart was full of Fancy’s dream, 

And, as I watch’d the playful stream, 

Entangling in its net of smiles 
So fair a group of elfm isles, 

I felt as if the scenery there 
Were lighted by a Grecian sky— 

As if I breath’d the blissful air 
That yet was warm with Sappho’s sigh ! 

And now the downy hand of rest 
Her signet on my eyes imprest, 

And still the bright and badmy spell, 
like star-dew, o’er my fancy fell ! 

I thought that, all enrapt, I stray’d 
Through that serene luxurious shade,* 

1 Gassendi thinks that the gardens, which Pausanias men- 
tions, in his first Book, were those of Epicurus ; and Stuart 
says, in his Antiquities of Athens, Near this convent (the 
convent of Hagios Assomatos) is the pla<^ called at present 
Kepoi, or the Gardens ; and Ampelos Kepos, or the Vine- 
yard Garden ; these were probably the gardens which Pau* 
sanias visited.” Chap. ii. VoL L 
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Where Epicurus taught the Loves 
To polish virtue’s native brightness, 

Just as the beak of playful doves 
Can give to pearls a smoother whiteness P 

’Twas one of those delicious nights 
So common in the climes of Greece, 

When day withdraws but half its lights, 

And all is moonshine, balm, and peace I 
And thou wert there, my own belov’d ! 

And dearly by thy side I rov’d 
Through many a temple’s reverend gloom, 

And many a bower’s seductive bloom. 

Where beauty blush’d and wisdom taught, 

WTiere lovers sigh’d and sages thought. 

Where hearts might feel or heads discern, 

And all was form’d to sooth or move, 

To make the dullest love to learn, 

To make the coldest learn to love ! 

And now the fairy pathway seem’d 
To lead us through enchanted ground, 

Where all that bard has ever dream’d 
Of love or luxury bloom’d around ! 

Oh ! ’twas a bright bewildering scene — 

Along the alley’s deepening green, 

Soft lamps, that hung like burning flowers, 

And scented and illum’d the bowers, 

Seem’d, as to him, who darkling roves 
Amid the lone tiercynian groves, 

Appear the countless birds of light, 

That sparkle in the leaves at night, 

And from their wings diffuse a ray 
Along the traveller’s weary way 
’Twas light of that mysterious kind, 

Through which the soul is doom’d to roam, 

When it has left this world behind, 

And gone to seek its heavenly home I 
And, Nea, thou didst look and move, 

Like any blooming soul of bliss, 

That wanders to its home above 
Through mild and shadowy light like this ! 

But now, methought, we stole along 
Through halls of more voluptuous glory 
Than ever liv’d in Teian song, 

Or wanton’d in Milesian story I* 

And nymphs were there, whose very eyes 
Seem’d almost to exhale in sighs ; 

Whose every little ringlet thrill’d, 

As if with soul and passion fill’d! 

Some flew, with amber cups, around, 

Shedding the flowery wines of Crete,* 

And, as they pass’d with youthful bound, 

The onyx shone beneath their feet 

1 This method of polishing pearls, hj leaving them awhile 
to he played with by doves, is mentioned by the fanciful 
Cardanus, de Eerurn Varietat. Lih. vii, cap. 34. 

2 In Hercynio Gerraani® saltu inusitata genera alitum 
accepimus, quarum plumas, jgnium modo, colluceant nocti- 
hus. Piin. Lib. x. cap. 47. 

3 The Milesiacs, or Milesian Fables, had their origin in 
Milatus, a luxurious town of Ionia. Aristides was the most 
celebrated author of these licentious fictions. See Plutarch 
(in Crasso) who calls them a^toXacrTw /BtSxtst. 

4 Some of the Cretan wines, which Athenaeus calls oivos 

from their fragrancy resembling that of the 
finest flowers. Barry on Wines, chap. vii. 

5 It appears, that in very splendid mansions the floor or 
pavement was frequently of onyx. Thus Martial : Calca* 
tusquo tuo sub pede lucet onyx.” Epig. 50. Lib. xii. 
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While others, waving arms of snow 
! Entwin’d by snakes of burnish’d gold, ^ 
j And showing limbs, as loth to show, 

I Through many a thin Tarentian fold,* 

Glided along the festal ring 
With vases, all respiring spring, 

Where roses lay, in langour breathing, 

And the young bee-grape,® round them wreathing, 
Hung on their blushes warm and meek, 

Like curls upon a rosy cheek ! 

Oh, Nea ! why did morning break 
The spell that so divinely bound me I 
Why did I wake ! how could I wake 
With thee my own and heaven around me ? 


Well — ^ peace to thy heart, though another’s it be, 
And health to thy cheek, though it bloom not forme ! 
To-morrow, I sail for those cinnamon groves, 

Where nightly the ghost of the Carribee roves. 

And, far from thine eye, oh ! perhaps, I may yet 
jits seduction forgive and its splendour forget I : 

I Farewell to Bermuda,* and long may the bloom 
Of the lemon and myrtle its vallies perfume ; 

May spring to eternity hallow the shade, 

Where Ariel has warbled and Waller^ has stray’d! 
And thou — ^when, at dawn, thou shalt happen to roam 
Through the lime-cover’d alley that leads to tliy home, 
Wh.ere oft, when the dance and the revel were done, 
And the stars were beginning to fade in the sun, 

I have led thee along, and have told by the way 
What my heart all the night had been burning to say — 
Oh ! think of the past — ^give a sigh to those times, 
And a blessing for me to that alley of limes ! 


Ip I were yonder wave, my dear, 
And thou the isle it clasps around, 
I would not let a foot come near 
My land of bliss, my fairy ground ! 


1 Bracelets of this shape were a favourite orDapient among 
the women of antiquity. O* ssrixxjjiriot o<psis 

TTsSoit GeiiSog x.tti ApKTrxyopxs scat AatJoff ^ecp^ecxet. 
Philostrat. Epist. xl. Lucian too tells of the 5p«ztot<rt 
[xovTtff. See his Amores, where he describes the dressing- 
room of a Grecian lady, and we find the “ silver vase,” the 
I rouge, the tooth-powder, and all the “ mystic order” of a 
modern toilet. 

2 TstpecvTiviS"iov, etivojxeurjtttvov aw8 

Tffs Tetpxvrtuau %p}jeritos xset Tpw^jjS. — Pollux. 

3 Apiana, mentioned by Pliny, Lib. xiv. and “now called 
the Muscatell (a muscarum telish”) says Pancirollus, Book 
i. Sect. 1. Chap. 17. 

4 The inbabitante pronounce the name as if it were writ- 
ten Bermooda. See the commentators on the words “ still- 
vex’d Bermoothes,” in the Tempest. I wonder it did not 
occur to some of those all-reading gentlemen that, possibly, 
the discoverer of this “ island of hogs and devils” might 
have been no less a personage than the great John Bermu- 
dez, who, about the same period, (the beginning of the six- 
teenth century,) was sent Patriarch of the Latin Church to 
Ethiopia, and has left us most wonderful stories of the 
Amazons and the Grifiins, which he encountered. Travels 
of the Jesuits, Vol. L I am afraid, however, it would 
take the Patriarch rather too much out of his way. 

5 Johnson does not think that Waller was ever at Beramu- 
da; but the “Account of the European Settlements in 
, America,” affirms it confidently. (Vol. IL) I mention this 
work, however, less for its authority, than for the pleasure I 
feel in quoting an unacknowledged production of the gres 
Edmund Burke. 
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If I were jm^et couch of gold. 

And thou the pearl within it pkc’<^ 

J would not let an eye behold 
The sacred gem my arms embrac’d 1 

If I were yonder orange-tree, 

And thou the hiossonr blooming there, 

I would not yield a breath of thee, 

To scent the most imploiing air ! 

Oh ! bend not o’er the water’s brink. 

Give not the wave that rosy sigh. 

Nor let its burning mirror drink 
The soft reflection of thine eye. 

That glossy hair, that glowing cheek, 

Upon the billows pour their beam 
So warmly, that my soul could seek 
Its Nea in the painted stream. 

The painted stream my chilly grave 
And nuptial bed at once may be, 

I’ll wed thee in that mimic wave, 

And die upon the shade of thee I 

Behold the leafy mangrove, bending 
O’er the waters blue and bright, 
like Nea’s silky lashes, lending 
Shadow to her eyes of light * 

Oh, my telovedi where’er I turn. 

Some trace of thee enchants mine eyes. 
In every star thy glances bum, 

Thy blush on every flowret lies. 

But then thy breath I — ^not all the fire, 

Ttmi fights the lone Semenda’s^ death 
In eastern climes could e’er respire 
An odour like thy dulcet breath ! 

I pray thee, on those lips of thine 
To wear this rosy leaf for me, 

And breathe of something not divine, 

Since nothing human breathes of thee ! 

All other charms of thine I meet 
In nature, but thy sigh alone ; 

Then take, oh I take, though not so sweet. 
The breath of roses for thine own ! 

So, w^hile I walk the fiowery grove, 

The bud that gives, through morning dew. 
The lustre of the lips I love, 

May seem to give their perfume too ! 


ON SEEING AN INFANT IN NEA’S AEMS. 

The first ambrosial cWld of bliss, 

That Psyche to her bosom prest, 

Was not a brighter babe than this, 

N or blush’ d upon a lovelier breast ! 

His little snow-white fingers, straying 
Along her lips’ luxuriant flower, 

Book’d like a flight of ring-doves playing, 
Silvery through a roseate bower I 
And when, to shade the playful boy^ 

Her dark hair fell, in mazes bright, 

1 Referant tarEiea qaidam in iuteiiore India ,avem esse, 
nomine Semendam, etc. Cardan. 10 de Snbtilitat. Cmsar 
Scali|er seems to think Semonda bwt another name for the 
Fhmnix. JBxsreitat. 233. 


Oh I ’twas a type of stolen joy, 

’Twas love beneath the veil of night ! 
Soft as she smil’d, he smil’d again ; 

They seem’d so kindred in their charms. 
That one might think, the babe had then 
Just budded in her blooming arms ! 


THE SNOW SPIRIT. 

T« potes insulitas, Cynthia, ferre nives t . 

Fropert Lib. i. Eieg. 8. 

No, ne’er did the wave in its element steep 
An island of lovelier charms ; 

It blooms in the giant embrace of the deep, 

Like Hebe in Hercules’ arms ! 

The tint of your bowers is balm to the eye, 

Their melody balm to the ear I 
But the fiery planet of day is too nigh, 

I And the Snow-Spirit never comes here ! 

The down from his wing is as white as the pearl 
Thy lips for their cabinet stole, 

And it falls on the green earth as melting, mj girl, 
As a murmur of thine on the soul I 
Oh, fly to the clime, where he pillows the death, 

As he cradles the birth of the year ; 

Bright are your bowers and balmy their breath, 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here ! 

How sweet to behold him, when home on the gale, 
And brightening the bosom of morn, 

He flings, like the priest of Diana, a veil 
O’er the brow of each virginal thorn ! 

Yet think not, the veil he so chillingly casts, 

Is a veil of a vestal severe ; 

No, no, — thou wilt see, what a moment it lasts, 
Should the Snow-Spirit ever come here ! 

But fly to his region — lay open thy zone. 

And he’ll weep all his brilliancy dim, 

To think that a bosom, as white as his own, 

Should not melt in the day-beam like him ! 

Oh ! lovely the print of those delicate feet 
O’er his luminous path wiU appear — 

Fly ! my beloved 1 this island is sweet, 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here ! 


Ei'TaiwS'fl* xmS-titiiftKrTtii xxt o, Ti jttsv opejam psim 
ovx %p«cr)j S'* av rpo? ys s/aov evfijttca^oiTo. 

Pkiiostrat. Icon. 17, Lib. 2. 

I STOLE along the flowery bank. 

While many a bending sea-grape^ drank ' 

The Sprinkle of the feathery oar 
That wing’d me round this fairy shore I 
’Twas noon ; and every orange bud 
Hung languid o’er the crystal flood, 

Faint as the lids of maiden eyes 
Beneath a lover’s burning sighs ! 

Oh for a naiad’s sparry bower, 

To shade me in that glowing hour ! 

A little dove, of milky hue, 

Before me from a plantain flew, 

1 Tba . sea-aide or mangrove grape, a native of the West 
Indies. 
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And, light, along the water’s brim, 

I steered my gentle bark by him ; 

For Fancy told me, Love had sent 
This snowy bird of blandishment, 

To lead me where my soul should meet— 
I knew not what, but something sweet . 

Blest be the little pilot dove ! 

He had indeed been sent by Love, 

To guide me to a scene so dear, 

As Fate allows but seldom here ; 

One of those rare and brilliant hours, 
Which, like the aloe’s* lingering flowers, 
May blossom to the eye of man 
But once in all his weary span ! 

Just where the margin’s opening shade 
A vista from the waters made, 

My bird repos’d his silver plume 
Upon a rich banana’s bloom. 

Oh, vision bright ! oh, spirit fair ! 

What spell, what magic rais’d her there 7 
’Twas Nea ! slumbering calm and mild, 
And bloomy as the dimpled child 
Whose spirit in elysium keeps 
Its playful sabbath, while he sleeps ! 

The broad banana’s green embrace 
Hung shadowy round each tranquil grace ; 
One little beam alone could win 
The leaves to let it wander in. 

And, stealing over all her charms, 

From lip to cheek, from neck to arms, 

It glanc’d around a fiery kiss, 

All trembling, as it went, with bliss ! 

Her eyelid’s black and silken fringe 
Lay on her cheek, of vermil tinge. 

Like the first ebon cloud, that closes 
Dark on evening’s heaven of roses ! 

Her glances, though in slumber hid, 
Seem’d glowing through their ivory lid, 
And o’er her lip’s reflecting dew 
A soft and liquid lustre threw, 

Such as, declining dim and faint, 

The lamp of some beloved saint 
Doth shed upon a flowery wreath, 

Which pious hands have hung beneath. 
Was ever witchery half so sweet I 
Think, think how all my pulses beat, 

As o’er the rustling bank I stole — 

Oh! you, that know the lover’s soul, 
it is for you to dream the bliss, 

The tremblings of an hour like this ! 


ON THE LOSS OF A LETTER. IP3TENDED 
FOENEA. ' 

Oh ! it was fill’d with words of flame, 

With all the wishes wild and dear. 

Which love may write, but dares not name, 
Which woman reads, but must not hear I 


1 The Agave. I know that this is an erroneous idea, but 
it is quite true enough for poetry. Plato, I think, allows a 
poet to be “three removes from truth;” ttno 


Of many a nightly dream it told. 

When all that chills the heart by day^ 
The worldly doubt, the caution cold. 

In Fancy’s fire dissolve away ! 

When soul and soul divinely meet, 

Free from the senses’ guilty shame, 

And mingle in a sigh so sweet, 

As virtue’s self would blush to blame ! 
How could he lose such tender words 7 
Words ! that of themselves should spring 
To Nea’s ear, like panting birds, 

With heart and soul upon their wing ^ 

Oh ! fancy what they dar’d to speak; 

Think all a virgin’s shame can dread, 

Nor pause until thy conscious cheek 
Shall burn with thinking all they said ! 
And I shall feign, shall fancy, too, 

Some dear reply thou might’ st have given 
Shall make that lip distil its dew 
In promise bland and hopes of heaven ! 
Shall think it tells of future days, 

When the averted cheek will turn. 

When eye with eye shall mingle rays, 

And lip to lip shall closely Wm ! — 

Ah ! if this flattery is not thine, 

If colder hope thy answer brings, 

I’ll wish thy words were lost like mine, 
Since I can dream such dearer things ! 


I FOUND her not — the chamber seem’d 
Like some divinely haunted place, 
Where fairy forms had lately beam’d 
And left behind their odorous trace ! 

It felt, as If her lips had shed 
A sigh around her, ere she fled, 

Which hung, as on a melting lute, 

When all the silver chords are mute, 
There lingers still a trembling breath 
After the note’s luxurious death, 

A shade of song, a spirit air 
Of melodies which had been there ! 

I saw the web, which all the day, 

Had floated o’er her cheek of rose ; 

I saw the couch, where late she lay 
In languor of divine repose ! 

And I could trace the hallow’d print 
Her limbs had left, as pure and warm 
As if ’twere done in rapture’s mint, 

And love himself had stamp’d the form ! 
Oh, Nea I Nea ! where werfc thou ? 

hi pity fly not thus from me ; 

T%oa art my life, my essence now. 

And my soul dies of wanting thee ! 



A KISS A L’ANTiaUE. 
Behold, my love, the curious gem 
Within this simple ring of gold ; 
”1^ hallow’d by the touch of them 
Who liv’d in classic hours of old. 


MOOEFS WORKS. 


|''fc I 








ber Wi 
tional 

,nglade|g|, 
loTcing 


le Tali 


■4 


ieiitciiak|wis| 

■1i 


SoBws to Athenian' girl, perhaps, 

Upon her hand this gem display’d, 

Nor thoaght that time’s eternal lapse 
Shoald see it grace a lovelier maid I 
ho'Ok, darling, what a sweet design I 
The more we gaze, it charms tlie more : 
Come, — closer bring that cheek to mine, 
And trace with me its beauties o’er. 

Thon see’st, it is n simple youth 
By some enamour’d nymph embrac’d — 
Look, Nea, love ! and say, in sooth, 

Is not her hand most dearly plac’d i 

Upon his curled head behind 
It seems in careless play to He,* 

Yet presses gently, half inclin’d 
To bring his lip of nectar nigh 1 

Oh happy maid ! too happy hoy ! 

The one so fond and faintly loath. 

The other yielding slow to joy — 

Oh, rare indeed, but blissful both ! 

Imagine, love, that I am he, 

And just as warm as he is chilling t 
Imagine, too, that thou art she. 

But quite as cold as she is willing : 

So may we try the graceful way 
In which their gentle arms are twin’d^ 
And thus, like her, my hand I lay 
Upon thy wreathed hair behind : 

And thus I feel thee breathing sweet. 

As slow to mine thy head I move ; 

And thus our lips together meet, 

And — ^thus I kiss thee— -oh, my love ! 


* ^t,S«voTtt3 itxsftfTEV, art uvroX^vjUivcv sv^pxtvsi, 

Mristot. Rhetor. Lib. iii. Cap. 4. 
There ’s not a look, a word of thine 
My soul hath e’er forgot ; 

Thou ne’er hast bid a ringlet shine, 

Nor giv’n thy locks one graceful twine, 

Which I remember not i 
There never yet a murmur fell 
From that beguiling tongue, 

Which did not, with a lingering spell, 

Upon my charmed senses dwell, 

Like something heaven had sung 1 
Ah ! that I could, at once, forget 
All, all that haunts me so— 

And yet, thou witching girl !— and yet, 

To die were sweeter, than to let 
The lov’d remembrance go ! 

No ; if this slighted heart must see 
Its faithful pulse decay. 

Oh! let it die, remembering thee, 

And, like the burnt aroma, be 
Consum’d in sweets away ! 

1 Somewhat like the symplegma of Cupid and Psyche 
at Florence, in which -the position of Psyche^s hand is 
finely expressive of affection., See, the Museum Plorenti- 
jjum, Tom, ii. Tab. 43, 44. I know of very few stibjects in 
which poetry could be more interestingly employed, than in 
dlustrating some of the ancient statues and ^ns. 


EPISTLE V. 

TO JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESa 

FROM BERMUDA.^ 


“ The daylight is gone— but, before we depart, 

One cup shalJ go round to the friend of my heart, 

To the kindest, the dearest — oh ! judge by the tear, 
That I shed while I name him, how kind and how 
dear i” 

’Twas thus, by the shade of a calabash-tree, 

With a few who could feel and remember like me, 
The charm, that to sweeten my goblet I threw. 

Was a tear to the past and a blessing on you I 

Oh ! say, do you thus, in the luminous hour 
Of wine and of wit, when the heart is in iower, 

And shoots from the lip, under Bacchus’s dew. 

In blossoms of thought ever springing and new ! 

Do you sometimes remember, and hallow the brim 
Of your cup with a sigh, as you crown it to him, 
Who is lonely and sad in these vallies so fair, 

And ■would pine in elysium, if friends were not there ! 

1 Pinkerton has said that “ a good history and description 
of the Bermudas might afford a pleasing addition to the 
geographical library;” but there certainly are not materials 
lor such a work. The island, since the time of its disco- 
very, has experienced so very few vicissitudes, the people 
have been so indolent, and their trade so limited, that there 
is but little which tlie historian could amplify into impor- 
tance ; and, with respect to the natural productions of the 
country, the few which the inhabitants can be induced to 
cultivate are so common in the West Indies, that they have 
been described by every naturalist, %vho has written any 
account of those islands. 

It is often asserted by the trans-atlantic politicians, that 
this little colony deserves more attention from the mother- 
country than it receives ; and it certainly possesses advan- 
tages of situation, to which %ve should not be long insensible, 
if it were once in the hands of an enemy. I was told by a 
celebrated friend of Washington, atNew-York, that they 
had formed a plan for its capture, towards the conclusion of 
the American War; “ with the intention (as he expressed 
himself,) of making it a nest of hornets for the annoyance 
of British trade in that part of the world.” And there is 
no doubt, it lies so fairly m the track to the West Indies, 
that, an enemy might with ease convert it into a very haras- 
sing impediment. 

The plan of Bishop Berkeley for a college at Bermuda, 
where American savages might be converted and educated, 
though concurred in by the government of fire day, was a 
wild and useless speculation. Mr. Hamilton, who was go- 
vernor of the island some years since, proposed, if I mistake 
not, the establishment of a marine academy for the instruc- 
tion of those children of West Indians, who might be in- 
tended for any nautical employment. This was a more 
rational idea, and for something of this nature the island is 
admirably calculated. But the plan should be much more 
extensive, and embrace a general system of education, 
which would entirely remove the alternative, in which the 
colonists are in volved at present, of either sending thekaons 
to England for instruction, or entrusting them to colleges in 
the States of America, where ideas by no means favour- 
able to Great Britain, are very sedulously inculcated. 

The women of Bermuda, though not generally handsome, 
have an affectionate languor in their look and maimer, 
which is always interesting. What the French imply by 
their epithet aimante seems very much the character of the 
young Bermudian girls — ^that predisposition to loving, which, 
‘ without being awakened by any particular object, diffuses 
3 itself through the general manner in a tone of tenderness 
a that never tails to fascinate. The men of the island, I con 
- fess, are not very civilized; and the old philosopher, who 
1 imagined that, after this life, men would be changed into 
1 mules, and women into turtle-doves, would find the meta 
morphosis in some degree anticipated at Bermuda. 
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Last night, when we came from the calabash-tree, 
When my limbs were at rest and my spirit was free, 
The glow of the grape and the dreams of the day. 
Put the magical springs of my fancy in play ; 

And oh ! — such a vision as haunted me then 
I could slumber for ages to witness again ! 

The many I like, and the few I adore, 

The friends, who were dear and beloved before, 

But never till now so beloved and dear, 

At the call of my fancy surrounded me here ! 

Soon, soon did the flattering spell of their smile 
To a paradise brighten the blest little isle ; 

Serener the wave, as they lookM on it, flow’d, 

And warmer the rose, as they gather’d it, glow’d ! 
Not the vallies Hersean (though water’d by rills 
Of the pearliest flow, from those pastoral hills,* 
Where the song of the shepherd, primaeval and wild, ' 
Was taught to the nymphs by their mystical child,) 
Could display such a bloom of delight, as w^as given 
By the magic of love to this miniature heaven ! | 

Oh, magic of love ! unembellish’d by you, | 

Has the garden a blush or the herbage a hue ? i 

Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art, j 

like the vista that shines through the eye to the heart? ; 

Alas I that a vision so happy should fade ! i 

'That, when morning around me in brilliancy play’d, 
The rose and the stream I had thought of at night 
Should still be before me, unfadingly bright ; 

While the friends, who had seem’d to hang over the 
stream, • 

And to gather the roses, had fled with my dream ! 

But see, through the harbour, in floating array. 

The bark that must carry these pages away,* 
Impatiently flutters her wings to the wind, 

And will soon leave the bowers of Ariel behind I 
What billows, what gales is she fated to prove, 

Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that I love ! 

Yet pleasant the swell of those billows would be. 
And the sound of those gales would be music to me ! 
Not the tranquillest air that the winds ever blew. 

Not the silvery lapse of the summer-eve dew, 

Were as sweet as the breeze, or as bright as the foam 
Of the wave, that would carry your wanderer home ! 


LOVE AND RExVSON. 

Quaid Phoinme commence a raisonner, il cesso (le sentir.” 

J, J. Rousseau,^ 

'Twas in the summer-time so sweet, 

When hearts and flowers are both in season, 
That— who, of all the world, should meet, 

One early dawn, but Love and Reason ! 

Love told his dream of yester-niglit, 

While Reason talk’d about the weather ; ■ 
The morn, in sooth, was fair and bright, 

And on they took their way together. 


1 Mountains of Sicily, upon which Daphnis, the first in- 

/entor of bucolic poetry, was nursed by the nymphs. — See 
jje lively description of these mountains in Diodorus Sica- 
ttls, Lib iv. o^fj xcere* xfjv iottxv, 

xetKKsi X.. r. X. 

2 A ship, ready to sail for England. 

3 Quoted somewhere in St. Pierre’s Etudes de la Nature. 
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The boy in many a gambol flew, 

While Reason, like a Juno stalk’d, 

And from her portly figure threw 
A lengthen’d shadow, as she walk’d. 

No wonder Love, as on they pass’d, 

Should find that sunny morning chill, 

For still the shadow Reason cast 
Fell on the boy, and cool’d him still. 

In vain he tried his wings to warm, 

Or find a pathway not so dim. 

For still the maid’s gigantic form 
Would pass between the sun and him I 

“ This must not be,” said little Love — 

“ The sun was made for more than you.” 

So, turning through a myrtle grove, 

He bid the portly nymph adieu 1 

Now gaily roves the laughing boy 
O’er many a mead, by many a stream ; 

In every breeze inhaling joy, 

And drinking bliss in every beam. 

From aU the gardens, all the bowers, 

He cull’d the many sweets they shaded. 

And ate the fruits, and smelt the flowers, 
TiU taste was gone and odour faded ! 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon, 

Look’d blazing o’er the parched plains ; 

Alas ! the boy grew languid soon, 

And fever thrill’d through aH his veins ! 

The dew forsook his baby brow. 

No more with vivid bloom he smil’d — 

Oh ! where was tranquil Reason now. 

To cast her shadow o’er the child ? 

Beneath a green and aged palm, 

His foot at length for shelter tuminf, 

He saw the nymph reclining calm, 

With brow as cool as his was burning i 

“ Oh I take me to that bosom cold,” 

In murmurs at her feet he said ; 

And Reason op’d her garment’s fold, 

And flung it round his fever’d head. 

He felt her bosom’s icy touch, 

And soon it lull’d his pulse to rest ; 

For, ah ! the chill was quite too much, 

And Love expir’d on Reason’s breast! 


Nay, do not weep, my Fanny dear ! 

While in these arms you lie, 

The world hath not a wish, a fear, 

That ought to claim one precious tear 
From that beloved eye ! 

The world !— ah, Fanny ! love must shun 
The path where many rove ; 

One bosom to recline upon, 

One heart to be his only- one, 

Are quite enough for love ! 

What can we wish, that is not here 
Betw^een your arms and mine ? 


MOORE»S WORKS. 


Is tlier% 0ii earlli, a space so dear, 
Jk& tlial witlaiii the blessed sphere 
Two ioviag arms entwiae ! 

For me there ’s aot a lock of jet 
Aloog yoar temples curFd, 

Within whose glossy, tangled set, 
My soil! doth not, at once, forget 
All, all the worthless world ! 

*Tis in yonr eyes, my sweetest love! 

My only worlds I see ; 

Let but their orbs in sunshine move. 
And earth below and skies above 
May frown or smile for me ! 


ASFASIA. 

*Twa.s in the Mr Aspasia’s bower. 

That Love and Learning many an hour. 

In dalliance met, and Learning smil’d, 
With rapture on the playful child, 

Who wanton stole to find his nest 
Within a fold of Learning’s vest i 

There, as the listening statesman hung 
In transport on Asfasia’s tongue, 

The destinies of Athens took 
Their colour from Aspasia’s look. 

Oh happy time 1 when laws of state, 
When all that rul’d the country’s fate. 

Its glory, quiet, or alarms, 

Was plann’d between two snowy arms ! 

Sweet times ! you could not always last— 
And yet, oh ! yet, you are not past ; 
Though we have lost the sacred mould, 

In which their men were cast of old, 
Woman, dear woman, still the same, 
While lips are balm, and looks are flame. 
While man possesses heart or eyes, 
Woman’s bright empire never dies ! 

Fanny, my love, they ne’er shall say, 
That beauty’s charm hath pass’d away ; 
No — ^give the universe a soul 
Attun’d to woman’s soft control, 

And Fanny hath the charm, the skill. 

To wield a universe at wild ! 


THE GRECIAN GIRL’S DREAM OF THE 
BLESSED ISLANDS.’ 

TO HER LOVER. 


......... Tf jtatXoj ] 

lluSaj'opijs, offcra* rt ^spov errtipt^av ipwroj?, j 

Ajtoaawv TTipt llAa>Tiv«. Orocv-L Msiric. 
a Joan, Opsop. ColUcta, 

Was it the moon, or was it morning’s ray, 

That call’d thee, dearest, from these arms away ? 

I linger’d still, in all the murmuring rest. 

The languor of a soul too richly blest I 

I was imagined by some of the ancients that there is 
so ethereal ocean above us, and that the sun and moon are 


Upon my breath thy sigh yet faintly hung ; 

Thy name yet died in whispers o’er my tongue 5 
I heard thy lyre, which thou hadst left behind, 

In amorous converse with the breathing wind ; 

Quick to my heart I press’d the shell divine, 

And, with a lip yet glowing warni from thine, 

I kiss’d its every chord, while every kiss 
Shed o’er the chord some dewy print of bliss. 

Then soft to thee I touch’d the fervid lyre, 

Which told such melodies, such notes of fire 
As none but chords, that drank the burning dews 
Of kisses dear as ours, could e’er diffuse ! 

Oh love I how blissful is the bland repose, 

That soothing follow's upon rapture’s close, 

Like a soft twilight, o’er the mind to shed 
Mild melting traces of the transport fled 1 

While thus I lay, in this voluptuous cahn, 

A drowsy languor steep’d my eyes in balm, 

Upon my lap the lyre in murmurs fell, 

While, faintly wandering o’er its silver shell, 

My fingers soon their own sweet requiem play’d, 

And slept in music which themselves had made ! 
Then, then, my Theon, what a heavenly dream ’ 

I saw two spirits, on the lunar beam, 

Two winged boys, descending from above, 

And gliding to my bow'er with looks of love, 
like the young genii, who repose tlieir wings 
All day in Amatha’s luxurious springs,’ 

And rise at midnight, from the tepid rill 
To cool their plumes upon some moon-iight hili ! 

Soft o’er my brow, which kindled with their sighs, 
Awhile they play’d; then gliding through my eyes, 
(Where the bright babies, for a moment, hung, 

Lilte those thy lip hath kiss’d, thy lyre hath sung,) 

To that dim mansion of my breast they stole, 

Where, wreath’d in blisses lay ray captive soul. 

Swift at their touch dissolv’d the ties that clung 
So sweetly round her, and aloft she sprung i 
Exulting guides, the little genii flew 
Through paths of light, refresh’d with starry dew. 
And fann’d by airs of that ambrosial breath, 

On which the free soul banquets after death ! 

Thou know’st, my love, beyond our clouded skies, 
As bards have dream’d, the spirits’ kingdom lies. 
Through that fair cHme a sea of ether rolls'^ 

Gemm’d with bright islands, where the hallow’d souls, 

two floating, luminous islands, in which the spirits of the 
Wcssed reside. Accordingly we find that the word SlKsawas 
was sometimes synonymous xvith «>??, and death was not 
unfrequently called 11 jcimvo 10 wogoj, or “the passage of the 
ocean.” 

1 Eunapius, in his life of Jamhlichus, tells as of two 
beautiful little spirits or loves, which Jamhlichus raised by 
enchantment from the warm springs at Gadara; “dicens 
astantibus (says the author of the Bii Fatidici, p. ISC^illos 
esse loci Genios which words however are not in Euna- 
pius. 

c. I find from Cellarius, tliat Amatha, in the neighbourhood 
of Gardara, was also celebrated for its warm springs, and l 
have preferred it as a more poetical name than Gadara. 
Cellarius quotes Hieronymus. “ Est et alia villa in vicinia 
Gadar© nomine Amatha, ubi calid© aqu® erumpunt.” — 
Geograph. Antiq. Lib. iii. cap. 13. 

2 This belief of an ocean in the heavens, or “ waters above 
the firmament,” was one of the many physical errors in 
which the early fathers bewildered themselves. Le P, Baltus, 

- in bis “ Defense des saints Peres accuses de Platonisme,” 

is taking it for granted that the ancients were more correct in 

re their notions, (which by no means appears from what I have 
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Whom life hath wearied in its race of hours 
Repose for ever in unfading bowers ! 

That very orb, whose solitary light 
So often guides thee to my arms at night, 

Is no chill planet, but an isle of love, 

Floating, in splendour, through those seas above ! 
Thither, I thought, we wing’d our airy way, 

Mild o’er its valleys stream’d a silvery day, 

While, all around, on lily beds of rest. 

Reclin’d the spirits of the immortal Blest 1* 

<)h 1 there I met those few congenial maids, 

Whom love hath warm’d, in philosophic shades ; 
There still Leontium^ on her sage’s breast. 

Found lore and love, was tutor’d and caress’d ; 

And there the twine of Pythias’^* gentle arms 
Repaid the zeal which deified her charms ! 

The Attic Master,*^ in Aspasia’s eyes 
Forgot the toil of less endearing ties ; 

While fair Theano,^ innocently fair, 

Play’d with the ringlets of her Samian’s hair.® 

already quoted) adduces the obstinacy of the fathers in this 
whimsical opinion, as a proof of their repugnarice to even 
truth from the hands of the philosophers. TJiis is a strange 
way of defending the fathers, and attributes much more than 
they deserve to the phUosophers. For an abstract of this 
work of Baltus, (the opposer of Fontenelle, Van Dale, etc. 
in the famous oracle controversy) see “ Bibliolheque des 
Auteurs EcclCsiast. du 18. siecle,” 1 Part. Tom. ii. 

1 There were various opinions among the ancients with 

respect to their lunar establishment; some make it an elysi- 
um, and others a purgatory; while some suppose it to be a 
kind of entrepot between heaven and earth, where souls 
which had left their bodies, and those which were on their 
way to join them, were deposited in the valleys of Hecate, 
and remained till further orders. Ts ^5 tts^i »spi 

xssT0<JC£<v, Ktii arr' ctun;; xxrM sig 

T>)v trs^i^stov ysvsvtv, Stob. lib. 1. Eclog. Physic. 

2 The pupil and mistress of Epicurus, who called her his 
“ dear little Leontium” (Asoj/TM^ioi/) as appears by a frag- 
ment of one of his letters in Laertius, This Leontium was 
a woman of talent; ‘‘ she had the impudence (says Cicero) 
to write against Theophrastus;” and, at the same time 
Cicero gives her a name wdiich is neither polite nor trans- 
lateabie, “ Meretricula etiam Leontium contra Theophras- 
tum scribere ausa est.” — JDe JSTatnr. Dear. She left a 
daughter called Danae, who was just as rigid an Epicurean 
as her mother ; something like Wieland’s Danae in Agathon. 

It would sound much better, I think, if the name were 
Leontia, as it occurs the first time in Laertius ; but M. Me- 
nage will not hear of this reading. 

3 Pythias was a woman whom Aristotle loved, and to 
whom after her death he paid divine honours, solemnizing 
her memory by the same sacrifices which the Athenians 
offered to the goddess Ceres. For this impious gallantry the 
philosopher was, of course, censured ; it would be well how- 
ever if some of our modern Stagirites had a little of this 
Buperstition about the memory of their mistresses. 

4 Socrates; who used tocon.sole himself in the society of 
Aspasia for those “ less endearing lies” which he found at 
home with Xantippe. For an account of this extraordinary 
creature, Aspasia, and her school of erudite luxury at 
Athens, see L’Histoire de I’Acaddmie, etc. Tom. xxxi. p. 
69. Segur rather fails on the subject of Aspasia. “Les 
Femmes.” Tom. i. p. 122. 

The author of the “' Voyage du Monde de De.scarteg” has 
also placed these philosophers in th© moon, and has allotted 
Seigneuries to them, as well as to the astronomers ; (2 part, 
p. 143.) but he ought not to have forgotten their wives and 
mistresses ; “ cur® non ipsa in morte relinquunt.” 

5 There are some sensible letters extant under the name 
of this fair Pythagorean. Tliey are addressed to her female j 
friends upon the education of children, the treatment of ser- 1 
vants, etc. One, in particular, to Nicostrala, whose hus- 
band had given her reasons for jealousy, contains such truly 
considerate and rational advice, that it ought to be trans- 
lated for the edification of all married ladies. See Gale’s 
Opuscul. Myth. Phya. p. 741. 

6 Pythagoras was remarkable for fine hair, and Doctor 
Thiers (in his Histoire des Perruques) seems to take it for 
granted it w'as all his owm, as he has not mentiohed him 


Who, fix’d by love, at length w^as all her own, 

And pass’d his spirit through her lips alone ! 

Oh Samian sage ! whate’er thy glowing thought 
Of mystic Numbers hath divinely wrought ; 

; The One that ’s form’d of Two who dearly love, 

I Is the best number heaven can boast above ! 

But think, my Theon, how this soul was thriird. 
When near a fount, which o’er the vale distilfd, 

My fancy’s eye beheld a form recline, 

Oflunar race, but so resembling thine, 

That, oh ! — ’twas but fidelity in me, 

To fly, to clasp, and worship it for thee ! 

No aid of words the unbodied soul requires, 

To waft a wish, or embassy desires ; 

But, by a throb to spirits only given, 

By a mute impulse, only felt in heaven, 

Swifter than meteor shaft through summer skie#. 
From soul to soul the glanc’d idea flies I 

We met-— like thee the youthful vision smil’d 5 
But not like thee, when passionately wild, 

Thou wak’st the slumbering blushes of my cheek, 

By looking things thyself would blush to speak 1 
No ! ’twas the tender, intellectual smile, 

Flush’d with the past and yet serene the while. 

Of that delicious hour when, glowing yet, 

Thou yield’st to nature with a fond regret, 

And thy soul, waking from its wilder’ d dream, 

Lights in thine eye a mellower, chaster beam! 

Oh my beloved ! how divinely sweet 
Is the pure joy, when kindred spirits meet 1 
Th’ Elean god,^ whose faithful waters flow. 

With love their only light, through caves below, 
Wafting in triumph all the flowery braids, 

And festal rings, with which Olympic maids 
Have deck’d their billow, as an offering meet 
To pour at Arethusa’s crystal feet ! 

Think, when he mingles with his fotmtain-brid® 
What perfect rapture thrills the blended tide ! 

Each melts in each, till one pervading kiss 
Confound their current in a sea of bliss I 
’Twas thus — 

But, Theon, ’tia a weaiy theme, 

And thou delight’ st not in my lingering dream. 

Oh ! that our lips were, at this moment, near, 

I And I would kiss thee into patience, dear ! 

And make thee smile at all the magic tales 
Of star-light bowers and planetary vales, 

Which my fond soul, inspir’d by thee and love, 

In slumber’s loom hath exquisitely wove. 

But no ; no more— soon as to-morrow’s ray 
O’er soft Ilissus shall dissolve away, 
ni fly, my Theon, to thy burning breast, 

And there in murmurs tell thee all the rest : 

Then if too weak, too cold the vision seems, 

Thy lip shall teach me somethingmore than dreams ! 


among those ancients who were obliged to have recourse to 
the “ coma apposiiitia.” L’Hist. des Perruques, Chap 1. 

1 The river Alpheus; which flowed by Pisa or Olympia, 
and into which it was customary to throw offerio^s of dif- 
ferent kinds, during the celebration of the Olympic game#. 
In the pretty romance of Ciitophon and Leucippe, the rivet 
is supposed to carry these offerings as bridal gifts to the 
foantain Arethusa- Kat trt rr,v Tiv AXOn.ftV 

! V«ji»^«SToXn* STtev ay ^ twv OXv/iwtwv t. X. Ltb.^ 






MOORE’ S WORKS. 


THE SENSES. 

A DREAM. 

Imbower’d in tiie verniil sliades, 

And circled all by rosy fences, 

I saw tbe five luxurious maids, 

Wbom mortals love, and call The Senses. 

Many and bHssful were the ways. 

In whicbi they seem’d to pass their hours — 
Om wander’d trough the garden’s maze, 
Inhaling aE the soul of flo'wers ; 

like those, who live upon the smell 
Of roses, by the Ganges’ stream,^ 

With perfume from the flowret’s bell, 

She fed her life’s ambrosial dream ! 

Another touch’d the silvery lute, 

To chain a charmed sister’s ear. 

Who hung beside her, still and mute, 

Gazing as if her eyes could hear ! 

The nymph who thrill’d the warbling wire, 
Would often raise her ruby lip. 

As if it pouted with desire 
Some cooling, nectar’d draught to sip. 

Nor yet was she, who heard the lute, 
Unmindful of the minstrel maid, 
feut press’d the sweetest, richest fruit 
To bathe her ripe lip as she play’d! 

But, oh ! the fairest of the group 
Was one, who in the sunshine lay, 

And op’d the cincture’s golden loop 
That Md her bosom’s panting play ! 

And still her gentle hand she stole 
Along the snows, so smoothly orb’d, 

And look’ the while, as if her soul 
Were in that heavenly touch absorb’d ! 

Another nymph, who linger’d nigh. 

And held a prism of various light. 

Now put the rainbow wonder by, 

To look upon this lovelier sight. 

And still as one’s enamour’d touch 
Adown the lapsing ivory fell, 

The other’s eye, entranc’d as much. 

Hung giddy o’er its radiant swell ! 

Too wildly charm’d, I would have fled — 
But she, who in the sunshine lay, 
Replac’d her golden loop, and said, 

« We pray thee for a moment stay. 

“ If true my counting pulses beat, 

It must be now almost the hour. 

When Love, with visitation sweet, 

Descends upon our bloomy bower. 

“ And with him from the sky he brings 
Our sister-nymph who dwells above — 

Oh ! never may she haunt these springs. 
With any other god but Love ! 


1 Circa fbntwtn G-^angia Astomorura gentum ..... halitu 
tantum viventmn el odore quern naribus trahant. Plin- 
Uh vU. cap 2. 


“ When he illumes her magic um, 

And sheds his own enchantments in it, 

Though but a minute’s space it bum, 

’Tis heaven to breathe it but a minute ! 

“ Not all the purest power we boast, 

Not silken touch, nor vernal dye, 

Nor music, when it thrills the most, 

Nor balmy cup, nor perfume’s sigh, 

** Such transport to the soul can give, 
Though felt till time itself shaH wither, 

As in that one dear moment live, 

When Love conducts our sister hither !” 

She ceas’d — the air respir’d of bliss— 

A languor slept in every eye ; 

And now the scent of Cupid’s Mss 
Declar’d the melting power was nigh! 

I saw them come — ^the nymph and boy, 

In twisted wreaths of rapture bound ; 

I saw her light the urn of joy, 

WhEe aE her sisters languish’d round ! 

A sigh from every bosom broke — 

I felt the flames around me glide, 

TiE with the glow I trembling woke, 

And found myself by Fanny’s side ! 


THE STEERSMAN’S SONG. 

WRITTEN ABOARD THE BOSTON FRIGATE 28th APRIL. 

When freshly blows the northern gale, 

And under coursers snug we fly ; 

When lighter breezes sweE the saE, 

And royals proudly sweep the sky ; 

’Longside the w'heel, unwearied still 
I stand, and as my watchful eye 

Doth mark the needle’s faithful thrill, 

I think of her I love, and cry, 

Port, my boy ! port. 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 
Right from the point we wish to steer ; 

When by tbe wind close-hauFd we go, 

And strive in vain the port to near ; 

I think ’tis thus the Fates defer 
My bliss with one that’s far away, 

And while remembrance springs to her, 

I watch the sails and sighing say, 

. Thus, my boy I thus. 

But see ! the wind draws kindly aft, 

All hands are up the yards to square, 

And now tbe floating stu’n-sails waft 
Our stately ship through waves and air. 

Oh ! then I tliink that yet for me 
Some breeze of Fortune thus may spring, 

Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee ! 

And in that hope I smiling sing, 

Steady, boy! so. 


1 1 left Bermuda in the Boston, about the middle of April, 
in companjr with the Cambrian and Leander, aboard the 
latter of which was the Admiral, Sir Andrew Mitchell, who 
divides his year between Halifax and Bermuda, and is tha 
very soul of society and good-fellowship to both. Wa 
separated in a few days, and the Boston after a short cruise 
j proceeded to New-York. 


EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 


TO CLOE. 

IMITATED EEOM MARTIAL. 

I COULD resign that eye of bine, 

Howe’er it burn, howe’er it thrill me; 

And, though your lip be rich with dew, 

To lose it, Cloe, scarce would kill me. 

That snowy neck I ne’er should miss, 
However warm I’ve twin’d about it ! 

And though your bosom beat with bliss, 

I think my soul could live without it. 

In short, I’ve learn’d so well to fast, 

That, sooth my love, I know not whether 

I might not bring myself at last. 

To — do without you altogether ! 


TO THE FIRE-FLY.^ 

This morning, when the earth and sky 
Were burning with the blush of spring, 

I saw thee not, thou humble fly I 
Nor thought upon thy gleaming wing. 

But now the skies have lost their hue, 

And sunny lights no longer play, 

I see thee, and I bless thee too 
For sparkling o’er the dreary way. 

Oh ! let me hope that thus for me, 

When life and love shall lose then- bloom, 
Some milder joys may come, like thee, 

To light, if not to warm, the gloom ! 


THE VASE. 

There was a vase of odour lay 
For many an hour on Beauty’s shrine, 

So sweet that Love went every day 
To banquet on its breath divine. 

And not an eye had ever seen 
The fragrant charm the vase conceal’d — 

Oh Love I how happy ’twould have been, 

If thou hadst ne’er that charm reveal’d ! 

But Love, like every other boy, 

Would Imow the spell that lurks within ; 

He wish’d to break the crystal toy, 

But Beauty murmur’d “ ’twas a sin I” 

He swore, with many a tender plea, 

That neither heaven or earth forbad it ; 

She told him, Virtue kept the key, 

And look’d as if-— she wish’d he had it,* 

He stole the key when Virtue slept, 

(E’en she can sleep, if Love but ask it I) 

And Beauty sigh’d, and Beauty wept, 

While silly Love unlock’d the casket. 

1 The lively and varying illuminations, with which these 
fite-flies light up the woods at night, gives quite an idea of 
enchantment. “ Puis ces mouches se d6veloppant de Pob- 
acurite de ces arbres et s’approchant de nous, nous les 
voyions sur les orangers voisins, qu’ils mettaient tout en 
feu, nous rendant la vue de leurs beaux fruits dor^s que la 
nuit avait mvie,” etc. etc.—See VBistoire des Antilles, 
AH. % Chap. 4. Lit}. 1. 
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Oh dulcet air that vanish’d then ! 

Can Beauty’s sigh recall thee ever ! 
Can Love, himself, inhale again 
A breath so precious ? never 1 never ! 

Go, maiden, weep — the tears of woe 
By Beauty to repentance given, 
Though bitterly on earth they flow, 

Shall turn to fragrant balm in heaven I 


THE WREATH AND THE CHAIN. 

I BRING thee, Love, a golden Chain, 

I bring thee too a flowery Wreath ; 

The gold shall never wear a stain, 

The flow’rets long shall sweetly breathe ■ 
Come, tell me which the tie shall be 
To hind thy gentle heart to me. 

The Chain is of a splendid thread, 

Stol’n from IVIinerva’s yellow hair, 

Just when the setting sun had shed 
The sober beam of evening there. 

The Wreath *s of brightest myrtle wove, 

With brilliant team of bliss among it, 

And many a rose-leaf, cull’d by Love, 

To heal his lip when bees have stung it ! 
Come, tell me which the tie shall be, 

To bind thy gentle heart to me. 

Yes, yes, I read that ready eye, 

Which answers when the tongue is loath. 
Thou lik’st the form of either tie, 

And hold’st thy playful hands for both. 

Ah I — there were not something wrong, 

The world would see them blended oft ; 

The Chain would make the Wreath so strong ! 

The Wreath would make the Chain so soft ! 
Then might the gold, the fiow’rets be 
Sweet fetters for my love and me ! 

But, Fanny, so unblest they twine, 

That (heaven alone can tell the reason) 
When mingled thus they cease to shine, 

Or shine but for a transient season ! 

Whether the Chain may press too much, 

Or that the Wreath is slightly braided, 

Let but the gold the fiow’rets touch, 

And all their glow, their tints, are faded ! 
Sweet Fanny, what would Rapture do, 

When all her blooms had lost their grace 1 
Might she not steal a rose or two, 

From other wreaths, to fill their place ?•— 

Oh ! better to be always free, 

Than thus to bind my love to thee. 

The timid girl now hung her head. 

And, as she turn’d an upward glance, 

I saw a doubt its twilight spread 
Along her brow’s divine expanse. 

Just then, the garland’s dearest rose 
Gave one of its seducing sighs — 

Oh I who can ask how Fanny chose, 

That ever look’d in Fanny’s eyes ! 

“ The Wreath, my life, the Wreath shall 
The tie to land my soul to diee !” 
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TO . 

And hast thou mark’d the pensive shade, 

That many a time obscures my brow, 

Midst ail the. blisses, darling maid, 

Which thou cans! give, and only thou 1 

Oh ! his not that I then forget- 
The endearing charms timt round me twine- 
There never throbb’d a bosom yet 
Could fee! their witchery, like mine ! 

When bashful on my bosom, hid, 

And blushing to have felt so blest, 

Thou dost but lift thy languid lid, 

Again to close it on my breast ! 

Oh ! these are minutes all thine own, 

Thine own to give, and mine to feel; 

Yet e’en in them, my heart has known 
The sigh to rise, the tear to steal. 

For I have thought of former hours, 

W^'hen lie who first thy soul possess’d, 

Tike me awak’d its witching powers, 

Like me was lov’d, like me was blest ! 

Upon kk name thy murmuring tongue 
Perhaps hath all as sweetly dwelt; 

For him that snowy lid hath hung 
In ecstasy, as purely felt \ 

For him — ^yet why the past recall 
To wither blooms of present bliss ! 

Thou’rt now my own, I clasp thee all, 

And Heaven can grant no more than this ! 

Forgive me, dearest, oh ! forgive ; 

I would be first, be sole to thee ; 

Tliou should’st but have begun to live, 

The hour that gave thy heart to me. 

Thy book of life till then effac’d. 

Love should have kept that leaf alone, 

On which he first so dearly trac’d 
That thou wert, soul and all, my own ! 

EPISTLE VI. 

TO LORI) VISCOUNT FORBES. 

FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON. 

i.Al MH eATMASHXS MHT’ El MAKPOTEPAN TE- 
rPA<tA THN EHISTOAHN, MHA’ El TI HEPIEPrO- 
TEPON H IIPESBTTIKIITEPON EIPHKAMEN EATTH, 
Tsocrat. Epist. 4. 

If former times had never left a trace, 

Of human frailty in their shadowy race, 

Nor o’er their pathway written, as they ran. 

One dark memorial of the crimes of man ; 

If every age, in new unconscious prime, 

Rose, like a phoenix, from the fires of time, 

To wii^ its way unguided and alone, 

The future smiling, and the past unknown — 

Then ardejit man would to himself be new. 

Earth at his foot, and heaven within his view, 


I Well might the novice hope— the sanguine scheme 
Of full perfection prompt his daring dream, 

Ere cold experience, with her veteran lore, 

Could tell him, fools had dream’d as much before I 
But tracing, as we do, through age and clime 
The plans of virtue ’midst the deeds of crime, 

The thinking follies, and the reasoning rage 
Of man, at once the idiot and the sage ; 

When still we see, through every varying frame, 

Of arts and polity, his course the same, 

And know that ancient fools but died to make 
A space on earth for modern fools to take ; 

’Tis strange, how quickly we the past forget ; 

That wisdom’s self should not be tutor’d yet, 

Nor tire of watching for the monstrous birth 
Of pure perfection ’midst the sons of earth ! 

Oh ! nothing but that soul which God has given, 
Could lead us thus to look on earth for heaven; 
O’er dross without to shed the Same within, 

And dream of virtue while we gaze on sin ! 

Even here, beside the proud Potomac’s streani, * 
Might sages still pursue the flattering theme 
Of days to come, when man shall conquer fate, 
Rise o’er the level of this mortal state, 

Belie the monuments of frailty past, 

And stamp perfection on this world at last ! 

“ Here,” might they say, “ shall power’s divided reig 
Evince that patriots have not bled in vain. 

Here godlike liberty’s herculean youth, 

Cradled in peace, and nurtur’d up by truth 
To full maturity of nerve and mind, 

Shall crush the giants that bestride mankind P 
Here shall religion’s pure and balmy draught, 

In form, no more from cups of state be quatf’d ; 
But flow for all, through nation, rank, and sect, 
Free as that heaven its tranquil waves reflect. 
Around the columns of the public shrine 
Shall growing arts their gradual wreath entwine, 
Nor breathe corruption from their flowering braid, 
Nor mine that fabric which they bloom to shade. 
No longer here shall justice bound her view, 

Or ■wrong the many, while she rights the few ; 

But take her range through all the social frame, 
Pure and pervading as that vital flame, 

Which warms at once our best and meanest part, 
And thrills a hair while it expands a heart !” 

Oh golden dream ! what soul that loves to scan 
The brightness rather than the shades of man, 
That own the good, while smarting with the ill 
And loves the world with all its frailty still — 
What ardent bosom does not spring to meet 
The generous hope with all that heavenly heat, 
Which makes the soul unwilling to resign 
The thoughts of growing, even on earth, divine! 
Yes, dearest Forbes, I see thee glow to think 
The chain of ages yet may boast a link 


1 Thus Morse: — “ Here the sciences and the arts of ci« 
vilized life are to receive their highest improvements ; here 
civil and religious liberty are to flourish, unchecked by the 
cruel hand of civil or ecclesiastical tyranny; here genius, aided 
by all the improvements of former ages, is to be exerted in 
humanizing mankind, in expanding and enriching then 
minds ■with religious and philosophical knowledge,*^ etc 
, etc. p. 569 
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Of purer texture than the world has known, 

And fit to bind us to a Godhead’s throne ! 

But, is it thus ? doth even the glorious dream 
Borrow from truth that dim uncertain gleam, 
Which bids us give such dear delusion scope, 

As kills not reason, while it nurses hope ? 

No, no, believe me, ’’tis not so — e’en now, 

While yet upon Columbia’s rising brow 
The showj smile of young presumption plays, 

Her bloom is poison’d and her heart decays ! 

Even now, in dawn of life, her sickly breath 
Burns with the taint of empires near their death, 
And, like the nymphs of her own withering clime, 
She’s old in youth, she’s blasted in her prime P 

Already has the child of Gallia’s school, 

The foul Philosophy that sins by rule, 

With all her train of reasoning, damning arts 
Begot by brilliant heads or worthless hearts, 

Like things that quicken after Nilus’ flood, 

The venom’d birth of sunshine and of mud ! 
Already has she pour’d her poison here 
O’er eveiyr charm that makes existence dear— 
Already blighted, with her black’ning trace, 

The opening bloom of every social grace, 

And all those courtesies, that love to shoot 
Round Virtue’s stem, the flow’rets of her fruit I 

Oh ! were these errors but the wanton tide 
Of young luxuriance or unchasten’d pride ; 

The fervid follies and the faults of such 
As wrongly feel, because they feel too much ; 
Then might experience make the fever less, 

Nay, graft a virtue on each warm excess : 

But no ; ’tis heartless, speculative ill — 

All youth’s transgression with all age’s chill— 

The apathy of wrong, the bosom’s ice, 

A slow and cold stagnation into vice ! 

Long has the love of gold, that meanest rage, 

And latest folly of man’s sinking age, 

Which, rarely venturing in the van of life. 

While nobler passions wage their heated strife, 
Comes skulking last, with selfishness and fear, 
And dies, collecting lumber in the rear 1 
Long has it palsied every grasping hand 
And greedy spirit through this bartering land ; 
Turn’d life to traffic, set the demon gold 
So loose abroad, that Virtue’s self is sold, 

And conscience, truth, and honesty, are made 
To rise and fall, like other wares of trade P 

Already in this free, this virtuous state, 

Which, Frenchmen tell us, was ordain’d by fate, 


1 “ What will be the old age of this government, if it is 
thus early decrepit I” Such was the remark of Fauchet, 
the French minister at Philadelphia, in that famous despatch 
to his government which was intercepted by one of our 
cruisers in the year 1794. This curio Us memorial may be 
found in Porcupine’s Works, vol. i. p. 279. It remains a 
striking monument of republican intrigue on one side, and 
republican profligacy on the other ; and I would recommend 
the perusal of it to every honest politician, who m^y labour 
under a moment’s delusion with respect to the purity of 
American patriotism. 

2 “ Nous voyons que dans les pays ou I’on n’est affects 
/ que de I’esprit de commerce, on trafique de toutes les actions 
I humaines et de toutes les vertus morales,” Montesquieu, d© 

f’Esprit des Lois, Liv. 90. Chap. 2. 


To show the world, what high perfection springs 
From rabble senators, and merchant kings — 

Even here already patriots learn to steal 
’Their private perquisites from public weal, 

And, guardians of the country’s sacred fire, 

Like Afric’s priests, they let the flame for hire I 
Those vaunted demagogues, who nobly rose 
From England’s debtors to be England’s foes,* 
Who could their monarch in their purse forget, 
And break allegiance, but to cancel debt,® 

Have prov’d, at length, the mineral’s tempting hue. 
Which makes a patriot, can unmake him too.® 

Oh I freedom, freedom, how I hate thy cant I 
Not eastern bombast, nor the savage rant 
Of purpled madmen, were they number’d all 
From Roman Nero down to Russian Paul, 

Could grate upon my ear so mean, so base, 

As the rank jargon of that factious race, 

Who, poor of heart, and prodigal of words, 

Born to be slaves and struggling to be lords, 

; But pant for licence wliile they spurn control, 

And shout for rights with rapine in their soul i 
I Who can, with patience, for a moment see 
I The medley mass of pride and misery, 

I Of whips and charters, manacles and rights, 

! Of slaving blacks and democratic whites, 

And all the pye-bald polity that reigns 
In free confusion o’er Columbia’s plains ? 

To think that man, thou just and gentle God I 
Should stand before thee, with a tyrant’s rod 
O’er creatures like himself, with soul from thee, 
Yet dare to boast of perfect liberty : 

Away, away — I’d rather hold my neck 
By doubtful tenure from a sultan’s beck, 

In climes, where liberty has scarce been nam’d, 
Nor any right but that of ruling claim’d, 

Than thus to live, where bastard freedom wavea 
Her fustian flag in mockery over slaves ; 

Where (motley laws admitting no degree 
Betwixt the vilely slav’d and madly free) 


1 I trust I shall not be suspected of a wish to justify those 
arbitrary steps of the English government which the Colo- 
nies found it so necessary to resist; my only object here is 
to expose the selfish motives of some of the leading Ameri- 
can demagogues. 

2 The most persevering enemy to the interests of this 
country, among the politicians of the western world, haa 
been a Virginian merchant, who, finding it easier to settle 
his conscience than his debts, was one of the first to raise 
the standard against Great Britain, and has ever since en- 
deavoured to revenge upon the whole country the obliga- 
tions which he lies under to a few of its merchants. 

3 See Porcupine’s account of the Pennsylvania Insurrec- 
tion in 1794. In sliort, see Porcupine’s Works throughout 
for ample corroboration of every sentiment which I have 
ventured to express. In saying this, I refer less to the com- 
ments of that w'riter, than to the occurrences which he has 
related, and the documents which he has preserved. Opi- 
nion may be suspected of bias, but facts speak for tnem 
selves. 

4 In Virginia the effects of this system begin to be felt 
rather seriously. While the master raves of liberty, the 
slave cannot but catch the contagion, and accordingly there 
seldom elapses a month without some alarm of insurrection 
amongst the negroes. The accession of Louisiana, it i« 
feared, will increase this embarrassment ; as the numerous 
emigrations which are expected to take place from the 
southern states to this newly acquired territory, wif con- 
siderably diminish the white population, and thus strengthen 
the proportion of negroes to a degree which must ultimately 
be ruinous. 
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. Alilie the. and the licence suit, 

'ITIiie bmte made raier and the man made brute ! 

But, eh ray Foebes! while thus, in flowerless song, 

I feebly paint, what yet I feel so strong. 

The ills, the vices of the land, where first 
Those rebel fiends, that rack the world, were nursti 
Where treason’s ami by royalty was nerv’d, 

And Frenchmen iearn’d to crush the throne they 
serv’d — 

Thou, gently lull’d in dreams of classic thought, 

By bards illumin’d and by sages taught. 

Pant’ St to be all, upon this mortal scene, 

That bard hath fancied or that sage hath been ! 

W'hy should I wake thee ? why severely chace 
The lovely forms of virtue and of grace, 

That dwell before thee, like the pictures spread 
By Spartan matrons round the genial bed, 

Moulding thy fancy, and with gradual art 
Brightening the young conceptions of thy heart ! 

Forgive me, Foebes — and should the song destroy 
One generous hope, one throb of social joy, 

One high pulsation of the zeal for man, 

Which few can feel, and bless’d that few who can ! 
Oh 1 turn to him, beneath whose kindred eyes 
Thy talents open and thy virtues rise, 

Forget where nature has been dark or dim. 

And proudly study all her lights in hum ! 

Yes, yes, in him the erring world forget, 

And feel that man may reach perfection yet ! 


SONG. 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 
Is fair — ^but oh ! how fair, 

If Pity’s hand had stolen from Love 
One leaf to mingle there ! 

If every rose with gold were tied. 

Dim gems for dew-drops fall. 

One faded leaf where love had sigh’d 
Were sweetly worth them ail ! 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 
Our emblem well may be ; 

Its bloom is yours, but hopeless love 
Must keep its tears for me ! 


LYING. 

Che con lo lor bujie pajon fiivinr. 

Mauro d'Arcant). 

I BO confess, in many a sigh. 

My lips have breath’d you many a lie. 

And who, with such delights in view, 
Would lose them for a lie or two ? 

Nay— look not thus, with brow reproving ; 
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving ! 

If half we tell the girls were true, 

If half we swear to think and do, 

Were aught but lying’s bright illusion, 

The world would be. in strange confusion ! 
If laches’ eyes were, every one, 

As lovers swear, a radiant sun, 


Astronomy should leave the skies, 

To learn her lore in ladies’ eyes I 
Oh no !— believe me, lovely girl, 

When nature turns your teeth to pearl, 
Your neck to snow, your eyes to fire, 

Your yellow locks to golden wire, 

Then, only then, can heaven decree, 

That you should live for only me, 

Or I fbr you, as night and morn, 

We’ve swearing kiss’d, and kissing sworn! 

And now, my gentle hints to clear, 

For once, I’ll tell you truth, my dear ! 
Whenever you may chance to meet 
A loving youth, whose love is sweet, 

Long as you’re false and be believes you. 
Long as you trust and he deceives you, 

So long the blissful bond endures; 

And while he hes, his heart is yours : 

But, oh i you’ve wholly lost the youth 
The instant that he tells you truth ! 


ANACREONTIC. 

I fill’d to thee, to thee I drank, 

I nothing did but drink and fill ; 

The bowl by turns was bright and blank, 
’Twas drinking, filling, drinking still ! 
At length I bid an artist paint 
Thy image in this ample cup, 

That I might see the dimpled saint 
To whom I quafTd my nectar up. 
Behold how bright that purple lip 
Is blushing through the wave at me ! 
Every roseat drop I sip 
fe just like kissing wine from thee ! 
But, oh ! I drink the more for this ; 

For, ever when the draught I drain, 
Thy lip invites another kiss, 
imd in the nectar flows again ! 

So, here’s to thee, my gentle dear ! 

And may that eye for ever shine 
Beneath as soft and sweet a tear 
As oathes it in this bowl of mine ! 


TO ’S PICTURE. 

Go then, if she whose shade thou art 
No more will let thee soothe my pain— 
Yet tell her, it has cost this heart 
Some pangs, to give thee back again ! 

Tell her the smile was not so dear, 

With which she made thy semblance mine, 
As bitter is the burning tear, 

With which I now the gift resign ! 

Yet go — and could she still restore, 

As some exchange for taking thee, 

The tranquil look which fimt I wore, 

When her eyes found me wild and freej 
Could she give back the careless flow, 

The spirit which my fancy knew — 

Yet, ah ! ’tis vain— go, picture, go — 

Smile at me once, and tlien— adieu I 
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FRAGMENT OF A MYTHOLOGICAL HYMN 
TO LOTE.* 

Blest infant of eternity ! 

Before the day-star learnM to move, 

In pomp of fire, along his grand career, 

Glancing the beamy shafts of light 
From his rich quiver to the farthest sphere, 

Thou wert alone, oh Love 1 
Nestling beneath the wings of ancient night 
Whose horrors seem’d to smile in shadowing thee I 

No form of beauty sooth’d thine eye, 

As through the dim expanse it wander’d wide; j 
No kindred spirit caught thy sigh, _ ' 

As o’er the watery waste it lingering died. j 

Unfelt the pulse, unknown the power, 

That latent in his heart was sleeping ; 

Oh Sympathy ! that lonely hour 
Saw Love himself thy absence weeping ! 

But look what glory through the darkness beams ! 
Celestial airs along the water glide ; 

What spirit art thou, moving o’er the tide 
So lovely? Art thou but the child 
Of the young godhead’s dreams, 

That mock his hope with fancies strange and wild ? 
Or were his tears, as quick they fell, 

Collected in so bright a form, 

Till, kindled by the ardent spell 
Of his desiring eyes, 

And all impregnate with his sighs, 

They spring to life in shape so fair and warm I 
’Tis she ! 

Psyche, the first born spirit of the air I 
To thee, oh Love I she turns, 

On thee her eye-beam bums : 

Blest hour of nuptial ecstacy ! 

They meet— 

The blooming god— the spirit fair— 

Oh ! sweet, oh heavenly sweet ! 

Now, Sympathy, the hour is thine ; 

All nature feels the thrill divine, 

The veil of Chaos is withdrawn. 

And their first kiss is great Creation’s dawn ! 


TO HIS SERENE HIGHNESS 

THE DUKE OF MONTPENSIER, 

ON HIS PORTRAIT OF TitK LADV ADELAIDE F-RB-S. 

Donington Park^ 18£KJ. 

To catch the thought, by painting’s spell, 

Howe’er remote, howe’er refin’d, 

And o’er the magic tablet tell 
Tlxe silent story of the mind ; 

1 Love and Psyche are here considered as the active and 
passive principles of creation, and the universe is supposed 
to have received its first harmonizing impulse from the 
nuptial sympathy between these two powers. A marriage 
is generally the first step in cosmogony. Timaeus held Form 
to be the father, and Matter the mother of the world ; EHon 
and Berouth, I think, are Sanchoniatho’a first spiritual! 
lovers, and Manco'capac and his wife introduced creation 
amongst the Peruvians. In short, Harlequin seems to have 
studied cosmogonies, when he said “ tutto il mondo d fatto 
come la nostra famiglia.” 


O’er Nature’s form to glance the eye, 

,An d fix, by mimic light and shade, 

Her morning tinges, ere they fly, 

Her evening blushes, ere they fade 1 

These are the pencil’s grandest theme, 
Divinest of the powers divine 
That light the Muse’s flowery dream, 

And these, oh Prince I are richly thine ! 

Yet, yet, when Friendship sees thee trace, 
In emanating soul express’d, 

The sweet memorial of a face 
On which her eye" delights to rest ; 

While o’er the lovely look serene, 

The smile of Peace, the bloom of youth. 
The cheek, that blushes to be seen. 

The eye, that tells the bosom’s truth ; 

While o’er each line, so brightly true, 

Her soul with fond attention roves, 
Blessing the hand, whose various hue 
Could imitate the form it loves ; 

She feels the value of thy art, 

And owns it with a purer zeal, 

A rapture, nearer to her heart, 

Than critic taste can ever feel I 


THE PHILOSOPHER ARISTIPPUS^ 

TO A LAMP WHICH WAS GIVEN HIM BY LAIS. 

Bulcis conscia lectuli lucerna. 

Martial, Lib. xiv. Epig. 3D. 

“ Oh ! love the Lamp (my mistress said) 

The faithful Lamp that, many a night, 

Beside thy Lais’ lonely bed 
Has kept its little watch of light 

“ Full often has it seen her weep, 

And fix her eyes upon its flame, 

Till, weary, she has sunk to sleep, 

Repeating her beloved’s name I 

“ Oft has it known her cheek to burn 
With recollections, fondly free, 

And seen her turn, impassion’d turn, 

To kiss the pillow, love \ for thee, 

lit was not very difficult to become a phUosophes 
amongst the ancients. A moderate store of learning, with 
a considerable portion of confidence, and wit enough to pro- 
duce an occasional apophthegm, were all the necessary 
qualifications for the purpose. The principles of moral 
science were so very imperfectly understood, that the foun- 
der of a new sect, in forming bis ethical code, might consult 
either fancy or temperament, and adapt it to his own pas- 
sions and propensities; so that Mahomet, with a little more 
learning might have flourished as a philosopher in those 
days, and would have required but the polish of the schools, 
to become the rival of Aristippus in morality. In the science 
of nature too, though they discovered some valuable truths, 
yet they seemed not to know they were truths, or at least 
were as well satisfied with errors ; and Xenophanes, who as- 
serted that the stars were igneous clouds, lighted up every 
night and extinguished again in the morning, was thought 
and styled a philosopher, as generally as he who anticipated 
! Newton in developing the arrangement of the universe, 
i For this opinion of Xenophanes, see Plutarch de Placit. 
Philosoph.lib.ii. cap.l3. It is impossible to read this treatise 
of Plutarch, without alternately admiring and smiling at the 
genius, the absurdities of the philosophers 
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JujoMf in a mnximir, wish thee there, 

That kiiBs to feel, that thought to share i 

“Then love the Lamp — often lead 
Thy step through learning’s sacred way; 
And, lighted by its happy ray, 

Whene’er those darling eyes shall read 
Of things sublime, of Nature’s birth 
Of all that ’s bright in heaven or earth, 

Oh ! think that she, by whom ’twas given, 
Adores thee more than earth or heaven !” 

Yes — dearest Lamp I by every charm 
On which tliy midnight beam has hung ;* 
The neck reclin’d, the graceful arm 
Across the brow of ivory flung ; 

The heaving bosom, partly Md, 

The sever’d lip’s delicious sighs, 

The fringe, that from the snowy lid 
Along the cheek of roses lies : 

By these, by all that bloom untold. 

And long as all shall charm my heart, 
rii love my little Lamp of gold, 

My Lamp and I shall never part I 

And often, as she smiling said, 

In fancy’s hour, thy gentle rays 
Shall guide my visionary tread 
Through poesy’s enchanting maze I 

Thy flame shall light the page refin’d, 
WTiere still we catch the Chian’s breath, 
"Where still the bard, though cold in death, 
Has left his burning soul behind i 
Or, o’er thy humbler legend shine, 

Oh man of Ascra’s dreary glades !* 

To whom the nightly-warbling Nine* 

A wand of inspiration gave,*^ 

Pluck’d from the greenest tree that shades 
The crystal of Castalia’s wave. 

Then, turning to a purer lore, 

We’ll cull the sages’ heavenly store, 

From Science steal her golden clue, 

And every mystic path pursue, 

Where Nature, far from vulgar eyes 
Through labyrinths of wonder flies ! 

’Tis thus my heart shall learn to know 
The passing world’s precarious flight, 
Where all, that meets the morning glow, 

Is chang’d before the fall of night 


1 The ancients had their lucernce cubiculariie, or bed- 
chamber lamps, ■which, as the Emperor Galienus said, “nil 
eras meminere; and with the same commendation of 
secrecy, Ptaxagora addresses her lamp, in Aristophanes, 
ExxXjjf. We may judge how fanciful they were, in the use 
and embellishment of their lamps, from the famous symbolic 
Lucerna which we find in the Romanum Museum, Mich. 
Ang. Cause!, p. 127. 

2 Hesiod, who tells us in melancholy terms of his father’s 
flight to the wretched village of Ascra. Epy. *«* 

V.251* 

3 <rTit%ov, wrtptxxk'KfiA overetv -Theog. 

v. 10. 

4 Kx* jwoi «r»jtiirTpo« iJov, Bettpvus tptSruKsa Id. v.30. 

5?nv vet oXet jr^retfitov as expressed among the 

dogmas of Heraclitus the Ephesian, and with the same 
image by Seneca, in whom we find a beautiful diffusion of 
the though* “Nerooest mane, qui fuit pridie. Corpora, 


rH teH thee, as I trim thy fire, 

Swift the tide of being runs. 

And Time, who bids thy flame expire, 

Will also quench yon heaven of suns I” 

Oh ! then if earth’s united power 
Can never chain one feathery hour ; 

If every print we leave to-day 
To-morrow’s wave shall steal away ; 

Who pauses, to inquire of Heaven 
"Why were the fleeting treasures given, 

The sunny days, the shady nights, 

And all their brief but dear delights, 

WTiich Heaven has made for man to use, 
And man should think it guilt to lose ? 

Who, that has cull’d a weeping rose, 

Will ask it why it breathes and glows. 
Unmindful of the blushing ray. 

In which it shines its soul away ; 

Unmindful of the scented sigh, 

On which it dies and loves to ie 7 

Pleasure ! thou only good on earth P 
One little hour resign’d to thee — ■ 

Oh ! by my Lais’ lip, ’tis worth, 

The sage’s immortality ! 

Then far be all the wisdom hence, 

And all the lore, whose tame control 
Would wither joy with chill delays 1 
Alas I the fertile fount of sense, 

At which the young, the panting soul 
Drinks life and love, too soon decays ! 

Sweet Lamp ! thou wert not form’d to shed 
Thy splendour on a lifeless page— 
Whate’er my blushing Lais said 
Of thoughtful lore and studies sage 
’Twas mockery all— her glance of joy 
Told me thy dearest, best employ 

And, soon as night shall close the eye 
Of Heaven’s young wanderer in the west. 
When seers are gazing on the sky, 

To find their future orbs of rest ; 

Then shall I take my trembling way, 
Unseen, but to those worlds above, 


nostra rapiuntur fluminum more *, qnicquid vides currit cum 
tempore. Nihil ex his q«® videmus manet. Ego ipse, dum 
loquor mutari ipsa, mutatus sum,” etc. 

1 Aristippus considered motion as the principle of happi- 
ness, in which idea he differed from the Epicureans, who 
looked to a state of repose as the only true voluptuousness, 
and avoided even the too lively agitations of pleasure, as a 
violent and ungraceful derangement of the senses. 

2 Maupertuis has been still more explicit than this phi- 
losopher, in ranking the pleasures of sense above the sabli- 
mest pursuits of wisdom. Speaking of the infant man, in 
his production, he calls Mm, “ une nouvell© erdature, qui 
pourra comprendre les choses les plus sublimes, et ce qM 
est bien au-dessus, qui pourra goiiter les mferaes plaisirs.” 

i See his Venus Physique, This appears to be one of the 
efforts at Fonteneile’s gallantry of manner, for which the 
I learned President is so well ridiculed in the Akakia of 
Voltaire. - 

Maupertuis may be thought to have borrowed from the 
ancient Aristippus that indiscriminate theory of pleasures 
which he has set forth in his E,$sm de Philosophte Morale^ 
and for which he was so very justly condemned. Aristippus, 

according to Laertius, held iti!{ ^t»qtpstv rt jjJovsjv 

which irrational sentiment has been adopted by Maupertuis ; 
“Tant qu’on ne considere que I’dtat present, tous lea 
plaisirs sont du mbme genre,” ect. act. 
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And, led by thy mysterious ray, 

Glide to the pillow of my love. 

Calm be her sleep, the gentle dear ! 

Nor let her dream, of bliss so near, 

Till o’er her cheek she thrilling feel 
My sighs of fire in murmurs steal, 

And I shall lift the locks, that flow 
Unbraided o’er her lids of snow. 

And softly kiss those sealed eyes, 

And wake her into sweet surprise ! 

Or if she dream, oh ! let her dream 
Of those delights we both have known 
And felt so truly, that they seem 
Form’d to be felt by us alone ! 

And I shall mark her kindling cheek, 
Shall see her bosom warmly move, 
And hear her faintly, lowly speak 
The murmur’d sounds so dear to love ! 
Oh ! I shall gaze, till even the sigh, 

That wafts her very soul, be nigh, 

And when the nymph is all but blest, 
Sink in her arms and share the rest ! 
Sweet Lais 1 what an age of bliss 
In that one moment waits for me ! 

Oh sages ! think on joy like this, 

And where’s your boast of apathy ! 


TO MES. BL-H—D. 

WRITTEN IN HER ALBJM. 

Ti(T& Js T* tO-TJ TO SrOTOV J jrXsSV!}, i^l}, 

Cehetis Tabula. 

They say that Love had once a book, 

(The urchin likes to copy you,) 

Where, all who came the pencil took, 

And wrote, like us, a line or two. 

’Twas Innocence, the maid divine, 

Who kept this volume bright and fair, 

And saw that no unhallow’d line, 

Or thought profane should enter there 

And sweetly did the pages fill 
With fond device and loving lore, 

And every leaf she turn’d was still 
More bright than that she turn’d before ! 

Beneath the touch of Hope, how soft, 

How light the magic pencil ran ! 

Till Fear would come, alas l as oft, 

And trembling close what Hope began 

A tear or two had dropp’d from Grief, 

And Jealousy would, now and then, 

Ruffle in haste some snowy leaf, 

Which Love had still to smooth again ! 

But, oh ! there was a blooming boy, 

Who often turn’d the pages o’er, 

And wrote therein such words of joy, 

As all who read still sigh’d for more. 

And Pleasure was this spirit’s name, 

And though so soft his voice and look, 


Yet Innocence, whene’er he came, 

Would tremble for her spotless book I 

For still she saw his playful fingers 
Fill’d with sweets and wanton toys ; 

And well she knew the stain that lingers 
After sweets from wanton boys ! 

And so it chanc’d, one luckless night 
He let his honey goblet fall 

O’er the dear hook, so pure, so white, 

And sullied lines and marge and aft ! 

In vain he sought, with eager lip, 

The honey from the leaf to drink, 

For still the more the boy would sip, 

The deeper still the blot would sink i 

Oh ! it would make you weep to see 
The traces of this honey flood 

Steal o’er a page where Modesty 
Had freshly drawn a rose’s bud ! 

And Fancy’s emblems lost their glow, 

And Hope’s sweet lines were all defac’d. 

And Love himself could scarcely know 
What Love himself had lately trac’d 1 

At length the urchin Pleasure fled, 

(For how, alas I could pleasure stay ?) 

And Love, while many a tear he shed, 

In blushes flung the book away i 

The index now alone remains. 

Of all the pages spoil’ d by Pleasure, 

And though it bears some honey stains, 

Yet Memory counts the leaf a treasure ! 

And oft, they say, she scans it o’er. 

And oft, by this memorial aided, 

Brings back the pages now no more, 

And thinks of lines that long have faded 

I know not if this tale be true, 

But thus the simple facts are stated ; 

And I refer their truth to you, 

Since Love and you are near related ! 


EPISTLE VIL 

TO THOMAS HUME, ESQ. M. B. 

FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON. 

nklHTHSOMAl AiHrHMATA ISas Ani£TA,KOINaNA 
aNI2EIlOK©A OTKEXaN. 

Xempkont. Ephes. Ephesiac. lib. v. 

’Tis evening now ; the heats and cares of day 
In twilight dews are calmly wept away. 

The lover now, beneath the western star, 

Sighs through the medium of his sweet segar, 

And fills the cars of some consenting she 
I With puffs and vows, with smoke and constancy . 
;The weary statesman for repose hath fled 
I From halls of council to his negro’s shed. 
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Wliere blest he wo os some black Aspasia’s grace, 

And dreams of freedom m his slave’s embrace 

la fancy now, beneath the twilight gloom, . 

Come, let me lead thee o’er this modern Rome 
Where tribunes .rule, where dusky- Davi bow, 

And what was Ooose-Creek once is Tiber now I® — 
This fam’d metropolis, where fancy sees 
Squares in morasses, obelisks in trees ; 

Whicii travelling fools and gazetteers adorn 
With shrines unbuilt, and heroes yet unborn, 

Though nought but wood* and they see, 

Where streets should mn, and sages ought to be I 

And look, how soft in yonder radiant wave, 

The dying sun prepares his golden grave ! — 

Oh great Potomac ! oh you banks of shade I 
You mighty scenes, in nature’s morning made, 

While still, in rich magnificence of prime. 

She pour’d her wonders, lavishly sublime, 

Nor yet had iearn’d to stoop with humbler care, 

From grand to soft, from wonderful to fair ! 

Say, %vere your towering hills, your boundless floods, 
Your rich savannas, and majestic woods, 

Where bards should meditate, and heroes rove, 

And woman eliann, and man deserve her love I 
Oh I was a world so bright but born to grace 
Its own hali-organiz’d, hoif-imnded race^ 

1 The “ black Aspasia” of the present ********* ©f the 
TJniied States, inter Avernales hand ignotissiraa nyraphas’* 
has given rise to much pleasantry among the anti-democrat 
wits in America. 

3 “ On the original location of the ground now allotted 
for the seat of the Federal City (says hir. Weld,) the iden- 
tical spot on wiiich the capitol now stands was called Rome. 
This anecdote is related by many as a certain prognostic of 
the future magnificence of this city, which is to be, as it 
were, a second Rome.” — IVdd's Travels, Letter iv. 

‘ 3 A little stream that runs through the city, which with 
intolerable affectation, they have styled the Tiber. It was 
originally called Goose-Creek. 

4 “To be under the necessity of going through a deep 
wood for one or two miles, perhaps, in order to see a next 
door neighbour, and in the same city, is a curious, and I be- 
lieve a novel circumstance.” — Weld, Letter iv. 

The Federal City (if it must be called a city,) has not 
been much increased since Mr. Weld visited it. Most of the 
public buildings, which were then in some degree of forward- 
ness, have been since utterly suspended. The Hotel is al- 
ready a ruin; a great part of its roof has fallen in, and the 
rooms are left to'’ be occupied gratuitously by the miserable 
Scotch and Irish emigrants. The President’s House, a very 
noble structure, is by no means suited to the philosophical 
humility of its present possessor, who inhabits but a corner of 
the mansion himself, and abandons the rest to a state of un- 
cleanly desolation, which those who are not philosophers 
cannot look at without regret. This grand edifice is en- 
circled by a very rude pale, tlirough which a common rustic 
stile introduces the visitors of the first man in America. 
With respect to all that is in the house, I shall imitate the i 
prudent forbearance of Herodotus, and say, t» Je tv asrop- 

ptfrai. 

The private buildings exhibit the same characteristic dis- 
play of arrogant speculation and premature ruin, and the 
few ranges of houses which were begun some years ago, 
have remained so long waste and unfinished, that they are 
now for the most part dilapidated. 

5 The picture which Buffon and De Pauw have drawn 
of the American Indian, though very humiliating, is, as far 
as 1 can judge, much more correct than the flattering repre- 
sentations which Mr. Jefferson has given us. See theJVote^ 
on Virginia, where this gentleman endeavours to disprove 
in general, the opinion maintained so strongly by some phi- 
losophers, that nature (as Mr, Jefferson expresses it,) helit- 
iUs her productions in the western world. M. de Pauw 
attributes the imperfection of animal lifein America to the 
ravages of a very recent deluge, from whose effects upon its 
soil and atmosphere it has not yet sufficiently recovered. 
See his Recherches swr tes Jinericains , Part i. tom. i. p. 102. 


Of w^eak barbarians,. swarming o’er its breast, 

Like vermin, gender’d on the lion’s crest ? 

Were none but brutes to call that soil their home, 
Where none but demi-gods should dare to roam? 

Or worse, thou mighty world 1 oh ! doubly woitse, 
Did Heaven design thy lordly land to nurse 
The molly dregs of every distant clime, 

Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime 
TOiich Europe shakes from her perturbed sphere, 

In full malignity to rankle here ? 

But hush ! — observe that little mount of pines, 

Where the breeze murmurs, and the fire-fly sMnes 
There let thy fancy raise, in bold relief, 

The sculptur’d image of that veteran chief, ^ 

Who lost the rebel’s in the hero’s name, 

And stept o’er prostrate loyalty to fame ; 

Beneath whose sword Columbia’s patriot train 
Cast off their monarch, that the mob might reiga 
How shall we rank thee upon glory’s page t 
Thou more than soldier, and just less than sage ! 

Too form’d for peace to act a conqueror’s part, 

Too train’d in camps to learn a statesman’s art— 
Nature design’d thee for a hero’s mould, 

But ere she cast thee, let the stuff grow cold ! ' 
Wliile warmer souls command, nay, make their fate, 
Thy fate made thee, and forc’d thee to be great. 

Yet Fort.une, who so oft, so blinifly sheds 
Her brightest halo round the weakest heads, 

Found thee undazzled, tranquil aa before, 

Proud to be useful, scorning to be more ; 

Less prompt at glory’s than at duty’s claim, 

Renown the meed, but self-applause the aim ; 

All thou hast been reflects less fame on thee, 

Far less, than all thou liast forborne to be I 

Now turn thine eye where faint the moonlight falls 
On yonder dome — and in those princely haUs, 

If thou canst hate, as, oh ! that soul must hate, 
Which loves the virtuous, and reveres the great, 

, If thou canst loathe and execrate with me 
That Gallic garbage of philosophy, 

[ That nauseous slaver of these frantic times, 
j With which false liberty dilutes her crimes ! 

If thou hast got within thy free-born breast, 

One pulse that beats more proudly than the rest, 
With honest scorn for that inglorious soul, 

Which creeps and winds beneath a mob’s control, 
Which courts the rabble’s smile, the rabble’s nod, 
And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god ! 

There, in those walls— but, burning tongue, forbear ! 
Rank must be reverenc’d, even the rank that’s there: 
So here I pause — and now, my Hume ! we part ; 
But oh I full oft, in magic dreams of heart, 

Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear 
By Thames at home, or by Potomac here ! 

O’er lake and marsh, through fevers and through fogs, 
Hidst bears and yankees, democrats and frogs, 

Thy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes 
I With me shall wonder, and with me despise 


1 On a small hill near the capitol, there is to be an eques 
trian statue of General Washington. 

2 In the ferment which the French revolution excited 
among the democrats of America, and the licentious sym- 
pathy with which th^ shared in the wildest excesses of 
jacobinism, we may find one source of that vulgarity of 
vice, that hostility m all the graces of life, which distia- 
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While I, as oft, in witching thought shall rove 
To thee, to friendship, and that land I love, 
Where, like the air that fans her fields of green, 
Her freedom spreads, unfever’d and serene ; 
Where sovereign man can condescend to see 
The throne and laws more sovereign still than he ! 


THE SNAKE. 

1801. 

My love and I, the other day, 

Within a myrtle arbour lay, 

When near us from a rosy bed, 

A little Snake put forth its head. 

“ See,” said the maid, with laughing eyes — 

“ Yonder the fatal emblem lies ! 

Who could expect such hidden harm 
Beneath the rose’s velvet charm ? 

Never did mortal thought occur 
In more unlucky hour than tliis ; 

For oh ! I just was leading her 
To talk of love and think of bliss. 

I rose to kill the snake, but she 
In pity pray’d, it might not be. 

“ No,” said the girl — and many a spark 
Flash’d from her eyelid, as she said it — 

“ Under the rose, or in the dark, 

One might, perhaps, have cause to dread it ; 
But when its wicked eyes appear, 

And when we know for what they wink so, 
One must be very simple, dear, 

To let it sting one— -don’t you tliink so ?” 


LINES, 

WRITTEN ON LEAVING PHILADELPHIA. 

ruv TTOktv ^tk(ag 

Eiyrwv yeag, 

Sophocl, CEdip. Colon v. 758. 

Alone by the Schuylkill a wanderer rov’d, 

And bright were its flowery banks to his eye ; 
But far, very far were the friends that he lov’d, 
And he gaz’d on its flowery hanks with a sigh 1 

Oh, nature ! though blessed and bright are thy rays, 
O’er the brow of creation enchantingly thrown, 
Yet faint are they all to the lustre that plays 
In a smile from the heart that is dearly our own 1 


wuishes the present demagogues of the United States, and 
has become indeed too generally the characteristic of their 
countrymen. But there is another cause of the corruption 
of private morals, which, encouraged as it is by the govern- 
ment, and identified with the interests of the community, 
seems to threaten the decay of all honest principle in Ame- 
rica. I allude to those fraudulent violations of neutrality 
to which they are indebted for the most lucrative part of 
their commerce, and by which they have so long infringed 
and counteracted the maritime rights and advantages of 
this country. This unwarrantable trade is necessarily abet- 
ted by such a system of collusion, imposture, and perjury, 
as cannot fail to spread rapid contamination around it.' 


Nor long did the soul of the stranger remain 
Unbless’d by the smile he had languish’d to meet : 
Though scarce did he hope it would soothe him 
again, 

Till the threshold of home had been kiss’d by hia 
feet ! 

But the lays of his boy-hood had stol’n to their ear, 
And they lov’d what they knew of so humble a 
name, 

And they told him, with flattery welcome and dear, 
That they found in his heart something sweeter 
than fame 1 

Nor did woman — oh, woman ! whose form and whose 
soul 

Are the spell and the light of each path we pursue ! 
Whether sunn’d in the tropics or chill’d at the pole. 
If woman be there, there is happiness too 1 

Nor did she her enamouring magic deny, 

That magic his heart had relinquish’d so long, 

Like eyes he had loved was her eloquent eye, 
like them did it soften and weep at his song. 

Oh ! bless’d be the tear, and in memory oft 
May its sparkle be shed o’er his wandering dream! 
Oh ! blest be that eye, and may passion as soft, 

As free from a pang, ever mellow its beam! 

The stranger is gone — ^but he will not forget, 

When at home he shall talk of the tcdl he has 
known, 

To tell, with a sigh, what endearments he met. 

As he stray’d by the wave of the Schuylkill alone! 


THE FALL OF HEBE. 

A DITHYRAMBIO ODE.* 

’Twas on a day 

When the immortals at their banquet lay; 
The bowl 

Sparkled with starry dew, 

The weeping of those myriad urns of light. 
Within whose orbs, the almighty Power, 
At Nature’s dawning hour, 


1 Though I call this a Dilhyrambic Ode, I cannot presume 
to say that it possesses, in any degree, the characteristics of 
that species of poetry. The nature of the ancient Dithy- 
ranibic is very imperfectly known. According to M. Bu- 
rette, a licentious irregularity of metre, an extravagant 
research of thought and expression, and a rude embarrassed 
construction, are among its most distinguishing features. 
He adds, “Ces caracteres des dilyrambes se font sentird 
ceux qui lisent attentivement les odes de Pindare.” 
moires de VAcad. vol. x. p. 306. And the same opinion may 
be collected from Schmidt’s dissertation upon the subject. 
But I think if the Dithyrambics of Pindar Avere in our pos- 
session, we should find, that, however wild and fanciful, 
they were by no means the tasteless jargon they are repre- 
sented, and that even their irregularity was what Boileau 
calls “ un beau ddsordre.” Chiabrera, who has been styled 
the Pindar of Italy, and from whom all its poetry upon the 
Greek model was called Chiabreresco (as Crescimbeni in- 
forms us. Lib. 1. cap. 12.) has given amongst his Vendem 
rare, a Bitbyrambic, “all’ uso de’ Greci:” it is full of those 
compound epithets which, we are told, were a chief charac- 
ter of the style ((Tuv^srous St Assets isrenoot*. SuiD AiS-wpa.t*- 
EoJiy;) such as 

Briglindorato Pegaso 
Nubicalpestator. 

Bat I cannot suppose that Pindar, even amidst all theH- 
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Stor’d tlie riciiiiuid of ethereal soul 
Around, 

Soft odorous clouds, that upward wing their flight 
From eastern isles 

(Where they have bathed them in the orient ray, 

And with fine fragrance all their bosoms M’d,) 

In circles flew, and, melting as they flew, 

A liquid day-break o’er the hoard distill’d ! 

AH, all was luxury 

Ail must be luxury, where Lyjeus smiles ! 

His locks divine 
"Were crown’d 
With a bright meteor-braid, 

Which, like an ever-springing wreath of vine, 

Shot into brilliant leafy shapes, 

And o’er his brow in lambent tendrils play’d * 

While ’mid the foliage hung, 

Like lucid grapes, 

A thousand clustering blooms of light. 

Cull'd from the gardens of the galaxy ! 

Upon liis bosom Cytherea’s liead 
Lay lovely, as when first the Syrens sung 
Her beauty’s dawn, 

And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn, 

Reveal’d her sleeping in its azure bed. 

The captive deity 
Languish’d upon her eyes and lip. 

In chains of ecstacy I 
Now in his arm, 

In blushes she reposed, 

And, while her zone resign’d its every charm, 

To shade liis burning eyes her hand in dalliance stole; 
And now she raised her rosy mouth to sip 
The nectar’d wave 
LyiBus gave. 

And from her eyelids, gently closed, 

Shed a dissolving gleam, 

Which fell, like sun-dew, in the bowl ! 

While her bright hair, in mazy flow 
Of gold descending 
Along her cheek’s luxurious glow, 

Waved o’er the goblet’s side. 

And was reflected by its crystal tide, 

Like a sweet crocus flower, 

Whose sunny leaves, at evening hour, 

With roses of Cyrene blending,® 


censo of ditbyrambics, would over have descended to ballad- 
language like the following ; , 

Bella Filli, e bella Ciori 
Non piu dar pregio a tue bellezzo c taci, 

Che so Bacco fa vezzi alle mie labbra 
Fo le fiche a* vos^tri baci. 

csser vorrei Coppier, 

E so troppo dosiro 
Eeh fossi io Bottiglier. 

Rirne del Ckiabrera, part ii. p. 353. 

1 This is a Platonic fancy ; the philosopher supposes, in 

his Timjeus, that, when the Deity had formed the soul of the 
world, he proceeded to the composition of other souls ; in 
which process, says Plato, he made use of tire same cup, 
though the ingredients he mingled w^ere not quite so pure as 
for the former ; and having refined the mixture with a little 
of his own essence, he distributed it amongst the stars which 
served as reservoirs of the fluid. T»ut’ sijrs xos* srstxtv 
sjrt Tov arpot'spotf stf at T>}i> rov sTxuTO$ T}fup^tjP KS- 

pstvvwj jwttrys, T, X. 

2 We learn from Theophrastus, that the roses of Cyrene 
were particularly fragrant. Euo<rptoT»r» t* 5*? t* tv Ku- 

ftfvif foS'c* 


The Olympian cup 
Bum’d in the hands 

Of dimpled Hebe, as she wing’d her feet 

Up 

The empyreal mount, 

To drain the soul-drops at their stellar founts® 

And still, 

As the resplendent rill 
Flamed o’er the goblet with a mantling heat, 

Her graceful care 
Would cool its heavenly fire 
In gelid waves of snowy-feather’d air, 

Such as the children of the pole respire, 

In those enchanted, lands® 

Where life is ail a spring and north winds never blow! 

But oh ! 

Sweet Hebe, what a tear 
And what a blush were thine, 

When, as the breath of every Grace 
Wafted thy fleet career 
Along the studded sphere, 

With a rich cup for Jove himself' to drink, 
Some star, that glitter’d in the way, 

Raising its amorous head 
To kiss so exquisite a tread, 

Check’d thy impatient pace ! 

And all Heaven’s host of eyes 
Saw those luxuriant beauties sink 
In lapse of loveliness, along the azure skies P 
Upon whose starry plain they lay, 

Like a young blossom on our meads of gold, 

Shed from a vernal thorn 
Amid the liquid sparkles of the morn ! 

Or, as in temples of the Paphian shade, 

The myrtled votaries of the queen behold 
An image of their rosy idol, laid 
ITpon a diamond shrine ! 

The wanton wind, 

Which had pursued the flying fair, 

And sweetly twin’d 
Its spirit with the breathing rings 
Of her ambrosial hair, 

1 Heraclitus (Phyeicus) held the soul to he a spark of the 
stellar essence. “ Scintilla stellaris essentite.” — Macroiius^ 
in fiomn. Scip. Lib. i cap. 14. 

2 The country of the Hyperboreana ; they were supposed 

to bo placed so far north, that the north wind could not af- 
fect them ; they Mvoci longer than any other mortals ; passed 
their whole lime in music and dancing, etc. etc. But the 
most extravagant fiction related of them is that to which ih® 
two lines preceding allude. It was imagined, that instead 
of our vulgar atmosphere, the Hyperboreans breathed 
nothing but feathers I According to Herodotus and Pliny, 
this idea was suggested by the quantity of snow which was 
observed to fall in those regions ; thus the former ; T« m 
grrspas ttxai^dvrx^ rfjv Tow^r 2lxv-S'xs vow? -nrs- 

pioixovg Jojcsw Xsysty. — Ileroilot. lib. iv. cap. 31. Ovid tells 
the fable otherwise. See Metamorph, lib. xv. 

Mr. O’Halloran, and some other Irish Antiquarians, have 
been at great expense of learning to prove that the strange 
country, where they took snow for feathers, was Ireland, 
and that the famous Aharis was an Irish Druid. Mr. Eow- 
land, however, will have it that Abaris was a Welshman, 
and that his name is only a corruption of Ap Kees I , 

3 I believe it is Servius who mentions this unlucky trip 
which Hebe made in her occupation of cup-bearer; and 
Hoffman tells it after him ; “ Cum Hebe pocula Jovi admi- 
nistrans, perque lubricum minus caut6 incedens, cocidisset 
revolutisque vestihus” — in short, she fell in a very awkward 
manner, and though (as the Encyclop^distes think) it would 
have amused Jove at any other time, yet, as he happened 
to be out of temper on that day, the poor girl was dismissed 
IVoin her employment. 


Soar’d as she fell, and on its ruffling wings, 

(Oh wanton wind !) 

Wafted the robe, whose sacred flow, 

Shadow’d her kindling charms of snow, 

Pure, as an Eleusinian veil 
Hangs o’er the mysteries 

!i« sj: He 

the brow of Juno flushed — 

Love bless’d the breeze ! 

The Muses blush’d, 

And every cheek was hid behind a lyre, 

While every eye was glancing through the strings. 
Drops of ethereal dew, 

That burning gush’d. 

As the great goblet flew 
From Hebe’s pearly Angers through the sky ! 
Who was the spirit that remember’d Man 
In that voluptuous hour ? 

And with a wing of Love 
Brush’d off your scatter’d tears, 

As o’er the spangled heaven they ran, 

And sent them floating to our orb below 
Essence of immortality I 
The shower 

Fell glowing through the spheres 
"While all around new tints of bliss, 

New perfumes of delight. 

Enrich’d its radiant flow ! 

Now, with a humid kiss, 

It thrill’d along the beamy wire 
Of Heaven’s illumin’d lyre,* 

Stealing the soul of music in its flight ! 

And now, amid the breezes bland, 

That whisper from the planets as they roll, 

The bright libation, softly fann’d 
By all their sighs, meandering stole I 
They who, from Atlas’ height, 

Beheld the hill of flame 
Descending through the waste of night, 
Thought ’twas a planet, whose stupendous frame 
Had kindled, as it rapiuly revolv’d 
Around its fervid axle, and dissolv’d 
Into a flood so bright I 
The child of day, 

Within his twilight bower, 

Lay sweetly sleeping 
On the flush’d bosom of a lotos-flower;*^ 


1 The arcane symbols of this ceremony were deposited in 
the cista, where they lay religiously concealed from the eyes 
of the profane. They were generally carried in the proces- 
sion by an ass ; and hence the proverb, which one may so 
often apply in the world, “aainus portat mysteria.” See 
the Divine Legation^ Book ii. sect. 4. 

2 In the Geopo7iicaj Lib. ii. cap. 17, fflere is a fable some- 
what like this descent of the nectar to earth. Ew 

rwu Sx&wv it}m%0‘Op,iva)V^ K»t too vfXTcopos sroXXoo srMpMXjivCtfl- 
000, avacmpTJicrxi %opsite 4 too Eptoree xcst crv<r<r 6 i(rtit rm 

WTfipW TOO XpeOT^lpOf TJjU /SaCTtV, 5C»I SrSpJTps4'«‘ f^SV esOTOV* 

TO Ss >/s»T»p Big Tjjv yijv £x%o5'5»', x. T. X, See Jluctor. de 
Re Rust, edit. Contah. 1704. 

3 The constellation Lyra. The astrologers attribute 
great virtues to this sign in ascendenti, which are enume- 
rated by Pontano, in his Urania: 

— — — — ^Ecce novem cum pectine chordas 
Emodulans, mulcet que novo vaga sidera cantu, 

<3l,uo capt® nascentum aaim® concordia ducunt 
' Bectora, etc. 

4 The Egyptians represented the dawn of day by a young 

boy seated upon a lotos. Aiyutrrsg »p%jjv 

muroXvig srenSgov vseyiov ypsi^ovretg sjrt Xforw 


When round him, in profusion weeping, 
Dropp’d the celestial shower, 

Steeping 

The rosy clouds, that curl’d 
About his infant head, 
like myrrh upon the locks of Cupid shed ! 

But, when the waking boy 
Waved his exhaling tresses through the sky, 

O morn of joy! 

The tide divine, 

All glittering with the vermeil dye 
It drank beneath his orient eye, 

Distill’d in dews upon the world, 

And every drop was wine, was heavenly wiNl * 

Bless’d be the sod, the flow’ret blest, 

That caught, upon their hallow’d breast, 

The nectar’d spray of Jove’s perennial springs ! 
Less sweet the flow’ret, and less sweet the sod, 
O’er which the Spirit of the rainbow flings 
The magic mantle of her solar god D 


_ TO— . ■■■ 

That wrinkle, when first I espied it. 

At once put my heart out of pain, 

Till the eye that was glowing beside it 
Disturb’d my ideas again ! 

Thou art just in the tvfilight at present 
When woman’s declension begins, 
"When, fading from all that is pleasant, 
She bids a good night to her sins ! 

Yet thou still art so lovely to me, 

I would sooner, my exquisite mother I 
Repose in the sunset of thee 
Than bask in the noon of another! 


ANACREONTIC. ' 

** She never look’d so land before— 

Yet why the wanton’s smile recall ! 
I’ve seen this witchery o’er and o’er, 

’Tis hollow, vain, and heartless all !” 

Thus I said, and, sighing, sipp’d 
The wine which she had lately tasted ; 
The cup, where she had lately fflpp’d 
Breath, so long in falsehood wasted. 

I took the harp, and would have sung 
As if ’twere not of her I sang ; 


Plutarch, svspt ra xpav sftftsrp. See also his treatise 
Tsid. et Osit.. Observing that the lotos showed its head 
above water at sua-rise, and sank again at his setting, they 
conceived the idea of consecrating it to Osiris, or the sun. 

This symbol of a youth sitting upon a lotos, is very fre- 
quent on the Abraxases, or Basilidian stones. See Mont- 
fmeon, Tom. ii. planche 158, and the Suppliment. etc. 
Tom. ii. lih. vii. chap. 5. 

1 The ancients esteemed those flowers and trees tho 
sweetest npon which the rainbow had appeared to rest; and 
the wood they chiefly burned in Sacrifices, was that which 
the smile of Ms had consecrated.^ — Plutwreh Syntpos. Lib 
iv. cap. 2, where (as Vossius remarks) Jtatsc-*, instead of 
> 48 tX 8 <ri, is undoubtedly the genuine reading. See Vossius., 
for some curious particularities of the rainbow, De Ovigm. 
et Progress, Idololat, Lib. iii. cap. 13. 
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But stili the notes on La-Siia hung — 

On whom but Lamia cmM tiiey hang I 

That Mss, for which, if worlds were mine, 

A world for every kiss I’d give her ; 

Those floating eyes, that floating shine 
Like diamonds in an eastern river ! 

That mould so fine, so pearly bright, 

Of which luxurious Heaven hath cast her. 

Through which her soul doth beam as white 
As flame through lamps of alabaster ! 

Of these I sung, and notes and words 
Were s%veet as if ’twas Lamia’s hair 

That lay upon my lute for chords, 

And Lamia’s lip that warbled there I 

But when, alas ! I turn’d the theme, 

And when of vows and oaths 1 spoke, 

Of truth, and hope’s beguiling dream— 

The chord beneath my finger broke * 

False harp ! false -woman ! — such, oh ! such 
Are lutes too frail and maids too wiUing 5 

Every hand’s licentious touch 
Can learn to -wake their wildest thrilling ! 

And -when that thrill is most awake, 

And when you think heaven’s joys await you, 

The nymph will change, the chord will break — 
Oh Love 1 oh Music I how I hate you I 


TO MRS. . 

ON SOatE CALUMNIES AGAINST HER CHARACTER. 

Is not thy mind a gentle mind ? 

Is not thy heart a heart refin’d ? 

Hast thou not every blameless grace, 

That man should love, or Heaven can trace 7 
And oh ! art thou a shrine for Sin 
To hold her hateful w'orship in ? 

No, no, be happy — dry that tear — 

Though some thy heart hath harbour’d near 
May now repay its love with blame I 
Though man, who ought to shield thy fame, 
Ungenerous man, be first to wound thee ! 

Though the whole world may freeze around thee» 
Oh ! thou’lt be like that lucid tear,* 

Wliich, bright, within the crystal’s sphere 
In liquid purity w'-as found, 

Though all had grown congeal’d around; 
Floating in frost, it mock’d the chill, 

Was pure, was soft, was brilliant still. 


HYMN OF A TIRGIN OF DELPHI, 

AT THE TOMB OF HER MOTHER. 

Oh I lost, for ever lost ! — ^no more 
Shall Vesper light our dewy way 

Along the rocks of Crissa’s shore, ! 

To hymn the fading fires of day I \ 

1 This alludes to a curious gem, upon which Claudian 
has left ns some pointless epigrams. It was a drop of pure 
water inclosed within a piece of crystal. See iJlauaim, 
Epigram. de Chrystalto eui aqua inusrat. Addison men- 
tions & curiosity of this kind at Milan. He says, ** It is such 


No more to Tempo’s distant vale 
In holy musings shall we roam, 

Through summer’s glow, and winter’s gale. 
To bear the mystic chaplets home I* 

’Twas then my soul’s expanding zeal, 

By nature warm’d and led by thee, 

In every breeze was taught to feel 
The breathings of a deity ! 

Guide of my heart ! to memory true, 

Thy looks, thy words, are stili my owi 
I see thee, raising from the dew. 

Some laurel, by the wind o’erthrown, 

And hear thee say, “ This bumble bough 
. Was planted for a doom divine. 

And, though it weep in languor now. 

Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine ! 

Thus, in the vale of earthly sense, 

Though sunk awliile the spirit lies, 

A viewless hand shall cull it thence, 

To bloom immortal in the skies !” 

Thy words had such a melting flow, 

And spoke of truth so sweetly well, 
They dropp’d like heaven’s serenest snow. 
And all was brightness where they fell ! 
Fond soother of my infant tear ! 

Fond sharer of my infant joy ! 

Is not thy shade still lingering here ? 

Am I not still thy soul’s employ ? 

And oil ! as oft, at close of day 
When, meeting on the sacred mount, 

Our nymphs awak’d the choral lay, 

And danc’d around Cassotis’ fount; 

As then, ’twas all thy wish and care, 

That mine should be the simplest mien. 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there. 

My foot the lightest o’er the green 5 
So still, each little grace to mould, 

Around my form thine eyes are shed. 
Arranging every snowy fold, 

And guiding every mazy tread ! 

And, when I lead the hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free. 

Hovers between my lip and lyre, 

And weds them into harmony ! 

Flow, Plistus, flow ! thy murmuring wave 
Shall never drop its silvery tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so divinely dear I 


EIMGS AND SEALS. 

Q.u'srs^ r:t (piXtifisotrci, 

JicMlles Tatius^ Lib. iL 

** Go !” said the angry weeping maid, 

“ The charm is broken ! — once betray’d, 


a rarity as this that I saw at Venddme in France, -which 
they there pretend is a tear that our Saviour shed over La- 
zarus, and was gathered up by an angel, %vbo put it in a little 
crystal vial and made a present of it to Mary Magdalene.” 
— .Mddiso7i^s Remarks on several Parts of Italp. 

1 The laurel, for the common uses of the temple, for 
adorning the altars and sweeping the pavement, was sup- 
plied by a tree near the fountain of Castalia. But upon all 
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“ Oh ! why should fairy Fancy keep 
These wonders for herself alone?* 

I knew not then that Fate had lent 
Such tones to one of mortal birth ; 

I knew not then that HeaTen had sent 
A voice, a form like tliine on earth ! 

And yet, in all that flowery maze 
Through which my life has lov’d to tread, 

When I have heard the sweetest lays 
From lips of dearest lustre shed; 

When I have felt the warbled wmrd 
From Beauty’s mouth of perfume sighing. 

Sweet as music’s hallow'’d bird 
Upon a rose’s bosom lying ! 


Oh ! never can my heart rely 
On word or look, on oath or sigh. 

Take back the gifts, so sweetly given, 
With promis’d faith and vows to Heaven ; 
That little ring, which, night and morn, 
With wedded truth rny hand hath worn ; 
That seal which oft, in moment blest, 
Thou hast upon my lip imprest, 

And sworn its dewy spring should be 
A fountain seal’d* for only thee ! 

Take, take them back, the gift and vow, 
All sullied, lost, and hateful, now !” 

I took the ring— the seal I took, 

While oh ! her every tear and look 
Were such as angels look and shed, 

When man is by the world misled ! 

Gently I whisper’d, “ Fanny, dear ! 

Not half thy lovers gifts are here : 

Say, where are all the seals he gave 
To every ringlet’s jetty wave, 

And where is every one he printed 
Upon that lip, so ruby-tinted — 

Seals of the purest gem of bliss, 

Oh ! richer, softer, far than this ! 

“ And then the ring — ^my love ! recall 
How many rings, delicious ail, 

His aims around tftat neck hath twisted, 
Twining wanner ftir than this did ! 

Wliere are they all, so sweet, so many ? 

Oh I dearest, give back all, if any I” 

While thus I murmur’d, trembling too 
Lest all the nymph had vow’d was true, 

I saw a smile relenting rise 
’Mid the moist azure of her eyes, 

Tike day-light o’er a sea of blue, 

Whdle yet the air is dim with dew i 
She let her cheek repose ^on mine, 

She let my arms around her twine — 

Oh ! who can tell the bliss one feels 
In thus exchanging rings and seals 1 


TO MISS SUSAN B— CKF— D. 

HER SINGING. 

f MORE than once have heard, at night, 

A song, like those thy lips have given, 

And it was sung by shapes of light, 

Who seem’d, like thee, to breathe of heaven ! 

But this was all a dream of sleep, 

And I have said, when morning shone, 

mportant occasions, they sent to Tempe for their laurel. 
We find in Fausanias, that this valley supplied the branches, 
of which the temple was originally coiistrncted; and Plu- 
tarch says, in his Dialogue 071 Music^ “The youth who 
brings the Tempic Faure} to Delphi is always attended by a 
player on the flute.” Axa-uc xat* tw ic»T«jco;«t^ovTt zretij't 
tijv TsttiTrixViV S‘»9v^v £tg AsXJpsg sirctpo/^iiipTSt av'Xijrffs. 

1 “ There are gardens, supposed to be those of King Solo- 
mon, in the neighbourhood of Bethlehem. The friars show 
a fountain which they say is the ‘sealed fountain,’ to which 
the holy spouse in the Canticles h compared ; ana they pre- 
tend a tradition, that Solomon shut up these springs and put 
his signet upon the door, to keep them for his own drinking.” 
•^MaundreWs Travels. See also the JVotm to Mr. Goodes 
amlation of the Song of SolomoTh, 


Though form and song at once combin’d 
Their loveliest bloom and softest thrill, 
My heart hath sigh’d, my heart hath pin’d 
For something softer, lovelier still I 


LINES, 

WRITTEN AT THE COHOS, OR FALLS OF 
THE MOHAWK RIVER? 


Gia era in loco ove s’udia ’1 rimbombo 
Dell’ acqua. * * * Dante., 

From rise of morn till set of sun, 

I’ve seen the mighty Mohawk run, 

And as I mark’d the woods of pine 
Along his mirror darkly shine, 

Like tall and gloomy forms that pass 
Before the wizard’s midnight glass ; 

And as I view’d the hurrying pace 
With which he ran his turbid race, 

Rushing, alike uiitir’d and wild, 

Through shades that frown’d, and flowers that 
smil’d, 

Flying by every green recess 
That woo’d him to its calm caress, 

Yet, sometimes turning with the wind, 

As if to leave one look behind ! 


1 There is a dreary and savage character in the country 
immediately above tfiese Falls, which is much more in har- 
mony with the wildness of such a scene, than the cultivated 
lands in the neighbourhood of Niagara. See tlje drawiuf 
of them in Mr. Weld’s book. According to him, the per- 
pendicular height of the Cohos Falls is fifty feet; but the 
I Marquis de Chastellux makes it seventy-six, 

I The fine rainbow, which is continually forming and dis- ; 

solving as the spray rises into the light of the sun, is per- | 

haps the most interesting beauty which these wonderful | 
cataracts exhibit I 


Oh ! I have found it all, at last, 

In thee, thou sweetest, living lyre, 
Through which the soul hath ever pass’d 
Its harmonizing breath of ftre ! 

Ail that my best and wildest dream, 

In Fancy’s hour, could hear or see 
Of Music’s sigh or Beauty’s beam 
Are realiz’d, at once, in thee I 
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Oil ! I Imve thotiglit, and thinking, sigh’d — 
How like to thee, then restless tide I 
May be the lot, the life of him, 

Who roams along thy water’s brim ! 
Through what alternate shades of woe, 
And Sowers of Joy my path may go ! 

How many a humble still retreat 
May rise to court my weaiy feet, 

Wlhle still pursuing, still unblest, 

I wander on, nor dare to rest ! 

But, urgent as the doom that calls 
Thy water to its destin’d falls, 

I see the world’s bewildering force 
Hurry my heart’s devoted course 
From lapse to lapse, till life be done, 

And the last current cease to run ! 

Oh, may my Mis be bright as thine ! 

May Heaven’s forgiving rainbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me, 

As soft, as now it hangs o’er thee ! 


CLORIS AND FANNY. 
Cloeis i if I were Persia’s king, 

I’d make my graceful queen of thee : 
While Fannt, wild and artless thing, 
Should but my humble handmaid be. 

There is but one objection in it — 

That, verily, I’m much afraid 
I should, in some unlucky minute, 
Forsake the mistress for the maid ! 


TO mss . 

With woman’s form and woman’s tricks 
So much of man you seem to mix, 

One knows not where to take you ; 

I pray you, if ’tis not too far, 

Go, ask of Nature which you are, 

Or what she meant to make you. 

Yet stay — ^you need not take the pains — 
With neither beauty, youth, nor brains 
For man or maid’s desiring : 

Pert as female, fool as male, 

As boy too green, as girl too stale — 

The thing ’s not worth inquiring ! 


TO . 

ON HER ASKING ME TO ADDRESS A TOEM TO HER. 

Sine veaere friget Apollo. 

JSBigid. M&nagius. 

How can I sing of fragrant sighs 
I ne’er have felt from thee ? 

How can I sing of smiling eyes, 

That ne’er have smil’d on me ? 

The heart, ’tis true, may fancy much, 

But, oh ! ’tis cold and seeming — 

One moment’s real, rapturous touch 
la worth an age of dreaming ! 


Thiiik’st thou, when Julia’s lip and breast 
Inspir’d my youthful tongue, 

I coldly spoke of lips unprest, 

Nor felt the heaven I sung ? 

No, no, the spell, that warm’d so long. 

Was still my Julia’s kiss, 

And still the girl was paid, in song, 

What she had giv’n in bliss ! 

Then beam one burning smile on me, 

And I will sing those eyes ; 

Let me but feel a breath from thee, 

And I will praise thy sighs. 

That rosy mouth alone can bring 
What makes the bard divine — 

Oh, Lady ! how my lip would sing, 

If once ’twere prest to thine ! 


SONG 

OF THE EVIL SPIRIT OF THE WOODS.’* 

Q,na via difficilis, quaque est via nulla. . . . 

Ovtd. Jifetam. Lib. iii, v. '227. 

Now the vapour, hot and damp, 

Shed by day’s expiring lamp, 

Through the misty ether spreads 
Every ill the white man dreads ; 

Fiery fever’s thirsty tlirill, 

Fitful ague’s sliivering chill ! 

Hark ! I hear the traveller’s song, 

As he winds the wmods along, 

Christian ! ’tis the song of fear ; 

Wolves are round thee, night is near, 

And the wild thou dar’st to roam — 

Oh 1 ’twas once the Indian’s home !® 

Hither, sprites, who love to harm, 

Wheresoe’er you work your charm, 

By the creeks, or by the brakes, 

Where the pale witch feeds her snakes. 

And the cayman** loves to creep, 

Torpid, to Ixis wintry sleep : 

Where the bird of carrion flits, 

And tbe shuddering murderer sits, ^ 

1 The idea of this poem occurred to me in passing through 
the very dreary wilderness between Batavia, a new settle- 
ment in the midst of the woods, and the little village of 
Buffalo upon Lake Erie. This is the most fatiguing part 
I of the route, in travelling through the Genesee country to 
Niagara. 

2 “ The Five Confederated Nations (of Indians) were 
settled along the banka of the Susquehanna and the adja- 
cent country, until the year 1779, when General Sullivan, 
with an army of 4000 men, drove them from their country 
to Niagara, where, being obliged to live on salted provisions, 
to which they were unaccustomed, great numbers of them 
died. Two hundred of them, it is said, were buried in one 
grave, where they had encamped.” — Morse*$ American 
Geography. 

3 The alligator, who is supposed to He in a torpid state all 
the winter, in the bank of some creek or pond, having pre 
viously swallowed a large number of pine-knots, which are 
his only sustenance during the time, 

4 This was the mode of punishment for murder (as Father 
Charlevoix tells us) among the Hurons. “ They laid the 
dead body upon poles at the top of a cabin, and the mur- 
derer was obliged to remain several days together, and to 
receive all that dropped from the carcass, not only on him- 
self but on his food.” 



EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 




Lone beneatli a roof of blood, 

While upon his poison’d food, 

From the corpse of him he slew 
Drops the chill and gory dew I 

Hither bend you, turn you hither 
Eyes that blast and wings that wither ! 
Cross the wandering Christian’s way, 
Lead him, ere the glimpse of day, 
Many a mile of madd’ning error 
Through the maze of night and terror, 
Till the mom behold him lying 
O’er the damp earth, pale and dying I 
Mock him, when his eager sight 
Seeks the cordial cottage-light ; 

Gleam then, like the lightning-bug, 
Tempt him to the den that’s dug 
For the foul and famish’d brood 
Of the she-wolf, gaunt for blood ! 

Or, unto the dangerous pass 
O’er the deep and dark morass, 

Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings, 
Tributes, to be hung in air 
To the Fiend presiding there P 
Then, when night’s long labour past, 
Whlder’d, faint, he falls at last, 

Sinking where the causeway’s edge 
Moulders in the slimy sedge, 

There let every noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting ; 

Let the buJl-toad taint him over, 
Round him let musquitoes hover, 

In his ears and eye-balls tingling, 

■ With his blood their poison mingling, 
Till, beneath the solar fires. 

Rankling all, the wretch expires ! 


TO MRS. FIENRY T— GHE, 

ON READING HER “ PSYCHE.” 

Tell me the witching tale again, 

For never has my heart or ear 
Hung on so sweet, so pure a strain, 
So pure to feel, so sweet to hear ! 


Say, Love ! in all thy spring of fame, 
When the high heaven itself was thine; 
When piety confess’d the flame, 

And even thy errors were divine ! 

Did ever Muse’s hand, so fair 
A glory round thy temple spread ? 


1803. 


Did ever lip’s ambrosial air 

Such perfume o’er thy altars shed ? 

One maid there was, who round her lyre 
The mystic myrtle wildly wreath’d— 

But all her sighs were sighs of fire, 

The myrtle wither’d as she breath’d [ 

Oh ! you that love’s celestial dream, 

In all its purity, would know, 

Let not the senses’ ardent beam, 

Too strongly through the vision glow ! 

Love sweetest lies, conceal’d in night, 

The night where Heaven has bid liim lie ; 
Oh ! shed not there unhallowed light, 

Or Psyche knows, the boy will fly P 

Dear Psyche 1 many a charmed hour. 
Through many a wild and magic waste, 
To the fair fount and blissful bower- 
Thy mazy foot my soul hath trac’d ! 

Where’er thy joys are number’d now, 
Beneath whatever shades of rest, 

The Genius of the starry brow^ 

Hath chain’d thee to thy Cupid’s breast ; 

Whether above the horizon dim, 

Along whose verge our spirits stray, 
(Half sunk within the shadowy brim, 

Half brighten’d by the eternal ray.)'^ 

Tliou risest to a cloudless pole I 
Or, lingering here, dost love to mark 
The twilight walk of many a soul 
Tiirough sunny good and evil dark ; 

Still be the song to Psyche dear, 

The song, whose dulcet tide was given 
To keep her name as fadeless here, 

As nectar keeps her soul in heaven 1 


1 “ We find also collars of porcelain, tobacco, ears of 
maize, skins, etc- by the side of difficult and dangerous ways, 
on rocks, or by the side of the falls ; and these are so many 
offerings made to the spirits which preside in those places.’* 
See Charlevoix’s Letter o%the Traditions and the Religion 
of the Savages of Canada, 

Father Hennepin too mentions tliis ceremony; he also 
says, “ We took notice of one barbarian, who made a kind 
of sacrifice upon an oak at the Cascade of St. Antony of 
Padua, upon the river Mississippi.” See Hennepin's Votjage 
into J^orth America, 


1 See the story in Apuleius, With respect to this beautiful 
allegory of Love and Psyche, there is an ingenious idea 
suggested by the senator Buonarotti, in his “ Osservazioni 
sopra alcnni frammenti di vasi aniichi," He thinks the 
fable is taken from some very occult mysteries, which bad 
long been celebrated in honour of Love ; and he accounts, 
upon this supposition, for the silence of the more ancient 
authors upon the subject, as it was not till towards the de- 
cline of pagan superstition, that writers could venture to 
reveal or discuss such ceremonies ; accordingly, he observe^ 
we find Lucian and Plutarch treating, without reserve, of 
the Dea Syria, and Isis and Osiris; and Apuleius, who has 
given us the story of Cupid and Psyche, has also detailed 
some of the mysteries of Isis. See the Gtiornale di LitteraU 
d'Jtalia^ tom. xxvn. aitieoi. 1. See also the Observations 
upon the ancient Gems in the Museuin Floreniinuni, vol. 
1. p. 156. 

1 cannot avoid remarking here an error into which the 
French EncycIop6distes have been led by M. Spon, in their 
article Psyche. They say, “Petron fait un r^cit de la 
pompe nuptiale de ces deux amans (Amour et Psyeh6.) 
D6j^, dit-il,” etc. etc. The Psyche of Petronius, however, 
is a servant-maid, and the marriage which he describes is 
that of the young Pannychis. See Spoil's Reckerches 
Curieuses, etc. Dissertat. 5. 

2 Allusions to Mrs. T—ghe’s poem. 

3 Constancy. 

4 By this image the Platonists expres.sed the middle state 
1 of the soul between sensible and intallectual existence. 
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IMmOMPTO, UPON KEATING SOME 
FRIENDS. 

O dulces comitum valete ccstUB '.--^Catullus^ 

Noj. never sliall my soul forget 
The friends 1 found so cordial-hearted; 
Dear shall be the day we met, 

And dear sbadi be the night we parted I 

Oh ! if regrets, however sweet, 

Must with the lapse of time decay, 

Yet still, when thus in inirth you meet, 

FiE high to him that’s far away ! * 

Long be the dame of memory found, 

AEve — when with your social glass, 

Let that be still the magic round, 

O’er which oblivion dares not pass ! 


EPISTLE VIII. 

TO THE HONOURABLE W.R. SPENCER, 

Kec venit ad duroa musa vocata getas. 

Ovid ex Panto y Lib. i. ep. 5. 

FROM BUFFALO UPON LAKE ERIE. 

Thou oft hast told me of the fairy hours 
Thy heart has number’d in those classic bowers, 
Where fancy sees the ghost of ancient wit 
*Mid cowls and cardinals profanely flit, 

And pagan spirits, by the pope unlaid, 

Haunt every stream and sing through every shade ! 
There still the bard, who, (if his numbers be 
His tongue’s light echo,) must have talk’d like thee, 
The courtly bard, from whom thy mind has caught 
Those playful, sunshine holidays of thought 
In which the basking soul reclines and glows, 
Warm without toil and brilliant in repose. 

There still he roves, and laughing loves to see 
How modern monks wdth ancient rakes agree ; 

How mitres hang, w'here ivy wreaths might twine, 
And heathen Massic ’s damn’d for stronger wine ! 
Tlicrc too arc all those wandering souls of song. 
With whom thy spirit hath commun’d so long. 
Whose rarest gems are, every instant, hung 
By memory’s magic on thy sparkling tongue. 

But heie, alas ! by Erie’s stormy lake, 

As far from thee, my lonely course I take, 

No bright remembrance o’er the fancy plays, 

No classic dream, no star of other days 
Has left that visionary glory here, 

That relic of its light, so soft, so dear, 

Which gilds and hallows even the rudest scene, 
The humblest shed, where genius once has been 1 

All that creation’s varying mass assumes 
Of grand or lovely, here aspires and blooms ; 

Bold rise the mountains, rich the gardens glow, 
Bright lakes expand, and conquering* rivers flow ; 


l This epithet was suggested by Charlevoix’s striking de* 
ijcription of tke confluence of tho Missouri with th© Missis- 


Mind, mind alone, without whose quickening ray 
The world ’s a wilderness, and man but clay, 

Mind, mind alone, in barren, still repose, 

Nor blooms, nor rises, nor expands, nor flows ! 

Take Christians, Mohawks, Democrats and all 
From the rude wigwam to the congress-hali, 

From man the savage, whether slav’d or free, 

To man the civiliz’d, less tame than he 1 
’Tis one dull chaos, one unfertile strife 
Betwixt halfpolish’d and half-barbarous life ; 

Where every ill the ancient world can brew 
Is mix’d with every grossness of the new ; 

Where all corrupts though little can entice, 

And nothing ’s known of luxury, but vice ! 

Is this the region then, is this the clime * 

For golden fancy 1 for those dreams sublime, 

Which ail their miracles of light reveal 
To heads that meditate and hearts that feel 1 
No, no — the muse of inspiration plays 
O’er every scene ; she wallts the forest-maze, 

And climbs the mountain ; every blooming spot 
Bums with her step, yet man regards it not I 
She whispers round, her words are in the air, 

But lost, unheard, they linger freezing there, 

Without one breath of soul, divinely strong, 

One ray of heart to thaw them into song ! 

Yet, yet forgive me, oh, you sacred fe.w ! 

Whom late by Delaware’s green banks I knew , 
Whom, known and lov’d through many a social eve, 
i ’Twas bliss to live with, and ’twas pain to leave 1* 

I Less dearly welcome w'ere the lines of yore 
The exile saw upon the sandy shore, 

When his lone heart but faintly hop’d to find 
One print of man, one blessed stamp of mind ! 

Less dearly welcome than the liberal zeal, 

The strength to reason and the warmth to feel, 

The manly polish and the illumin’d taste, 

Which, ’mid the melancholy, heartless waste 
I My foot has wander’d, oh you sacred few \ 

1 found by Delaware’s green banks with you. 

Long may you hate the Gallic dross that runs 
O’er your fiiir country and corrupts its sons ; 

; Long love the arts, the glories wliich adorn 
Those fields of freedom, where your sires were born. 
Oh 1 if America can yet be great, 

If, neither chain’d by choice, nor damn’d by fate 


sippi. “ I believe this is the fmest confluence in the world. 
The two rivers are much of the same breadth, each about 
half a league ; but the Missouri is by far tiie most rapid, and 
seems to enter the Blississippi like a conqueror, through 
which it carries its white waves to the opposite shore with- 
out mixing them ; afterwards it gives its colour to the Mis- 
sissippi, wdiich it never loses again, but carries quite down 
to the sea .” — Letter sxvii. 

1 In the society of Mr. Donnie and his friends, at Phila 
delphia, 1 passed the few agreeable moments which my tour 
through the States afforded roe. Mr. Dennie has succeeded 
in diffusing through this elegant little circle that love for 
good literature and sound politics, which he feels so zeal- 
ously himseif, and whicli is so very rarely the characteristic 
of his countrymen. They will not, I trust, accuse me of 
illiberality for the picture which I have given of the igne- 
rance and corruption that surround them. If I did not hate, 
as 1 ought, the rabble to which they are opposed, I could 
not value, as I do, the spirit with which they defy it ; and, 
in learning from them what Americans can he^ X but see 
[ with the more indignation what Americans are 
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To the mob-mania which imbrues her now, 

She yet can raise the bright but temperate brow 
Of single majesty, can grandly place 
An empire’s pillar upon freedom’s base, 

Nor fear the mighty shaft -will feebler prove 
For the fair capital that flowers above ? — 

If yet, releas’d from all that vulgar throng, 

, So vain of dulness and so pleas’d with wrong, 

Who hourly teach her, like themselves, to hide 
Folly in froth, and barrenness in pride, 

She yet can rise, can wreath the attic charms 
Of soft refinement round the pomp of arms, 

And see her poets flash the fires of song, 

To light her warriors’ thunderbolts along ! 

It is to you, to souls that favouring Heaven 
Has made like yours, the glorious task is given — 

Oh, but for such^ Columbia’s days were done ; 

Rank without ripeness, quicken’d without sun, 

Crude at the surface, rotten at the core, 

Her fruits would fall, before her spring were o’er ! 

Believe me, Spencer, while I wing’d the hours 
Where Schuylldil undulates through banks of flow- 
ers, 

Though few the days, the happy evenings few, 

So warm with heart, so rich with mind they flew, 
That my full soul forgot its wish to roam, 

And rested there, as in a dream of home ! 

And looks I met, like looks I lov’d before, 

And voices too, which, as they trembled o’er 
The chord of memory, found full many a tone 
Of kindness there in concord with their own ! 

Oh ! we had nights of that communion free. 

That flush of heart, which I have known with thee 
So oft, so warmly ; nights of mhth and mind. 

Of whims that taught, and follies that refin’d ; 

When shall we both renew them ? when restor’d 
To the pure feast and intellectual board, 

Shall I once more enjoy with thee and thine 
Those whims that teach, those follies that refine ? 
Even now, as wandering upon Erie’s shore, 

I hear Niagara’s distant cataract roar, 

I sigh for England— oh ! these weary feet 
Have many a mile to journey, ere we meet ! 


a HATPIE, as sox KAPTA NXN MNEIAN EXO. 

Euripides. 

A WARNING 


Oh! fair as Heaven and chaste as light ! 
Did Nature mould thee all so bright. 
That thou shouldst ever learn to weep 
O’er languid Virtue’s fatal sleep, 

O’er shame extinguish’d, honour fled, 
Peace lost, heart wither’d, feeling dead? 

No, no — a star was born with thee, 
Which sheds eternal purity ! 

Thou hast, within those sainted eyes, 

So fair a transcript of the skies, 

S' ■ 


In lines of fire such heavenly lore, 

That man should read them and adore ! 

Yet have I known a gentle maid 
Whose early charms were just array’d 
In nature’s loveliness like thine. 

And wore that clear, celestial sign, 

\^Tiich seems to mark the brow that’s fair 
For Destiny’s peculiar care ! 

Whose bosom too was once a zone, 

Where the bright gem of virtue shone 
Whose eyes were talismans of fire 
Against the spell of man’s desire ! 

Yet, hapless girl, in one sad hour, 

Her charms have shed their radiant flower ; 
The gem has been beguil’d away ; 

Her eyes have lost their chastening ray ; 
The simple fear, the guiltless shame, 

The smiles that from reflection came, 

All, all have fled, and left her mind 
A faded monument behind ! 

Like some wave-beaten, mouldering stone 
To memory rais’d by hands unktiown, 
Which, many a wintry hour, has stood, 
Beside the ford of Tyra’s flood, 

To tell the traveller, as he cross’d, 

That there some loved friend was lost ! 

Oh ! ’twas a sight I wept to see — 

Heaven keep the lost-one’s fate from thee ! 


Tis time, I feel, to leave thee now, 

While yet my soul is something free ; 

While yet those dangerous eyes allow 
One moment’s thought to stray from thee* 

Oh ! thou art every instant dearer — 

Every chance that brings me nigh thee, 

Brin^ my ruin nearer, nearer; 

I am lost, unless I fly thee ! 

Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me, 
Wish me not so soon to fall, 

Duties, fame, and hopes await me, 

Oh ! that eye would blast them all ! 

Yes, yes, it would— for thou’rt as cold 
As ever yet allur’d or sway’d, 

And would’st, without a sigh, behold 
The ruin which thyself had made t 

Yet — could I think that, truly fond, 

That eye but once would smile on me, 

Good Heaven ! how much, how far beyond 
Fame, duty, hope, that smile would be ! 

Oh ! but to win it, night and day, 

Inglorious at thy feet reclin’d, 

Pd sigh my dreams of fame away, 

The world for thee forgot, resign’d! 

But no, no, no — ^farewell — ^we part, 

Never to meet, no, never, never - 

Oh, woman ! what a mind and heart 
Thy coldness has undone for ever ! 
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FROM THE HIGH PRIEST OF APOLLO, TO 
A YIRGIN OF DELPHI.* 

Cum digno digna. — Sulpicia. 

** Who is the maid, with golden hair, 

With eyes of lire and feet of air, 

Whose harp around my altar swells 
The sweetest of a thousand shells?” 

’Twas thus the deity, who treads 
The arch of heaven, and grandly sheds 
Day from his eye-lids ! — ^thus he spoke, 

As through my cell his glories broke. 

“ Wlio is the maid, with golden hair, 

With eyes of fire and Ret of air, 

Whose harp aronnd my altax swells, 

The sweetest of a thousand shells ?” 

Aphelia is the Delphic fair,^ 

With eyes of fire and golden hair, 

Aphelia’s are the airy feet, 

And hers the harp divinely sweet ; 

For foot so light has never trod 
The laurel’d caverns* of the god, 
i^or harp so soft has ever given 
A strain to earth or sigh to heaven . 

“ Then tell the virgin to unfold, 

In looser pomp, her locks of gold, 

And bid those eyes with fonder lire 
Be kindled for a god’s desire f 
Since He, who lights the path of years — 

Even from the fount of morning’s tears, 

To wdiere his sitting splendours bum 
Upon the western sea-maid’s urn — 


1 This poem requires a little explanation. It is well 
fcnatwn that, in the ancient temples, whenever a reverend 
priest, like the supposed author of the invitation before us, 
was inspired with a tender inclination towards any fair 
visitor of the shrine, and, at the santie time, felt a difiidence 
in las own powders of persuasion, he had but to proclaim 
that tile God himself was enamoured of her, and had signi- 
fied his divine will tliat she should sleep in the interior of 
the temple. Many a pious husband connived at this divine 
assignation, and even tleclared himself proud of the selec- 
tion, with which his family hud been distinguished by the 
deity. Jn the temple of Jupiter Behm, there was a splendid 
bed for tliese occasions. In Egyptian Thebes the same 
mockery was practised, and at the oracle of Patara in Ly- 
cia, the priestess never could propliesy till an interview with 
the deity was allowed her. The story which we read in 
Josephus (Lib. xviii. cap. 3.) of the Roman matron Paulina, 
wiiotn the pricai-s of Isis, for a bribOj betrayed in this manner 

Mundus, is a singular instance of the impudent excess to 
wiiich credulity suffered these impostures to be carried. 
This story has been put into the form of a little novel, under 
the name of “ La Pudicitia Schernita,” by the licentious 
and unfortunate Pallavicino. See his Opere Scclte^ tom. i, 
I have made my priest here prefer a cave to tlie temple. 

2 In the 9th Pytbic of Pindar, where Apollo, in the same 

manner, requires of Chiron some information respecting the 
fair Gyrene, the Centaur, in obeying, very gravely apolo- 
gizes for telling the god what his omniscience must know so : 
perfectly already : j 

El 5‘fi T'S x«i srsep trot^ov 
■ ■ ■ ■ ' ' ! 

3 AXX’ ftf Sett^vuSiff yvaXet jSj}<ro/*«i TaJ*. JEurtpid. 
fan. -p. 76. 

4 Ne deve partorir ammiratione ch’eglisl pregiasse di 
tinver una Delta concorrente nel possesso della moglie; 
mentre, anche, nei nostri secoli, non ostante eosi rigorose 
®gge d’onore, trovasi chi s’ascrive a gloria il veder la mo- 
^ie honorata da gP ampleasi di un Principe.— PoZHauicmo, 


Cannot, in all his course, behold 
Such eyes of fire, such hair of gold ! 

Tell her, he comes, in blissful pride, 

His lip yet sparkling with the tide, 

That mantles in Olympian bowls, 

The nectar of eternal souls I 
For her, for her he quits the skies. 

And to her kiss from nectar flies. 

Oh ! he w’-ould hide his wreath of rays, 

And leave the world to pine for days, 
Might he but pass the hours of shade, 
Imbosom’d by his Delphic maid — 

She, more than earthly woman blest, 

He, more than god on woman’s breast !” 

There is a cave beneath the steep,* 

Where living rills of crystal weep 
O’er herbage of the loveliest hue 
That ever spring begem’d with dew : 

There oft the green bank’s glossy tint 
Is brighten’d by the amorous print 
Of many a faun and naiad’s form, 

That still upon the dew is warm, 

Wlien virgins come, at peep of day, 

To kiss the sod %vhere lovers lay ! 

“ There, there,” the god, impassion’d, said, 
“Soon as the twilight tinge is fled, 

And the dim orb of lunar souls^ 

Along its shadowy path-way rolls — 

There shall we find our bridal bed, 

And ne’er did rosy rapture spread, 

Not even in Jove, voluptuous bowers, 

A bridal bed so blest as ours I” 

“Tell the imperial God, who reigns, 
Sublinre in oriental fanes, 

Wliose towering turrets paint their pride 
Upon Euphrates’ pregnant tide ;* 

Tell him, when to his midnight loves 
In mystic majesty he moves, 


1 The Corycian Cave, which Pausanias mentions. The 
inhabitants of Parnassus held it sacred to the Corycian 
nymijhs, who were children of the river Plistus. 

2 See a preceding note, page 119. It should seem that 
lunar spirits were of a purer order than spirits in general, as 
Pythagoras was said by his tbllowors to have descended from 
tlie regions of the moon, The Mcresiarcli Manes too ima- 
gined that the sun and moon ate the residence of Christ, 
and that the ascension was notlung more tlian his flight to 
those orbs. 

3 The temple of Jupiter Belus at Babylon, which con- 
sisted of several chapels and lowers. “In the last tower 
(.says Herodotus) is a large chapel, in which there lies a bed, 
very splendidly ornamented, and beside it a table of gold; 
but there is no statue in the place. No man is allowed to 
sleep here, but the apartment is appropriated to a female, 
whom, if we believe the Chaldean priests, the deity selects 
from the women of the country, as his favourite.” — Lib. I 
cap. 181. 

The poem now before the reader, and a few more in the 
present collection, are taken from a -work, which I rather 
prematurely announced to the public, and which, perhaps very 
luckily for myself, W’as interrupted by my voyage to Ameri- 
ca. The following fragments from the same work describe 
the effect of one of these invitations of Apolio upon the 
mind of a young enthusiastic girl 

Delphi heard her shrine proclaim, 

In oracles, the guilty flame. 

Apollo lov’d my youthful charms, 

Apolio woo’d me to his arms ! — 

Sure, sure when man so oft allows 
Religion’s wreath to blind his brows, 

Weak wondering woman vmst believe, 

, Where pride and zeal at once deceive. 
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iiglited by many an odorous fire, 

And hymn’d by all Chaldea’s choir — 
Oh ! tell the godhead to confess, 

The pompous joy delights him less, 
(Even though his mighty arms enfold 
A priestess on a couch of gold) 

Than, when in love’s unholier prank, 
By moonlight cave or rustic bank, 
Upon his neck some wood-nymph lies, 
Exhaling from her lips and eyes 
The dame and incense of delight, 

To sanctify a dearer rite, 

A mystery, more divinely warm’d 
Than priesthood ever yet perform’d !” 

Happy the maid, whom Heaven allows 
To break for Heaven her virgin vows I 
Happy the maid !— her robe of shame 
Is whiten’d by a heavenly dame, 
Whose glory, with a lingering trace, 
Shines through and deides her race ! 

Oh, virgin ! what a doom is thine I 
To-night, td-night a lip divine^ 


When flattery takes a holy vest, 

Oh ! ’tis too much for woman’s breast ! 

How often ere the destin’d time, 

Which was to seal my joys sublime, 

How often did I trembling run 
To meet, at morn, the mounting sun, 

And, while his fervid beam he threw 
Upon my lips’ luxuriant dew, 

I thought— alas ! the simple dream — 

There burn’d a kiss in every beam ; 

With parted lips inhal’d their heat, 

And sigh’d, “ oh god ! thy kiss is sweet!” 

Oft too, at day’s meridian hour, 

When to the naiad’s gleamy bower 
Our virgins steal, and, blushing, hide 
Their beauties in the folding tide, 

If, through the grove, whose modest arms 
Were spread around my robeless charms, 

A wandering sunbeam wanton fell 
Where lover’s looks alone should dwell, 

Not all a lover’s looks of flame 
Oould kindle such an amorous shame. 

It was the sun’s admiring glance, 

And, as I felt its glow advance 

O’er my young beauties, wildly flush’d 

I burn’d and panted, thrill’d and blush’d ! 

;f: !{: •* :f: 

No deity at midnight came — 

The lamps, that witness’d all my shame, 

Eeveal’d to these bewilder’d eyes 
No other shape than earth supplies ; 

No solar light, no nectar’d air, 

AH, all, alas ! was human there : 

Woman’s faint conflict, virtue’s fall, 

And passion’s victory— human all! 

How gently must tire guilt of love 
Be charm’d away by Powers above, 

When men possess such tend skill 
In softening crime and sweetening ill ! 

’Twas but a night, and morning’s rays 
Saw me, with fond forgiving gaze, 

Hang o’er the r^uiet slumbering breast 
Of him who ruin’d all my rest ; 

Him, who had taught these eyes to weep 
Their first sad tears, and yet could sleep ! 

» « Jfe ^fe ^ 

1 Fontonella, in his playful rifadmento of the learned 
materials of Van-Dale, has related in his own inimitable 
manner an adventure of this kind, which wasdetected and 
exposed at Alexandria. See VHistorie des Oracles ^ se- 
conde dissertat. chap. vii. Crebillon, too, in one of his most 
amusing little stories, has made the Gdnie Mange-Taupes, 


la every Mss shall stamp on thee 
A seal of immortality ! 

Fly to the cave, Apbelia, fly ; 

There lose the world, and wed the sky ! 
There all the boundless rapture steal 
Which gods can give, or woman feel ! 


WOMAN. 

Away, away — ^you’re all the same, 

A fluttering, smiling, jilting throng ! 

Oh ! by my soul, I burn with shame, 

To think I’ve been your slave so long ! 

Slow to be warm’d, and quick to rove, 
From folly kind, from cunning loath, 

Too cold for bliss, too weak for love. 

Yet feigning all that ’s best in both. 

Still panting o’er a crowd to reign, 

More joy it gives to woman’s breast 

To make ten frigid coxcombs vain, 

Than one true, manly lover blest ! 

Away, away — yom smile ’s a curse— 

Oh ! blot me from the race of men, 

Kind pitying Heaven ! by death or worse, 
Before I love such things again ! 


BALLAD STANZAS. 

I KNEW by the smoke that so gracefully curl’d 
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near, 
And I said, “ if there’s peace to be found in the world, 
A heart that was humble might hope for it here 

It was noon, and on flowers that languish’d around 
In silence repos’d the voluptuous bee ; 

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound 
But the wood-pecker tapping the hollow beech-tree. 

And “ Here in this lone little wood,’’ I exclaim’d, 

“ With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye. 
Who would Mush when I prais’d her, and weep if I 
blam’d, 

How blest could I live, and how calm could I die * 

“ By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry dips 
In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to recline, 
And to know that I sigh’d upon innocent lips, 

Which had never been sigh’d on by any but mine 1” 


,TO — . ' 

NOSEI TA «»IATATA. Euripides. 

’ 1803 . 

Come, take the harp — ’tis vain to muse 
Upon the gathering ills we see ; 

Oh ! take the harp, and let me lose 
AH thoughts of ill in hearing thee ! 


I of the Isle Jonquille, assert this privilege of spiritual beings 
I in a manner very formidable to the husbands of the island 
j He says, however, “ Les maris ont le plaisir de rester ton 
1 jours dans le doute ; en pareil cas, c’est une ressource.” 
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Siog to me, love I — ^though, death were near. 
Thy song could make my soul forget — 
Nay, nay, in, pity diy that tear, 

All may be well, be happy yet I 


Let m,e but see that snowy arm 
Once more upon the dear harp lie, 
And I will cease to dream of harm, 

Will smile at fate, while thou art nigh ! 


Give me that strain of mournful touch, 
We us’d to love long, long ago, 
Before our hearts had known as much 
As now, alas 1 they bleed to know I 


Sweet notes I they tell of former peace, 
Of all that look’d so rapturous then : 
Nov; wither’d, lost — oh \ pray thee, cease, 
I cannot bear those sounds again ! 


Art thou too, wretched ? yes, thou art ; 

I see thy tears flow fast with mine — 
Come, come to this devoted heart, 

’Tis breaking, but it still is thine I 


Who mus’d amid the mighty cataclysm, 

O’er his rude tablets of primeval lore,^ 

Nor let the living star of science- sink 
Beneath the waters which ingulfd the world !■— 
Of visions, by Calliope reveal’d 
To him,^ who trac’d upon his typic lyre 
The diapason of man’s mingled frame, 

And the grand Doric heptachord of Heaven ! 
With all of pure, of wondrous and arcane, 
Which the grave sons of Mochiis, many a night, 
Told to the young and bright-hair’d visitant 
Of Carmel’s sacred mount — ^Theii, in a flow 
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’Twas on the Red Sea coast, at morn, we met 
The venerable man d a virgin bloom 
Of softness mingled with tlie vigorous thought 
That tower’d upon his brow ; as when we see 
The gentle moon and the full radiant sun 
Shining in heaven together. When he spoke, 

*Twas language sweeten’d into song — such holy 
sounds 

As ofi. the spirit of the good man hears, 

Prelusive to the harmony of heaven, 

When death is nigh and still, as he unclos’d 
His sacred lips, an odour, all as bland 
As ocean-breezes gather from the flowers 
That blossom in elysium,® breath’d around ! 

With silent awe we listen’d, while he told 
Of the dark veil, which many an age had hung 
O’er Nature’s fonn, till by the touch of Time 
The mystic shroud grew tliin and luminous, 

And half the goddess beam’d in glimpses through it! 
Of magic wonders, that -were luiown and taught 
By him (or Cham or Zoroaster nam’d) 


1 Cham, the son »>f Noah, is supposed to have taken with 
him into the ark the principal doctrines of magical, or rathei 
of natural, science, which he had inscribed upon some very 
durable substances, in order that they might resist the 
ravages of the deluge, and transmit the secrefs of antedilu- 
vian knowledge to his posterity, — See the e,\tracts made by 
Bayle, in his article Cham, The identif y of Cham and Zo- 
roaster depends upon llie authority of Berosus, or the im- 
postor Annius, and a few more such respectable testimonies. 
See JiTaade's ^dpologie paur les Grands Honmes^ etc. 
C!»ap. 8, where he takes more trouble than is necessary in 
refuting this gratuitous .supposition. 

il Chamuni a posreris huju.s artis admiratoribus Zoroaa- 
trum, sen vivum asiruin, propterea fuisse dictum et pro Deo 
habilnrn. — Eockart. (icograph. Sacr. lib. iv. cap. L 
3 Orpheus. — Paulinus," in his Jdebdomatks^ Cap. li. Lib. 
iii. lias endeavoured to show, after the Plalonists, that man 
is a diapason, made u}) of a diatesseron, which is his soul, 
and a diapeuie, which is his body. Those frequent allusions 
to music, by which the ancient philosophers illustrated their 
sublime theories, must have tended very much to elevate 
the character of' I lie art, and to enrich it with associations 
of the grandest and most interesting nature. See a pre- 
ceding note, page lOT, for their ideas upon the harmony of 
the sphere.s. Heraclitus compared the mixture of good and 
evil in tliis world to the blended varieties of harmony in a 
musical imstrument; {Plutarch (le JJnime Procreal,) and 
Euryphanius the Pythagorean, in a fragment preserved by 
Stobieus, describes human lilej in its perfection, a.s a sweet 
and well-tuned lyre. Some ot the ancients were so fanciful 
as to suppose that the operations of the memory were regu- 
lated by a kind of musical cadence, and that id'ea.s occurred 
to it “per arsin et thesin f’ while others converted the whole 
man into a mere harmonized machine, whose motion de- 
pended upon a certain tension of the bofiy, analogous to that 
of the strings in an iustniment. Cicero indeed ridicules 
Aristoxenus for this fancy, and says, “ let iiim teach singing, 
and leave piiilosonhy to Aristotle;” but Aristotle himself, 
though decidedly ofqtosed to the harmonic speculations of 
the Pythagoreans and Piatonisfs, could sometimes conde- 
scend to enliven Ids doctrines by reference to the beauties 
of musical science; as, in the treatise ILpi xocTiUoo, attri- 
huled'tuliim, Si sv nopysp^iou 


1 In Plutarch’s Essnp <m the Drdltm of the Grades^ 

Cleombrotns, one of the interlormtors, describes «n extra- 
ordinary man whom he had met with, after long research, 
upon the banks of tho Red Sea. Once in every year this 
supernatural personage appeared to mortals, mid conversed 
with tliCMu ; the rest of bis time he passed among the Genii 
and the Nymphs, lisp* tjjv spvB'pxv c-wX-asrs-av supov, stw- 
iS'puJsrois rr»v srag xrrx'^ 5VTuy%»vovT{s, Ss (rvv 

Txig vu.ttyjtii;, kxi Sxtptxn^ aig sapxcrKe. He spoke 

in a tone not far rcmioved from singing, and whenever he 
opened ins lips, a fragrance filled the place : 

Si rov roiTOv i’J-jnSix xxrsi^s^ nv orTOjuxTCg i;SiTr0p utts^tvs- 
ovrog. From him Cleombrotus learned the doctrine of a 
plurality of worlds. 

2 The celebrated Janus Dousa, a little before his death, 
imagined that he heard a strain of music in the air. See 
tho poem of Heinsius “in harmoniam quam paulo ante 
obitum audire sibi visus est Dousa.” Page 501. 

...3; — - suS-si, ptsfjt-stgov, ... 


vaisrov wxsxvtSeg 
osu^esi vrg^tiirvstiTiv xv- 
Si ailfvtrs (pKtyti, 


Pindar, Otpmp. il 


Tiie Abbd Batteux, upon the doctrine oftlio Stoics, attri- 
butes to those philosophers the same mode of illustration. 
“L’ameetait cause active, xniog, le corps cause 

passive tsu srsio-xsiw. L’une agissant dans Fautre; et 
y preuant, par son action rmliine, un earactere, dcs formes, 
des modifications, qu’elle n’avait pas par elle-racme : a pen 
[ires commo Fair, (lui, chasse dans iin instrument de musique, 
fait connaitre par les differens sons qu’il produit, les diflVjr- 
entes modifications qu’il y recoil.” See a fine simile of 
this kind in Cardinal PoiignaPs Poem^ Lib. 5. v. 734, 

4 Pythagoras is represented in Jamblicbua as descending 
with great solemnity from Mount Carmel, for which reason 
the Carmelites have claimed him as one of their fraternity. 
This Mochus or Mosclms, with the descendants of whom 
Pythagoras conversed in Phoenicia, and from whom he de- 
rived the doctrines of atomic philosophy, is supposed by 
some to be the same with Moses. Huett has adopted this 
idea, Demonstration PoangeUque, Prop. iv. chap. 2. § 7 ; 
and Le Clerc, amongst others, has refuted it. See Bibliotk. 
ckoisie,,^ tom. i. p. 75.— It is certain, however, that the doc- 
trine of atoms was known and promulgated long before Epi- 
curus. “ With the fountains of Democritus,” says Cicero, 
“ the gardens of Epicurus were watered and indeed the 
learned author of the Intellectual System has shown, that 
all the early philosophers, till the time of Plato, were atom- 
ists. We find Epicurus, how^ever, boasting that his tenets 
were new and unborrowed, and perhaps few among the 
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Of calmer converse, he beguil’d us on 
Through many a maze of garden and of porch, 

ancients had a stronger claim to originality ; for, in truth, 
if wo examine their schools of philosophy, notwithstanding 
the peculiarities which seem to distinguish them from^ eacli 
other, we may generally observe that the difference is but 
•verbal and trifling, and that, among those various and learn- 
ed heresies, tliere is scarcely one to be selected, whose opi- 
nions are its own, original, and exclusive. The doctrine of 
the world’s eternity may be traced tiirough all the sects- 
The continual metempsychosis of Pythagoras, the grand 
periodic year of the Sioics, (at the conclusion of which the 
universe is supposed to return to its original order, and 
commence a new revolution,) the successive dissolution and 
combination of atoms maintained by the Epicureans, all 
these tenets are but different intimations of the same gene- 
ral belief in the eternity of the world. As St. Austin ex- 
plains the periodic year of the Stoics, it disagrees only so far 
with the idea of the Pythagoreans, that instead of an endless 
transmission of the soul through a variety of bodies, it re- 
stores the same body and soul to repeat their former round 
of existence, and “ that identical Plato, who lectured in the 
Academy of Athens, shall again and again, at certain inter- 
vals during the lapse of eternity, appear in the same academy 
and resume the same functions — ” .... sic eadem tempora 
temporaliuraque rerum volumina repeti, ut v.g. sicut in isto 
sJBculo Plato philosophus in urbe Atheniensi, in ea schola 
qu8B Academia dicta est, discipulos docuit, ita per innume- 
rabilia retro ssicula, multuin plexis quidem intervallis, sed 
certis, et idem Plato, et eadem civitas, eademque schola, 
iidemque discipuli repetiti et per innumerabilia deinde saecula 
repetendi sint — de Civitat. Dei. lib. xii. cap. 13. Vanini, 
in his dialogues, has given us a similar explication of the 
periodic revolutions of the world. “ Ea de causa, qui nunc 
sunt in usu ritus, centies millies fuerunt, totiesque renaseen- 
tur quoties ceciderunt.” — 52. 

The paradoxical notions of the Stoics, upon the beauty, 
the riches, the dominion of their imaginary sage, are among 
the most distinguishing characteristics of the school, and, 
according to their advocate Lipsius, were peculiar to that 
sect. “ Priora ilia (decreta) quie passim in philosophantium 
scholis fore obtinent, ista qum peculiaria huic sectaj et ha- 
bent contradictionem: i. o. paradoxa .” — Manuduct ad 
Stoic. Philos, lib. iii. dissertat. 2. But it is evident (as 
the Abb6 Gamier has remarked, J\Umoires de VAcad. tom. 
35.) that even those absurdities of the stoics are borrowed, 
and that Plato is the source of all their extravagant para- 
doxes. We find their dogma, “ dives tj^ui sapiens,’’ (which 
Clement of Alexandria has transferred trom the Philosopher 
to the Christian, Pedagog. lib, iii. cap. 6.) expressed in the 
prayer of Socrates at the end of the Phajdrus. ii Hav 
Tfi X66< ocroi ry^^s SreotySar/irs fx,oi •ysvserB'xi rav- 

Jo5’ev* TagwS-fiv S'e oarx £%w, T015 evtoj etvxt {AQj Cft^tx" 
wXsriov clfi TQvcroipov, And many other instances 

might be adduced from the AvT£pa,(rTKi,the lloXtrixof, etc. 
to prove that these weeds of paradox, were gathered among 
the bowers of the Academy. Hence it is that Cicero, in the 
preface to his Paradoxes, calls them Socvatica ; and Lipsius, 
exulting in the patronage of Socrates, says, “ Illc lotus est 
noster.” This is indeed a coalition which evinces as much 
as can be wished the confused similitude of ancient philo- 
sophical opinions : the fatlier of scepticism is here enrolled 
amongst the founders of the Portico ; he, whose best know- 
ledge was that of his own ignorance, is called in to authorize 

the pretensions of the most obstinate dogmatists in all an- 
* 

utilius, in his Itinerarium-, has ridiculed the sabbath of 
the Jews, as “lassati mollis imago Dei;” but Epicurus gave 
an eternal holiday to his gods, and, rather than disturb the 
slumbers of Olympus, denied at once the interference of a 
Providence, He does not, however, seem to have been sin- 
gular in this opinion. Theophilus of Antioch, if he deserve 
any credit, in a letter to Autolycus, lib. iii. imputes a simi- 
lar belief to Pythagoras, i^ncri (Jlv^xyo^x^) rs rwv trxvrwv 
xv5‘§m:^wv fi^Sev and Plutarch, though so 

hostile to the followers of Epicurus, has unaccountably 
adopted the very same theological error; having quoted the 
opinions of Anaxagoras and Plato upon divinity, he adds, 
Katvtfig fc'v 'xf/.xqrxvstrtv «|M<pOT£got, or< rov S^sov S7roi^<r»v 

£7ri<rrB<pofiievov raav esv.S'^iojrjvtm;, Dc Placit. Philosophy 
lib. i. cap. 7.— Plato himself has attributed a degree of in- 
difference to the gods, which is not far removed from the 
apathy of Epicurus’s heaven; as thus, in his Philchus, where 
Frotarchus asks, Ouxsv st^og yt htb %xi§stv 5rjss, »tb ttO 
ivwvTtov; and Socrates answers, Ilavy fisv ouv uxotryotirzn- 
ftov yaw xvTMV BXxriQov ytyvof^Bvav smv ; while Aristotle 
supposes a still more absurd neutrality, and concludes, by no 


Through many a system, where the scatter’d light 
Of heavenly truth lay, like a broken beam 

very flattering analogy, that the Deity is as incapable of viv 
tue as of vice: Kxi yx^ ovSb\> am Hasttet, DUS'’ 

agBTj}, ouTwf oucts creoo. — Ethic. J^icomach. lib. vii. cap. 1. 
In truth, Aristotle, upon the subject of Providence, was little 
more correct than Epicurus, He supposed the moon to be the 
limitofdivine interference, excluding of course this sublunary 
world from its influence. The first definition of the world, 
in his treatise Ilsgr jtotr^ou, (if this treatise be really the 
work of Aristotle,) agrees, almost verbum verbo, with that 
in the letter of Epicurus to Pythocies ; they both omit the 
mention of a deity ; and, in his Ethics, he intimates a doubt 
whether the godn feel any interest in the concerns of man- 
kind. Et yx^ Tt; sTTtpsXitx rwv uvS'^uisTtvwv vjro S’suv 
yivsTxt. It is true, he adds, ’£i<rn'sg 5'oxet^ but even this is 
very sceptical. 

In these erroneous conceptions of Aristotle, we trace the 
cause of that general neglect, which his philosophy expe- 
rienced among the early Christians. Plato is seldom much 
more orthodox ; but the obscure enthusiasm of his style al- 
lowed them to interpret all his fancies to their purpose ; such 
glowing steel w'as easily moulded, and Platonism became a 
sword in the hands of the fathers. 

The Providence of the Stoics, so vaunted in their school, 
was a power as contemptibly iuefilcient as the rest. All 
was fate in the system of the Portico. The chains of destiny 
were thrown over Jupiter himself^ and their deity was like 
Borgia, et Cmsar et nihil, Not even the language of Seneca 
can reconcile this degradation of divinity : lileipse omni- 
um conditor ac rector seripsit quidam fata, sed sequitur; 
semper paret, semel jussit” Zih. de Providentid, Cap- 5. 

With respect to tiie difference between the Stoics, Peripa- 
tetics, and Academicians, the following words of Cicero, 
prove that he saw but little to distinguish them from each 
other: “ Peripateticos etAcademicos, nominibus difterentes, 
re congruentes ; a quibus Sloici ipsi verbis magis quam 
sententiis disseiiserunt.” Academic, lib. ii. 5., and perhaps 
w'hatBeici has remarked upon one of their points of contro- 
versy might be applied as effectually to the reconcilement 
of all the rest: “The dispute between the Stoics and 
Peripatetics was probably all for want of definition. The 
one said they were good under the control of reason, the 
other that they should be eradicated.” Essays, vol. iii. 
In short, from the little which I know upon the subject, it 
appears to me as difficult to establish the boundaries of 
opinion between any two of the philosophical sects, as it 
would be to fix the land-marks of those estates in the moon, 
which Ricciolus so generously allotted to his brother as- 
tronomers. Accordingly we observe some of the greatest 
men of antiquity passing without scruple from school to 
school, according to the fancy or convenience of the mo- 
ment. Cicero, the father of Roman philosophy, is some- 
times an Academician, sometimes a Stoic; and, more than 
once, he acknowledges a conformity with Epicurus : “ non 
sine causa igitur, Epicurus ausus est dicere semper in plu- 
ribus bonis esse sapientem, quia semper sit in voluptatibus.” 
Tusculan. Quast. lib. v.-— TJmugh often pure in his theo- 
logy, he sometimes smiles at futurity as a fictipn; thus, in 
his Oration for Cluentius, speaking of punishments in the- 
life to come, he says, “ duae si falsa sunt, id quod omnes 
intelligunt, quid ei tandem aliud mors eripuit, prmter sensum 
dolorisi” though here perhaps we should do him justice by 
agreeing with his commentator Sylvius, who remarks upon 
this passage, “ Hmc autem dixit, ut c-aus-aa suoa subserviiet.’^ 
Horace roves like a butterfly through the schools, and now 
wings along the walls of the Porch, and now basks among 
the flowers of the Garden ; while Virgil, with a tone of mind 
strongly philosophical, has left us uncertain of the sect 
which he espoused ; the balance of opinion declares him an 
Epicurean, but the ancient author of his life assorts that he 
was an Academician, and we trace through his poetry the 
tenets of almost all the loading sects. The same kind of 
electric indifference is observable in most of the Roman 
writers. Thus Propertius, in the fine elegy of Cynthia, on 
his departure for Athens, 

Illic vel studiis animum emendare P]atoni.s, 

Incipiani, aut hortis, docte Epicure, tuis. 

Lib. iii. Eleg. 21. 

Though Broukhusius here reads, “ dux Epicure,” which 
seems to fix the poet under the banners of Epicurus. Even 
the Stoic Seneca, whose doctrines have been considered so- 
orthodox, that St. Jerome has ranked him amongst the 
ecclesiastical writers, and Boccaccio, in his comrnenfary 
upon Dante, has doubted, (in considoradon of the philoso- 
pher’s supposed correspondence with St. Pau),) whether 
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From Ihe pure sun, "wliich, though refracted all 
Into a thousand hues, is sunshine still,’ 

And bright through every change ! — ^he spoke of Him, 
The loae,*^ eternal One who dwells above, 

And of the soul’s untraceabie descent 

From that liigh fount of spirit, through the grades 

Of intellectual being, til! it mis 

Witii atoms vague, corruptible, and dark ; 

iSor even then, though sunk in earthly dross. 

Corrupted all, nor its ethereal touch 

Quite lost, but tasting of the fountain stiB ! 

As some bright river, wdiich has roll’d along 
Through meads of liowery light and mines of gold, 

: When pour’d at length into the dusky deep, 

Disdains to mingle with its briny taint, 

But keeps awhile the pure and golden tinge, 

The balmy freshness of the fields it left 

And here the old man ceased — a winged train 
Of nymphs and genii led him from our eyes. 

The fair illusion fled ; and, as I wak’d, 

I knew my visionary soul had been 
Among that people of aerial dreams 
WBio live upon the burning galaxy I'’’ 


Baute should have placed him in Limbo vvkh the rest of the 
I’agaas — the rigid Seneca has bestowed sucJi commenda- 
tions on Epicurus, tltat if only those passages of his works 
Were preserved to us, we could not, I think, hesitate in pro- 
nouncing him an Epicurean. In the same manner we find 
Porphyry, in his work upon abstinence, referring to Epicurus 
as an i^vaniple. of the most strict Pythagorean temperance ; 
and Ijiincelotti, the author of FarfalloJii degli afiticki 
Istorici^ has been seduced by tliis grave reputation of Epi- 
curus inio the absurd error of associating him withChrysip- 
pus, us a chief of the Stoic BChooI, There is no doubt, 
indeed, that however the Epicurean sect might have relaxed 
from its original purity, the morals of its founder were as 
correct as those of any among the ancient philosophers ; and 
his doctrines upon pleasure, as explained in the letter to 
Meneceus, are rational, amiable, and consistent with our 
nature. M. do Sabions, in his Grands homn.es venges ex- i 
presses strong indignation against the Eiieyclop6distes for : 
their just and animated praises of Epicurus, and discussing ; 
the question, “ si ce philosophe «;tait vertueux,” he denies it ' 
UfKjin no other authority than the calumnies collected by 
Plutarch, who himself confesses that, on this particular sub- 
ject, he consulted only opinion and report, witliout pausing 
to investigate their truth. Akk» rvjv cu tjjv aXeSrutoiv \ 

<rxorroy,tt>|v. To the factious zeal of his illiberal rivals the 
Stoics, Epicurus owed these gross misrepresentations of the 
life and opinions of himself and his associates, which, not-’ 
■withstanding the learned exertions of Gassendi, have still 
left an odium on the name of his philcsophy ; and we ought 
to examine the ancient accounts of Epicorus with the same 
degree of cautious belief which^ in reading ecclesiastical 
history, we yield to the declanmtiotia of the fafiiers against 
the heretics ; trusting as little to Plutarch upon a dogma of 
tins philosopher, as w'e would to St, Cyril upon, a tenet of 
jNbiStorius. (1#1.) 

The preceding remarks, I wish the reader to observe, 
were written at a time when I thought the studies to which 
they refiT much more important and much more amusing 
tliun, £ freely confess, they appear to me at present. 

1 Lactantius asserts that all the truths of Christianity may 

be found dispersed through the ancient philosophical sects, 
and that any one who would Collect these scattered frag- 
ments of orthodoxy, might form a code in no respect differ- i 
ing from that of the Christian, “ Si extitisset ediquis, qui 
veritatem sparsam per singulos per sectasque diffusam! 
colligeret in unum, ac redigeret in corpus, is profecto non 
dissentiret a nobis.” — Inst, lib. vi. c. 7. j 

2 To ^ovov )t«i epit/40v, | 

3 This fine Platonic image I have taken from a passage 
in Father Bouchet’s letter upon the Metempsychosis, m-| 
©erted in PicarVs Cerem. Relig, tom. iv. 

4 According to Pythagoras, the people of Dreams are ; 
souls collected together in the Galaxy. Aijftos Si ova^pujv^ 

xtoTeft liv^ayopxVj tAt ^xiXxi .^ifcriv Sig l«V ' 

y ax x'iixv,— Porphyr. de Jfyntph<‘ i 


The world had just begun to steal 
Each hope that led me lightly on, 

I felt not, as I us’d to feel, 

And life grew dark and love was gone ! 

No eye to mingle sorrow’s tear, 

No lip to mingle pleasure’s breath, 

No tongue to call me kind and dear— 

’Twas gloomy, and I wish’d for death I 

But when I saw that gentle eye, 

Oh ! something seem’d to tell me then. 
That I was yet too young to die, 

And hope and bliss might bloom again ! 

With every beamy smile, that cross’d 
Your kindling cheek, you lighted home 
Some feeling which my heart had lost, 

And peace, which long had learn’d to roam 

’Twas then indeed so sweet to live, 

Hope look’d so new, and love so kind, 
That, though I weep, I still forgive 
The ruin, which they’ve left behind I 

I could have lov’d you — oh so w^ell — 

The dream, that wishing boyhood knows. 
Is but a bright beguiling spell. 

Which only lives, while passion glows : 

But when this early fiusli declines, 

Wlien the heart’s vivid morning fleets. 

You know not then how close it twines 
Round tlie first kindred soul it meets 1 

Yes, yes, I could have lov’d, as one 
Who, while his youth’s enchantments fall, 
Finds something dear to rest upon, 

Which pays him for the loss of all ! 

tkt * ' St« ' * l«t 


DREAI^IS. 

In slumber, I prithee how is it 
That souls are oft taking the air, 

And paying each other a visit, 

While bodies are — ^Heaven knows where? 

Last night, ’tis in vain to deny it, 

Your soul took a fancy to roam, 

For I heard her, on tiptoe so quiet, 

Come ask, whether mine was at home. 

And mine let her in with delight, 

And they talk’d and they kiss’d the time through * 
For, when souls come together at night, 

There is no knowing what they may’nt do ! 

And ^our little soul, Heaven bless her ! 

Had much to complain and to say, 

Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her 
By keeping her prison’d all day. 

“If I happen,” said she, “ but to steal 
For a peep now and then to her eye, 

Or to quiet the fever I feel, 

Just venture abroad on a sigh ; 


“ In an instant, she frightens me in 
“ With some phantom of prudence or terror, 

For fear I should stray into sin, 

Or, what is still worse, into error I 

“ So, instead of displaying my graces 
Tlirough look, and through words, and through 
mein, 

I am shut up in corners and places, 

Where truly I blush to be seen 1” 

Upon hearing this piteous confession, 

My Soul, looking tenderly at her, 

Declar’d, as for grace and discretion, 

He did not know much of the matter ; 

“ But, to-morrow, sweet Spirit !” he said, 

“ Be at home after midnight, and then 

I will come when your lady’s in bed. 

And we’ll talk o’er the subject again.” 

So she whisper’d a word in his ear, 

I suppose to her door to direct him, 

And— just after midnight, my dear, ! 

Your polite little soul may expect him 


Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 

We’ll sing at St. Ann’s our parting hymn,^ 
Row brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 

The Rapids are near and the day-light ’s past I 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 

There is not a breath the blue wave to corl l 
But, when the wind blows off the shore. 

Oh I sweetly we’ll rest our weary oar. 

Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 

The Rapids are near and the day-light ’s past I 

Utawas’ tide I this trembling moon, 

Shall see ns float over thy surges soon ; 

Saint of this green isle ! hear our prayers, 

Oh ! grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 

The Rapids are near and the day-light’s past ! 


TO MRS. . 

To see thee every day that came, 

And And thee every day the same, ' 

In pleasure’s smile or sorrow’s tear 
The same benign, consoling dear ! — 

To meet thee early, leave thee late, 

Has been so long, my bliss, my fate, 

That life, without this cheering ray, 
Which came, like sunshine, every day, 
And all my pain, my sorrow chas’d, 

Is now a lone and loveless waste. — 
Wliere are the chords she used to touch ? 
Where are the songs she lov’d so much? 
The songs are hush’d, the chords are still, 
And so, perhaps, will every thrill 
Of friendship soon be lull’d to rest, 
Which late I wak’d in Anna’s breast ! 

Yet no — the simple notes I play’d, 

On memory’s tablet soon may fade ; 

The songs, wliich Anna lov’d to hear. 
May all be lost on Anna’s ear ; 

But friendship’s sweet and fairy strain 
Shall ever in her heart remain : 

Nor memory lose nor time impair 
The sympathies winch tremble there ! 


, A CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 

WRITTEN ON THE RIVER ST. LAWRENCE.* 

Et remigem Cantus Iiortatur. 

Qiuntilian. 

Faintly as tolls the evening chime 

Our voices keep tune, and our oars keep time : 

1 1 wrote these words to an air, which our boatmen sung 
to us very frequently. The wind was so unfavourable, that 
they were obliged to row all the way, and we were five days 
in descending the river from Kingston to Montreal, exposed 
to an iuteaso sun during the clay, and at night forced to take 


EPISTLE IX. 

TO THE LADY CHARLOTTE R—WD— N. 

FROM THE BANKS OF THE RIVER ST. LAWRENCE 

Not many months have now been dream’d away 
Since yonder sun, (beneath whose evening ray 
We rest our boat among these Indian Isles,) 

Saw me, where mazy Trent serenely smiles 
Through many an oak, as sacred as the groves, 
Beneath whose shade the pious Persian roves, 

And hears the soul of father or of chief, 

Or loved mistress, sigh in every leaf 

shelter from the dews in any miserable hut upon the banka 
that would receive us. But the magnificent scenery of the 
St. Lawrence repays all these difficulties. 

Our Voyageurs had good voices, and sung perfectly in 
tune together. The original words of the air, to which I 
adapted these stanzas, appeared to be a long, incoherent 
story, of which J could understand but little, from the barba 
rous pronunciation of the Canadians. It begins, 

Dans mon chemin j’ai rencontre 
Deux cavaliers tres-bien months ; 

And the refrain to every verso was, 

APombre d’un boisje m’en vaisjouer, 

A I’ombre d’un bois je m’en vais danser. 

I ventured to harmonize this air, and have published it. 
Without that charm, which association gives to every little 
memorial of scenes or feelings that are past, the melody may 
perhaps be thought common and trifling ; but I remember 
when we had entered, at sunset, upon one of those beautiful 
lakes, into which the St. Lawrence so grandly and unex- 
pectedly opens, I have heard this simple air with a pleasure 
which the finest compositions of the first masters have never 
given me; and now, there is not a note of it, which does not 
recal to my memory the dip of our oars in the St. Lawrence, 
the flight of our boat down the rapids, and ail those new 
and fanciful impressions to which my heart was alive, dur- 
ing the whole of this very interesting voyage. 

The above stanzas are supposed to be sung by those 
voyageurs, who go to the Grande Portage by the Utawas 
river. For an account of this wonderful undertaking, sea 
Sir jilexander Mackenzie's General History of Ike Fter 
Trade, prefixed to bis 

1 “ At the Rapids of St. Ann they are obliged to take out 
a part, if not the whole, of their lading. It is from this spot 
• the Canadians consider they take their departure, as it 
j possesses the last church on the island, which is dedicated 
,t to the tutelar saint of voyagers.”— Jlfackensfe’s General 
s History of the Far Trade. 

3 2 “ Avendo essi per costume di avere in venerations gb 

e alberi grandi ed antiehi, quasi che siano spesso ricetlaccoii 
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Hiere listening, Lady ! while thy lip hath sung 
My own uiipoiishM laj^s, how proud Fve hung 
On every mellow’d number ! proud to feel 
That notes like mine should have the fate to steal, 
As o’er thy hallowing lip they sigh’d along, 

Such breath of passion and such soul of song. 

Oh ! I have wonder’d, like the peasant boy 
Wlio sings at eve his sabbath strains of joy, 

.And tvhen he hears the rude, luxuriant note 
Back to his ear on softening echoes Boat, 

Believes it still some answering spirit’s tone, 

And thinks it all too sweet to be his own I 
1 dreain’d Jiot then tliat, ere the rolling year 
Had fill’d its circle, I should wander here 
In musing awe ; should tread this wondrous world. 
See all its store of inland waters hurl’d 
In one vast volume dowm Niagara’s steep,* 

Or calm behold them, in transparent sleep, 

"Vifliere the blue hills of old Toronto shed 
Their evening shadows o’er Ontario’s bed ! 

Should trace the grand Cadaraqui, and glide 
Down the white Rapids of his lordly tide 
Through massy woods, through islets flowering fair, 
Through shades of bloom, where the first sinful pair, 
For consolation might have weeping trod, 

When banish’d from the garden of their God ! 

Oh, Lady ! these are miracles, wMch man, 

Gag’d in the bounds of Europe’s pigmy plan, 

Can scarcely dream of ; which his eye must see, 

To know how beautiful this world can be I 

But soft !— the tinges of the west decline, 

And night falls dewy o’er these banks of pine. 
Among the reeds, in which our idle beat 
Is rock’d to rest, the wind’s complaining note 
Dies, like a half-breath’d whispering of flutes ; 

Along the wave the gleaming porpoise shoots, 

And I can trace him, like a watery star,“ 

Down the steep current, till he fades afar 
Amid the foaming breakers’ silvery light, 

Where yon rough rapids sparkle through the night ! 
Here, as along this shadowy bank I stray, 

And the smooth glass-snake,* gliding o’er my way. 
Shows the dim moonliglit through his scaly form, 
Fancy, with all tlie scene’s enchantment warm, 
Hears in the murmur of the nightly breeze, 

Some Indian Spirit warble words like these ; — 


di anime ---Pietro della Valle^ Part, Second. Lettera 
16 da i giurdini di Sciraz. 

1 Whoa i arrived at Chippewa, witltin three miles of the 
Falls, it was too late to think of viKiting them that evening, 
and 1 lay awuike all night with the sound of the cataract in 
my ears. The day following I consider as a kind of era in 
my life, and the first glimpse which I caught of those won- 
derful Palls gave me a feeling winch nothing in this world 
carj ever excite again. 

To Colonel Brock, of the 49th, who commanded at the 
Fort, I am particularly indebted for his kindness to me dur- 
ing the fortnight I remained at Niagara. Among many 
pleasant days which I passed with him and his brother-offi- 
cers, that of our visit to the Tuscarova Indians was not the 
least interesting,' They received us in all their ancierit cos- 
tume ; the young men exhibited, for our amusement, in the 
race, the bat-garae, etc. while the old and the women sat 
in groups under the surrounding trees, and the picture alto- 
gether was asbeauftful as it was new to me. 

2 Anburey in his travels, has noticed this shooting illumi- 
nation which porpoises difiuseat night through the St. Law- 
rence. — ^Vol. i- p.99. 

3 The glass-simkc is brittle and transparent. 


From the clime of sacred doves,* 
Wliere the blessed Indian roves, 
Through the air on wing, as white 
As the spirit-stones of light, ^ 

Which the eye of morning counts 
On the Apallachian mounts 1 
Hither oft my flight I take 
Over Huron’s lucid lake, 

Where the wave, as clear as dew, 
Sleeps beneath the light canoe, 

Wliich, reflected, floating there, 

Looks as if it hung in air !* 

Then, when I have stray’d awhile 
Through the Manataulin isle,'* 
Breathing all its holy bloom, 

Swift upon the purple plume 
Of my Wakon-bird^ I fly 
\Wiere beneath a burning sky, 

O’er the bed of Erie’s lake, 

Slumbers many a water snake, 

Basking in the web of leaves, 

Wliich the weeping lily weaves I® 

Then I chase the fiow’ret-king 
Through his bloomy wild of spring ; 
See him now, while diamond hues 
Soft his neck and wings suifuse, 

In the lealy chalice sink, 

Thirsting for his balmy drink ; 

Now behold him all on fire, 

Lovely in his looks of ire, 

Breaking every infant stem,’ 

Scattering every velvet gem, 

■\’^liere liis little tyrant lip 
Had not found enough to sip ! 

Then my playful hand I steep 
Where the gold-thread^ loves to creep, 


1 The departed spirit goes into the Country of Souls, 
where, according to some, it is transformed into a dove.” 
CkarlevoiXj upon the Traditions and the Religion of the 
Savages of Canada. See the curious Fable of the .Ameri- 
can Orpheus in Lafitau, tom. i. p. 402. 

2 “ The mountains appear to be sprinkled with white stones, 
which glistened in the sun, and were called by the Indians 
Inanetoe aseniah, or spirit-Btones.” — Mackenzie’s Journal. 
' 3 I was thinking here of what Carver says so beautifully 
in his description of one of these lakes: “ When it was calm 
and the sun shone bright, I could sit in my canoe, where the 
depth was upwards of six fathoms, and plainly see huge 
piles of stone at the botton, of diflerent shapes, some of 
which appeared as if they had been hewn ; the water was at 
this time as pure and transparent as air, and my canoe 
seemed as if it hung suspended in that element. It was im- 
possible to look attentively through this limpid medium, at 
the rocks below, without finding, before many minutes were 
elapsed, your head swim and your eyes no longer able to 
behold the dazzling scene.” 

4 Apres avoir traverse plusieurs isles peu considerables, 
nous en Irouviimes le quatrieme jour une fameuse, nomm6e 
I’isle de Manitoualin . — Voyages du Baron de Lahonian^ 

I tom. i. lett. 15. Manataulin signifies a place of Spirits, and 
I this Island in Lake Huron is held sacred by the Indians. 

! 5 “The Wakon-bird, which probably is of the same 

; species with the bird of paradise, receives its name from the 
ideas the Indians have of its superior excellence; the Wa- 
, kon-bird being, in their language, the Bird of the Great 
: Spirit” — Morse. 

I 6 The islands of Lake Erie are surrounded to a consider 
I able distance by a large pond-lily, whose leaves spread 
I thickly over the surface of the lake, and form a kind of bed 
I for the water-snakes in summer, j 
i 7 “ The £[old-tbread is of the vine kind, and grows in 
I swamps. The roots spread themselves just under the sur- 
I face of the morasses, and are easily drawn ont by handfuls 
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Cull from thence a tangled wreath, 

Words of magic round it breathe, 

And the sunny chaplet spread 
O’er the sleeping fly-bird’s head,* 

Till with dreams of honey blest, 

Haunted in Ms downy nest 
By the garden’s fairest spells, 

Dewy buds and fragrant bells, 

Fancy all his soul embowers 
In the fly-bird’s heaven of flowers ! 

Oft when hoar and silvery flakes 
Melt along the ruffled lakes ; 

When the gray moose sheds his horns, 
When the track, at evening, warns 
Weary hunters of the way 
To the wigwam’s cheering ray, 

Then, aloft through freezing air, 

With the snow-bird^ soft and fair 
As the fleece that Heaven flings 
O’er his little pearly wings, 

Light above the rocks I play. 

Where Niagara’s starry spray, 

Frozen on the cliff, appears 
Like a giant’s starting tears 1 
There, amid the island-sedge, 

Just upon the cataract’s edge, 

Where the foot of living man 
Never trod since time began, 

Lone I sit, at close of day, 

While, beneath the golden ray, 

Icy columns gleam below, 

Feather’d round with falling snow, 

And an arch of glory springs, 

Brilliant as the chain of rings 
Round the neck of virgins hung — 

Virgins,** who have wander’d young 
O’er the waters of the west 
To the land where spirits rest I 

Thus have I charm’d, with visionary lay, 

The lonely moments of the night away ; 

And now, fresh day-light o’er the water beams ! 
Once more embark’d upon the glittering streams, 
Our boat flies light along the leafy shore, 
Shooting the falls, without a dip of oar 
Or breath of zephyr, like the mystic bark 
The poet saw, in dreams divinely dark, 

Borne, without sails, along the dusky flood, 
WMle on its deck a pilot angel stood, 


They resemble a large entangled skein of silk, and are of a ! 
bright yellow,”— JforsA 

1 L’niseau mouche, gros comrae un hanneton, est de tou- 
tes couleurs, vives et chaogeantes : il tire sa subsistence des 
fleurs comme les abeilles; son nid est fait d’un coton tres- 
fin suspendu a uns branche d’arbre — Voyages auz Indes 
Occidentales^ par M. Bossu. Second Part, lett. xx. 

SiEmberiza hyemalis,— See Imlay's Kentucky^ page 280. 

3 Lafitau wishes to believe, for the sake of his theory, 
that there was an order of vestals established among the 
Iroquois ludians; but I am afraid tbat Jacques Carthier, 
upon whose authority he supports himself, meant any thing 
but vestal institutions by the “ cabanes publiques” which he 
met with at Montreal.— See Lafitau, Mmurs des Sanvages 
^mmcoins, etc. tom. 1 . p. 173. 

4 Vedi che sdegna gli argomenti umani ; 

Si che remo non vnol, ne altro velo, 

Che P ale sue tra liti si lontani. _ 

Vedi come ’1 ha dritte verso ’I cielo 
T 


And, with his wings of living light unfurl’d, 

Coasted the dim shores of another world 1 

Yet oh ! believe me, in this blooming maze 
Of lovely nature, where the fancy strays 
From charm to charm, where every flow’ret’s hue 
Hath something strange and every leaf is new ! 

I never feel a bliss so pure and still, 

So heavenly calm, as when a stream or hill. 

Or veteran oak, like those remember’d well, 

Or breeze, or echo, or some wild-flower’s smell, 
(For, who can say what small and fairy ties 
The memory flings o’er pleasure, as it flies !) 

I Reminds my heart of many a sylvan dream 
I once indulg’d by Trent’s inspiring stream; 

Of all my sunny morns and moonlight nights 
On Bennington’s green lawns and breezy heights ! 

Whether I tmee the tmnquil moments o’er 
When I have seen thee cull the blooms of lore, 
With him, the polish’d warrior, by thy side, 

A sister’s idol and a nation’s pride! 

When thou hast read of heroes, trophied high, 

In ancient fame, and I have seen thine eye 
Turn to the living hero, while it read, 

For pure and brightening comments on the dead ! 

Or whether memory to my mind recalls 
The festal grandeur of those lordly halls, 

When guests have met around the sparkling board, 
And welcome warm’d the cup that luxury pour’d ; 
WTien the bright future Star of England’s Throne, 
With magic smile, hath o’er the banquet shone, 
Winning respect, nor claiming what he won, 

But tempering greatness, like an evening sun 
Whose light the eye can tranquilly admire, 

Glorious but mild, all softness yet all fire I — 
Whatever hue my recollections take, 

Even the regret, the very pain they wake 
Is dear and exquisite ! — ^but oh ! no more— 

Lady 1 adieu— my heart has linger’d o’er 
These vanish’d times, till ail that round me lies. 
Stream, banks, and bowers, have faded on my eyes . 


IMPROMPTU, 

AFTER A VISIT TO MRS. — , OF MONTREAL. 

’Twas but for a moment— and yet in that time 
She crowded the impressions of many an hour; 
Her eye had a glow, like the sun of her clime, 
Which wfflt’d every feeling at once into flower, 

Oh ! could we have stol’nbut one rapturous day, 

To renew such impressions again and again, 

The things we could look, and imagine, and say, 
Would be worth all the life we had wasted till then 1 

What we had not the leisure or language to speak, 
We should find some more exquisite mode of re- 
vealing, 

And, between us, should feel just as much in a week, 
[ As others would take a millennium in feeling ! 


Trattanfio ’1 acre con ’1 eterne penne; 

Che non si mutan, come mortal pelo. 

Dante^ Pur gator. Cant ii 
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MOOEFS WORKS., 


WRITTEN 

ON PASSING DEADMAN’S ISLAND,* IN 
, THE GULF OF ST. LAWRENCE, ' 

LA.TE IN THE EVENING, SEPTEMBER, 1804 , 
See yo«, beneath yon cloud so dark, 

Fast gliding along, a gloomy bark! 

Her sails are full, thougb the wind is still, 

And there blows not a breath her sails to fill ! 

Oh I what doth that vessel of darkness bear ? 

The silent calm of the grave is there, 

Save no^w and again a death-knell rung. 

And the Sap of die sails with night-fog hung ! 

There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore 
Of cold and pitiless Labrador ; 

Where, under the moon, upon mounts of frost, 
Full many a mariner’s bones are tost i 

T'on shadowy bark hath been to that virreck 
And the dim blue &e, that lights her deck, 

Doth play on as pale and livid a crew, 

As ever yet drank the church-yard dew ! 

To Beadman’s Isle, in the 63-0 of the blast. 

To Deadman’s Isle she speeds her fast ; 

By skeleton shapes her sails -are furl’d, 

And, the hand that steers is not of this world ! 

Oh! hurry thee on — oh l hurry thee on 
Thou terrible bark ! ere the night be gone, 

Nor let morning look on so foul a sight 
As would blanch for ever her rosy light ! 


TO THE BOSTON FRIGATE,® 

ON LEAVING HALIFAX FOR ENGL-iND, OCT. 1804 . 
KOSTOX II?Oa>AEIS rATKEPOT.— PiJirfar. Pljth. 4. 

With triumph, this morning, oh, Boston ! I hail 
The stir of thy deck and tlie spread of thy sail, 

For they tell me I soon shall waRed in thee. 

To the flourishing isle of the brave and the free, 
And that chill Nova-Scotia’s unpromising strand® 

Is the last I shaE tread of American land. 


1 This J8 one of iho Magdalen Islands, and, singularly 
enough, is the property of Sir Isaac Coffin. The above 
line.s were suggested by a superstition vory common among 
sailors, who call this ghost-ship, I think, the Flying Dutch- 
man.” 

We were thirteen days on our passage from Q,ttebec to 
Halifiix, and I hud been so spoiled by the very splendid hos- 

E ituUty, witli wiiich my friends of die Phaeton and Boston 
:id treated me, that I was but ill prepared to encounter the 
miseries of a Canadian ship. The weather, however, was 
pleasant, and the scenery along the river delightful, Onr 
passage through the Gut of Canso, with a bright sky and a 
fair wind, was particularly striking and romantic. 

2 Commnnded by Captain J. E. Douglas, with whom I 
returned to England, and to whom I am indebted for many, 
many kindnesses. In truth, I should but offend the delicacy 
of my friend Douglas, and, at the same time, do injustice to 
my own feelings of gratitude, did I attempt to say how 
much I owe him. 

3 Sir John Wentworth, the Governor of Nova-Scotia, 
very kindly allowed me to accompany him on his visit to 
the College, which they have lately established at Windsor, 
about forty from Halifax, and I was indeed most plea- 
santly surprised by the beauty and fertility of the country 

/wilderness 
8 told that, in travel- 


I Well— peace to the laud ! may the people, at lengthy 
Know that freedom is bliss, but that honour L 
strength ; 

That though man have the wings of the fetterless 
wind, 

Of the wantonest air that the north can unbind, 

Yet if health do not sweeten the blast with her bloom 
Nor virtue’s aroma its patliway perfume, 

Unbiest is the freedom and dreary the flight, 

That but wanders to ruin and wantons to blight ! 

Farewell to the few I have left with regret, 
j^Iay they sometimes recall, what I cannot forget, 
That communion of heart and that parley of soul, 
Which has lengthen’d our nights and illumin’d our 
bowl, 

When they’ve ask’d me the manners, the mind, or 
the mein 

Of some bard I had known, or some chief I had seen, 
Whose glory, tliough distant, they long had ador’d, 
Whose name often hallow’d the Juice of their board! 
And still as, with sympathy humble but true, 

I told them each luminous trait that I knew, 

Tiicy have listen’d, and sigh’d that the powerful' 
stream 

Of America’s empire should pass, like a dream, 
Without leaving one fragment of genius to say 
How sublime was the tide which had vanish’d away!' 
Farewell to the few — though we never may meet 
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet 
To think that,, whenever my song or my name 
Shall recur to their ear, they’ll recall me the same 
I have been to them now, young, unthoughtful, and 
blest, 

Ere hope bad deceiv’d me or sorrow deprest! 

But, Douglas ! while thus I endear to my mind 
The elect of the land we shall soon leave behind, 

I can read in the weather-wise glance of thine eye, 
As It follows the rack flitting over the sky, , 

That the faint coming breeze will be fair for our flight, 
xiiid shall steal us away, ere the falling of night. 
Dear; Doug LAS ! thou knowest,'with thee by my side, 
With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage to 
'guide, 

There is not a.bleak isle in those summerless seas, 
Where the day comes in darkness,' or shines . but., to 
freeze, ■ 

Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous shore, 

That I could not with patience, with pleasure explore. 
Oh ! think then how happy I follow thee now. 

When Hope smooths the billowy path of our prow, 
And each prosperous sigh of the west-springing wind 
Takes me nearer the home where my heart is en- 
shrin’d; 

Where the smile of a father shall meet me again, 
And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pain ; 
Where the kind voice of sisters shall steal to my 
■■ heart, 

And ask it, in sighs, how we ever could part! — 

But see ! — the bent top-sails are ready to swell — 

To the boat— I am with thee — ^Columbia, farewell ! 


ling onwards, we should find the soil and the scenery im- 
prove, and it gave me much pleasure to know that the wor. 
thy Governor has by no means such an “ inamabile regnum” 
as I was, at first sight, inclined to believe. 



EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 


1 


TO LADY H— 

ON AN OLD RING FOUND AT TUNBRIDGE-WELLS. 

Tunlridge-Wellsj Augmt, 1805. 
When Grammont grac’d these happy springs 
And Tunbridge saw, upon her Pantiles, 

The merriest wight of ail the kings 
That ever rul’d these gay, gaBant isles ; 

like us, by day, they rode, they walk’d, 

At eve, they did as we may do, 

And Grammont just like Spencer talk’d 
And lovely Stewart smil’d like you 1 

The only different trait is this. 

That woman then, if man beset her. 

Was rather given to saying “ yes,” 

Because, as yet, she knew no better 1 

Each night they held a coterie, 

Where, every fear to slumber charm’d, 

Lovers were all they ought to be. 

And husbands not the least alarm’d ! 

They call’d up aB their school-day pranks, 

Nor thought it much their sense beneath 
To play at riddles, quips, and cranks, 

And lords show’d wit, and ladies teeth. 

As — Why are husbands like the Mint?” 

Because, forsooth, a husband’s duty 
Is just to set the name and print 
That give a currency to beauty. 

“Why is a garden’s wilder’d maze 
Like a young widow, fresh and fair ?” 

Because it wants some hand to raise 
The weeds, which “ have no business there !” 

And thus they miss’d and thus they hit. 

And now they struck and now they parried, 

And some lay-in of full-grown wit, 

While others of a pun miscarried. 

’Twas one of those facetious nights 
That Grammont gave this forfeit ring. 

For breaking grave conundrum rites. 

Or punning iB, or — some such thing; 

From whence it can be fairly trac’d 
Through many a branch and many a bough. 

From twig to twig, until it grac’d 
The snowy hand that wears it now. 

All this I’ll prove, and then— to you 
Oh, Tunbridge ! and your springs ironical, 

I swear by H— the— te’s eye of blue 
To de^cate the important chronicle. 

Long may your ancient inmates give 
Their mantles to your modern lodgers, 

And ChariesMoves in H— the — ^te live, 

And Charles’ bards revive in KogerS I 

Let no pedantic fools be there, 

For ever he those fops aboBsh’d, 

With heads as wooden as thy ware, 

And, Heaven knows ! not half so polish’d. 

But still receive the mild, the gay, 

The few, who know the rare delight 
Of reading Grammont every day, 

And acting Grammont «very night ! 


TO— 

Never mind how the pedagogue proses, 

You want not antiquity’s stamp, 

The lip that ’s so scented by roses, 

Oh ! never must smeB of the lamp. 

Old Cloe, whose withering kisses 
Have long set the loves at defiance, 

Now done with the science of bhsses, 

May fly to the blisses of science ! 

Young Sappho, for want of employments, 

Alone o’er her Ovid may melt, 

Condemn’d but to read of enjoyments. 

Which wiser Coriima had felt. 

But for you to be buried in books — 

Oh, Fanny ! they’re pitiful sages. 

Who could not in one of your looks 
Read more than in millions of pages ! 

Astronomy finds in your eye 
Better light than she studies above, 

And music must borrow your sigh 
As the melody dearest to love. 

In Ethics — ^’tis you that can check, 

In a minute, their doubts and their quarrels ; 
Oh ! show but that mole on your neck, 

And ‘twiU soon put an end to their morals. 

Your Arithmetic only can trip 
When to kiss and to count you endeavour ; 
But eloquence glows on your lip 
When you swear that you’U love me for ever 

Thus you see what a brilliant alliance 
Of arts is assembled in you — ■ 

A course of more exquisite science 
Man never need wish to go through I 

And, oh !— if a feBow like me 
May confer a diploma of hearts, 

With my lip thus I seal your degree, 

My divine little Mistress of Arts ! 


EXTRACT FROM “THE DEVIL AMONG 
THE SCHOLARS.”* 

TI KAKON O TEAaS. 

CkrysosU Homil. in Epist. ad Hebraos. 

« 9)1 « Sic * 

But, whither have these gentle ones, 

The rosy nymphs and black-ey’d nuns, 

With all of Cupid’s wild romancing, 

Led my truant brains a dancing? 

Instead of wise encomiastics 
Upon the Doctors and Scholastics, 

Polymaths, and Polyhistors, 

Polyglots and— all their sisters, 


I I promised that I would give the remainder of this 
Poem, but, as my critics do not seem to relish the sublime 
1 learning which it contains, they shall have no more of it, 
i With a view, however, to the edification of these gentle 
i men, I have prevailed on an industrious friend of mine, who, 
i has read a great number of unnecessary books, to illumi- 
I nate flio extract with a little of his precious erudition. 


m 


MOORE’S WORKS. 


The histant I have got the whim in, 

Off I fly with nuns and women, 
like epie poets, ne’er at ease 
Until I’ve stol’n “in medias res V* 

So have I known a hopeful youth 
Sit down, in quest of lore and truth. 

With tomes sufficient to coiifoimd him. 

Like Tohu Bobu, heap’d around him, 
Maraurra^ stuck to Theophrastus, 

And Galen tumbling o’er Bombastus!* 
When lo ! while all that’s learn’d and wise 
Absorbs the boy, he lifts hia eyes, 

And, ilirough the window of his study 
Beholds a virgin, fair and ruddy, 

With eyes as brightly turn’d upon him, as 
The angel’s® were on Hieronymus, 

Saying, ’iwas just as sweet to kiss her — oh ! 
Far more sweet than reading Cicero ! 

Q,uick fly the folios, widely scatter’d, 

Old Homer’s laurell’d brow is batter’d. 

And Sappho’s skin to Tully’s leather, 

All arc confus’d and tost together ! 

Raptur’d he quits each dozing sage, 

Oh woman 1 for tliy lovelier page : 

Sweet book I unlike tlie books of art. 
Whose errors are thy fairest part v 
In whom, the dear errata column 
Is the best page in all the volume.'* 

But, to begin my subject rhyme — 

’Twas just about this devilish time, 

When scarce there happen’d any frolics 
That were not done by Biabolics, 


1 Mamurra, a dogmatic pliiloso{)her, who never doubted 
about any thing, except who was his father. “ Nulia de re 
unquara pr®terquam de patre dubitavit.” In vit.—Me was 
very learned—^ La dedans, (that is, in his head when it was 
opened,) le Punique heurie ie Persan, I’iflebrea cheque 
I’Arabique, pour ne point parler de la mau\'aise intelligence 
du Latin avec leGrec,” etc. SeeVUistoiredeMontmaur^ 
tom. ii. page 91. 

2 Bombastus was one of the names of that great scholar 
and quack Paracelsus. “Philippus Bombi^tus latet sub 
aplendido tegmine Aureoli Theophrasti Paraceisi,” says Sta* 
delius de circumforanea Literatorum vanitate. — He used to 
light tijo devil every night with the broad-sword, to the no 
small terror of his pupil Oporinus, who has recorded the cir- 
cumstance. (See Oparin. Vit. apud, Christian, Gryph. 
Fit. Select, quarundam Bruiilissimaram,, etc.) Paracel- 
sus had but a poor opinion of Galen. “My very beard 
(says he in his Par<tffranv,m) has more learning in it than 
either Galen or Avicenna.’' 

3 The angel, who jandded St. derom for reading Cicero,] 

asGratiau lelis the story in hia Concardantis. Mscardantimt' 
Cavtontiin^ and says that for this reason bishops were not 
allowed to road the Classics. “ Episcopus Gentiliutn libros 
non legal. — Distinct. 37. But Gratian is notorious for ly- 
ing — besides, angels have got no tangues, as the illustrious 
pupil of Panteniis assures us. Ou%’ <05 vjiitv outws 

»Ki*voi5 n yXMTTt#. oyS’ tiv a^yctvjx, tts Smv ^u^vjfS 

— Clem. Mezand. Slromat. Now, how an angel could 

scold without a tongue, I shall leave the angelic Mrs. 

to determine. 

4 The idea of the Rabbins about the origin of woman is 
singular. They think that main was originally formed with 
a tail, like a monkey, but that the Deity cut off this appen- 
dage behind, and made woman of it. Upon this extraordi- 
nary supposition the following reflection is founded 

If such is the tie between women and men, 

The ninny who weds is a pitiful elf, 

For he takes to his tail, like an idiot, again, 

And he makes a deplorable ape of himself. 

Yet, if we may judge as the fashions, prevail, 

Every husband remembers the original plan, 

And, knowing his wife is no more than his tail, 

Why he-*leavesber behind him as much as he can. 


A cold and loveless son of Lucifer, 

Who woman scorn’d, nor knew tbe use of her, 

A branch of Bagon’s family, 

(Which Bagon, whether He or She, 

Is a dispute that vastly better is 
Referr’d to Scaliger* et cseteris,) 

Finding that in this cage of fools, 

The wisest sots adorn the schools, 

Took it at once his head Satanic in. 

To grow a great scholastic mannikin, 

A doctor, quite as learn’d and fme aa 
Scotus John or Tom Aquinas,^ 

Lully, Hales irrefVagabilis 
Or any doctor of the rabble is ! 

In languages,® the Polyglots, 

Compared to him, were Babel sots ; 

Pie chatter’d more than ever Jew did. 

Sanhedrim and Priest included ; 

Priest and holy Sanhedrim 
Were one-and-seventy fools to him ! 

But chief the learned demon felt a 
Zeal so strong for gamma, delta, 

That, all for Greek and learning’s glory,"* 

He nightly tippled “ Grteco more,” 

And never paid a bill or balance 
Except upon the Grecian Kalends, 

From whence your scholars, when they want tick 
Say, to be At-tick ’s to be on tick 1 

1 Scaligcr. de Emendat. Tempor. — Dagon was thought 
by others to be a corlaiu sea-mouster, who came every day 
out of the Red Sea to teach the Syrians husbandry. Sea 
Jacques GaSo.rcVs Curia sites inouies, Chap. i. He says 
he Uiinks this story of the sea-monster “ carries little show 
of probability with it.” 

2 I wish it were known with any degree of certainty 
whether the Commentary on Boethius, attributed to Thomas 
Aquinas, be really the work of this Angelic Doctor. There 
are some bold assertions hazarded in it: for instance, he 
says that Plato kept school in a town called Academia, and 
that Aicibiades was a very beautiful woman whom some of 
Aristotle’s {)upils fell in love with. “ Aicibiades mulier 
fuit pulcherriraa, quam videntes quidam discipuli Aristote- 
lis,” etc. — See Freytag. Mdparat. Litter ar. Art. 86 . 

3 The following compliment was paid to Laurentius 
Valla, upon his accurate knowledge of tiie Latin language; 

Nunc postquam manes defunctus Valia petivit, 

Non audet Pluto verba Latina loqui. 

Since Val arrived in Pluto’s shade, 

His nouns and pronouns ail so pat in, 

Pluto himself would be afraid 
To ask even “ what’s o’clock” in Latin! 

These lines may be found in the Jiuctonm Censio of Du 
Verdier (page 29,) an excellent critic, if he could have either 
felt or understood aby one of the works which he criticises. 

4 It is much lo be regretted that Martin Luther, with all 
bis talents for reforming, should yet be vulgar enough to 
laugh at Camerarius for writing to him in Greek. “Master 
Joachim,” says he, “ has sent me some dates and some rai- 
sins, and has also written mo two letters in Greek. As soon 
as lam recovered, rshall answer them in Turkish, that he too 
may have the pleasure of reading what he does not under- 
stand.”— “Graeca sunt, legi non possunt,” is the ignorant 
speech attributed to Accursius ; but very unjustly— fer from 
asserting that Greek could not be read, that worthy juris- 
consult upon the law 6 , D. de Bonor, possess, expressly says, 
“Grcec® literte possunt inteliigi et legi.” Cy*de Jfov. Lib* 
ror. Ratior. Collection. Fasciculi IF .) — Scipio Garteroma- 
chus seems to think that there is no salvation out of the pale 
of Greek literature: “Via prima saiutis Graia pandetur ab 
urbe.” And the zeal of Laurentius Rhodomannus cannot 
be sufficiently admired, when he exhorts his countrymen 
“per gloriam Christi, per salutem patrice, per reipublicse 
deeus et emolumentum,” to study the Greek language. Noi 
must we forget Phavorinos, the excellent Bishop of Nocera, 
who, careless of all the usual commendations of a Christian 
required no further ealogium on hia tomb than “ Here Ueth 
a Greek Lexicographer.” 
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In logics, he was quite Ho Panu | 

llnew as much as ever man knew. j 

He fought the combat syllogistic | 

With so much sldll and art eristic, | 

That though you were the learned Stagyrite, I 
At once upon the hip he had you right ! I 

Sometimes indeed his speculations | 

Were view’d as dangerous innovations. j 

As thus — the Doctor’s house did harbour a 
Sweet blooming girl, whose name was Barbara : 
Ojft, when his heart was in a merry key, 

He taught this maid his esoterica, 

And sometimes, as a cure for hectics, 

Would lecture her in dialectics. 

How far their zeal let him and her go 
Before they came to sealing Ergo, 

Or how they placed the medius terminus, 

Our chronicles do not determine us ; 

But so it was — ^by some confusion 
In this their logical praelusion, 

The Doctor wholly spoil’d, they say, 

The figure^ of young Barbara ; 

And thus, by many a snare sophistic, 

And enthymeme paralogistic, 

Beguil’d a maid, who could not give, 

To save her life, a negative.^ 

In music, though he had no ears 
Except for that among the spheres, 

(Which most of all, as he averr’d it. 

He dearly lov’d, ’cause no one heard it,) 

Yet aptly he, at sight, could read 
Each tuneful diagram in Bede, ! 

And find, by Euclid’s corollaria, i 

The ratios of a jig or aria. 

But, as for all your warbling Delias, | 

Orpheuses, and Saint Cecilias, i 

He own’d he thought them much surpass’d I 

By that redoubted Hyalociasf^ 

Who still contriv’d by dint of throttle, 

Where’er he went to crack a bottle ! 

Likewise to show his mighty knowledge, he, 

On things unknown in physiology, 

Wrote many a chapter to divert us, 

Like that great little man Albertus, 

Wherein he show’d the reason why, 

When children first are heard to cry, 

1 O IIANT. q’he introduction of tliis langjiage into 
English poetry has a good effect, and ought to be more uni- 
versally adopted. A word or two of Cheek in a stanza 
would serve as a ballast to the most “ light o’ love” verses. 
Ausonius, among the ancients, may ser ve as a model : 

Ou yceg fitoi scrrtv in hac regione fiBvovrt 
A^tov ab noalris sjnSeveet esse 
Rosnard, the French poet, has enriched his sonnets and 
odes with many an exquisite morsel from the Lexicon. His 
CMre Entelechiey'm addressing his mistress, is admirable, 
and can be only matched by Cowley’s Antiperistasis. 

2 The first figure of simple syllogisms, to which Barbara 
belongs, together with Celarent, Darii, and Ferio. 

3 Because the three propositions in the mood of Barbara 
are universal affirmatives. — ^The poet borrowed this equi- 
voque upon Barbara from a curious Epigram which Mencke- 
nius gives in a note upon his Essays de Charlataneria 
Eruditsnm* In the Muptim Peripatetim ot Caspar Bar- | 
tens, the reader will find some facetious applications of the 
terms of logic to matrimony. Crambe’s Treatise on Syllo- 
gisms, in Martinos Scriblerus, is borrowed chiefly from the 
JSTuptice PeripateticcB of Barlmus. 

4 Or, Glass-Breaker.^ — Morhofius has given an account of 
this extraordinary man, in a work published 1082. 
vitreo csypho firacto/* etc. 


If boy the baby chance to be, 

He cries OA !— :if girl, OE ! 

These are, says he, exceeding fair hints 
Respecting their first sinful parents ^ 

“ Oh Eve !” exclaimeth little madam, 

While little master cries, “ O Adam !”* 

In point of science astronomical, 

It seem’d to him extremely comical, 

That, once a year, the frolic sun 
Should call at Virgo’s house for fun, 

And stop a month and blaze around her, 

Yet leave her Virgo, as he found her ! 

But, ’twas in Optics and Dioptricks, 

Our dmmon play’d his first and top tricks : 

He held that sunshine passes quicker 
Through wine than any other liquor ; 

That glasses are the best utensils 
To catch the eyes bewilder’d pencils ; 

And though he saw no great objection 
To steady light and pure reflection, 

He thought the aberrating rays. 

Which play about a bumper’s blaze, 

Were by the Doctors look’d, in common, on, 

As a more rare and rich phenomenon ! 

He wisely said that the sensorium 
Is for the eyes a great emporium, 

To which those noted picture stealers 
Send all they can, and meet with dealera. 

In many an optical proceeding 

The brain, he said, show’d great good breeding ; 

For instance, when we ogle women, 

(A trick which Barbara tutor’d him in,) 
Although the dears are apt to get in a 
Strange position on the retina, 

Yet instantly the modest brain 

Doth set them on their legs again 

Our doctor thus with “ stuff’d sufficiency” 

Of all omnigenous omnisciency, 

Began (as who would not begin 
That had, like him, so much within ?) 

To let it out in books of all sorts, 

Folios, quartos, large and small sorts ; 

Poems, so very deep and sensible. 

That they were quite incomprehensible,® 

Prose, which had been at learning’s Fair, 

And bought up all the trumpery there, 


1 This is translated almost literally from a passage in 
bertus de Secretis^ etc. — I have not the book by me, or ! 
would transcribe the words. 

2 Alluding to that habitual act of the judgment, by which, 
notwithstanding the inversion of the image upon the retina, 
a correct impression of the object is conveyed to the sen- 
sorium. 

3 Under this description, I believe, “ the Devil among the 
Scholars” may be included. Yet Leibnitz found out the 
uses of incomprehensibility, when he was appointed secre- 
tary to a society of philosophers at Nuremberg, merely for 
his merit in writing a cabalistical letter, one word of which 
neither they nor himself could interpret. See the Elog-e 
Historiqne de M. de Leibnitz^ P Europe Sauaratfi.— People 
of all ages have loved to be puzzled. We find Cicero 
thanking Atticus for having sent him a work of Serapion 
“ex quo (says he) quidem ego (quod inter nos liceat dicere) 
millesimam partem vix intelligo.” Lib, 2. Epist. 4. And 
we know that Avicen, the learned Arabian, read Aristotle’s 

! AfetepAysrcj? forty times over, for the supreme pleasure of 
being able to inform the world that he could not comprehend 
one syllable throughout them . — JSTkolas Mesea in 
Avicen, 
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The tatter’d rag^ of every vest, 

In which the Greeks and Romans drest, 

And o’er her figure, swoln and antic, 

Scatter’d them all with airs so frantic, 

That those, who saw the fits she had, 

Declar’d tmhappy prose was mad ! 

Epics he wrote, and scores of rebusses, 

Aii as neat as old Tumebus’s ; 

Eggs and altars, cycloposdias, 

Grammars, prayer-books — oh I ’t were tedious, 

Did I but tell the halt^ to follow me ; 

Not the scribbling bard of Ptolemy, 

No — nor the hoary Trismegistus, 

(Wliose writings aii, thank Heaven ! have miss’d us,) 
Ere fill’d with lumber such a ware-room 
As this great ** porcus literarum 1” 

* 


FEAGMENTS OF A JOURNAL.^ 

TO G. M. ESa. 

from FREDERICKSBUilGH, VIRGINIA,* JUNE 2 d. 

Dear George I though every bone is aching, 

After the shaking 

I’ve had this week, over ruts and ridges,^ 

And bridges, 

Made of a few uneasy planks,’^ 

In open ranks, 

Like old women’s teeth, all loosely thrown 
Over rivers of mud, whose names alone 
Would make the knees of stoutest man knock, 
Rappahannock, 

Occoquan — ^the heavens may harbour us ! 

Who ever heard of names so barbarous ? 

1 These fragments form but a small part of a ridiculous 
medley of prose and doggerel, into which, for my amuse- 
ment, I threw some of the incidents of my journey. If it 
were even in a more rational form, there is yet much of it 
too allusive and too personal for publication. 

2 Having remained about a week at New-York, where I 
saw Madame Jerome Bonaparte, and felt a slight shock of 
an earthquake, (the only things that particularly awakened 
mv attention,) I sailed again in the Boston for Norfolk, from 
whence I proceeded on mv tour to the northward, through 
Williamsburgh, etc. At Richmond there are a few men of 
coiisirJerable talents. Mr. Wickham, one of their celebrated 
legal ciiaracters, is a gentleman whoso manners and mode 
of life would do honour to the most cultivated societies. 
Judge Marshall, tlm author of Washington’s Life, is an- 
other very distinguished ornament of Richmond, q'hese 
gentlemen, J must observe, are of that respectable, but at 
oresent unpopular party, the Federalists. 

J What Mr. Weld says of the continual necessity of 
balancing or trimming the stage, in passing over some of 
the wretched roads in America, is by no means exaggerated. 
“ The driver frequently had to call to the passengers in the 
stage, to lean out of the carriage, first at (me side, then at 
the other, to prevent it from oversetting in the deep ruts 
with which the road abounds ! * Now gentlemen, to the 
right f upon which the passengers all stretched their bodies 
half way out of the carriage, to balance it on that side. 
* Now gentlemen, to the. left;’ and so on.” — WeMs Tra- 
vd$^ Letter iii. 

4 Before the stage can pass one of these bridges, the 
driver is obliged to stop and arrange the loose planks of 
which it is composed, in the manner that best suits his 
ideas of safety: and, as the planks are again disturbed by 
the passing of the coach, the next travellers who arrive 
have of course a new arrangement to make. Mahomet 
(as Sale tells us) was at some pains to imagine a precarious 
kind of bridge for the entrance of paradise, in order to en- 
hance thb pleasures of arrival : a Virginian bridge, I think, 
wdutd have anewored his purpose completely. 


Worse than M’*’**’s Latin, 

Or the smooth codicil 

To a witch’s wrill, where she brings her cat m l 
I treat my goddess iB, 

(My muse I mean) to make her speak ’em ; 

Like the Verbum Graecum, 
Spermagoraiolekitholakanopolides,* 

; Words that ought only be said upon holidays, 
When one has notliing else to do. 

But, dearest George, though every hone is aching 
After tiiis shaking, 

And trying to regain the socket, 

From which the stage thought fit to rock it, 

I fancy I shall sleep the better 
For having scrawl’d a kind of letter 
To you. 

It seems to me like-— “ George, good-night !” 

Though far the spot I date it from ; 

To which I fancy, while I write. 

Your answer back — “ Good night t’ye Tom.” 

But do not think that I shall turn all 
Sorts of quiddities, 

And insipidities, 

Into my journal ; 

Tliat I shall tell you the different prices 
Of eating, drinking, and such other vices, 

To “ contumace your appetite’s acidities !”* 

No, no ; the Muse too delicate bodied is 
For such commodities 1 
Neither suppose, like fellow of college, she 
Can talk of conchology, 

Or meteorology ; 

Or, that a nymph, who wild as comet errs, 

Can (iiscuss barometers, 

Farming tools, statistic histories, 

Geography, law, or such like mysteries, 

For which she does’nt care thee skips of 
Prettiest flea, that e’er the lips of 
Catharine Roadie look’d smiling upon, 

When bards of France all, one by one, 

Declar’d that never did hand approach 

Such flea as was caught upon Catharine Roache I® 

« Jfc ^ ■ SK !t! , # 

Sentiment, George, Pll talk when I’ve got any, 
And botany — ^ 

Oh I Linnams has made such a prig o’me, 

Cases I’ll find of such polygamy 
Under every bush, 

As would make the “ shy curctima”^ blush ; 


1 From the Ly 
sistrata of Aristophanes, v. 458. 

2 This phrase is taken verbatim from an account of an ex- 

pedition to Drummond’s Fond, by one of those many Ame- 
ricans who profess to think that the English language, as h 
has been hitherto written, is deficient in what they call re- 
publican energy. One of the savans of Washington is far 
advanced in the construction of a new language for the 
United States, which is supposed to be a mi.xture of Hebrew 
and Mikmak. , 

3 Alluding to a collection of poems, called “ La Fuce des 
granda-jours de Poitiers.” They were all written upon a 
flea, winch Stephen Pasquier found on the bosom of the 
famous Catharine des Roaches, one morning during the 
ffrands-jours of Poitiers. I ask pardon of the learned 
Ijatharine’s memory, for my vulgar alteration of her most 
respectable name. 

4 Curemna, cold and shy.” — Darwin- 
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Vice under every name and shape, 

From adulterous gardens to fields of rape I 
ril send you some Dionae Muscipula, 

And, into Bartram’s book if you’ll dip, you’ll a 
Pretty and florid description find of 
This “ludicrous, lobed, carniverous kind of—”* 
The Lord deliver us I 

Think of a vegetable being “ carniverous !” 

And, George, be sure 
ril treat you too, like Liancourt,^ 

(Nor thou be risible) 

With all the views so striking and romantic. 
Which one might have of the Atlantic, 

If it were visible. 

* ;je ^ ^ 

And now, to tell you the gay variety 
Of my stage society, 

There was a quaker who room for twenty took, 
Pious and big as a Polyglot Pentateuch ! 

There was his niece too, sitting so fair by. 

Like a neat Testament, kept to swear by. 

What pity, blooming girl ! 

That lips, so ready for a lover, 

Should not beneath their ruby casket cover 
One tooth of pearl P 

But, like a rose beside the churcli-yard-stone, 

Be doom’d to blush o’er many a mouldering bone 
^here was 

Tllere was a student of the college, too, 

’VVTio said 

Much more about the riches of his head 
Than, if there were an income-tax on brains, 
His head could venture to acknowledge to. 

I ask’d the Scholar, 

If his — ^what d’ye call her ? 

Alma Mater and her Bishop 
Properly follow’d the Marquis’s wish up,'^ 

And were much advancing 
In dancing? 

Sje Hs SJ: * Jt* * 


1 “Observed likewise in these savannas abundance of 
the ludicrous Dionoea Muscipula.” — Bartrmii’s Travels in 
Morth America. For his description of this “ carniverous 
vegetable,” see Introduction, p. 13. 

3 This philosophical Duke, describing the view from Mr. 
Jefferson’s house, says, “the Atlantic might be seen, were 
it not for the greatness of the distance, which renders th.at 
prospect impossible.” See his Travels. 

3 Polygnotus was tbe first painter, says Pliny, wdio show- 
ed the teeth in his portraits. He would scarcely, I think, 
have been tempted to such an innovation in America. 

4 The Marquis de Chastellax, in his wise letter to Mr. 
Madison, Professor of Philosophy in the College of William 
and Mary at Williamsburgh, dwells with much earnestness 
on the attention which should be paid to dancing. See his 
Travels. This college, the only one in the state of Virginia, 
and the first which i saw in America, gave me but a melan- 
choly idea of republican seats of learning. That contempt 
for the elegancies of education, which the American demo- 
crats affect, is no where more grossly conspicuous than in i 
Virginia; the young men, who look for advancement, study 
rather to bo demagogues than polit icians ; and as every thing 
that distinguishes from the multitude is supposed to be in- 
vidious and unpopular, the levelling system is applied to 
educa tion, and has had a 11 the effect which its partisans could 
desire, by producing a most extensive equality of ignorance. 
The Abb$ Kaynal, in his prophetic admonitions to the Ame- 
ricans, directing their attention very strongly to learned es- 
tablishments, says, “ When the youth of a country are seen 
depraved, the nation is on the decline.” I know not what 
the Abb6 Eaynal would pronounce of this nation now, were 
h« alive to know the morals of the young students at Wil- 


The evening now grew dark and still ; 

The whip-poor-will 
Sung pensively on every tree ; 

And straight I fell into a reverie 
Upon that man of gallantry and pitli, 

Captain Smith.’ 

And very strange it seem’d to me, 

'That, after having kiss’d so grand a 
Dame as Lady Trabigzanda, * 

By any chance he 
Could tali’e a fancy 

To a nymph, with such a copper front as 
Pocahuntas ! 

And now, as through the gloom so dark, 

The fire-flies scatter’d many a fiery spark, 

To one that glitter’d on the quaker’s bonnet, 

I wrote a sonnet.^ 

* * * ^ % H» 

And 

two lines more liad just completed it ; 
But, at the moment I repeated it, 

Our stage, 

(Which good Brissot with brains so crirical 
And sage, 

Calleth the true “ machine political,”)* 

With all its load of uncles, scholars, nieces, 
Together jumbled, 

Tumbled 

Into a rut and fell to pieces ! 

* * 

Good night ! — my bed must be, 

By this time, warm enough for me, 

Because I find old Ephraim Steady, 

And Miss his niece are there already ! 

Some cavillers 

Object to sleep with fellow-travellers ; 

But **•’' * * 

Saints protect the pretty quaker, 

Heaven forbid that I should wake her ! 


liamsburgh ! But when he wrote, his countrymen had no>t 
yet introduced the “doctriimm deos spernentem” into Ame- 
rica. 

1 John Smith, a famous traveller, and by far the ‘most 
enterprising of the fiirst settlers in Virginia. How much he 
was indebted to the interesting young Pocahuntas, daughter 
of King Powhatan, may be seen in all the histories of this 
colony. In the dedication of his own work to the Dutchess 
of Eiehmond, he thus enumerates his bonnes fortunes : 
“ Yet my comfort is, that heretofore honourable and vertu- 
ous ladies, and. coinparnble hut among themselves, have 
offered me rescuq.,an.d protection in my greatest dangers. 
Even in fbrraine J have felt reliefe from that sex. The 
beauteous lady Trgbigzanda, when I was a slave to tbe 
Turks, did all she could to secure me. Wlien I overcame 
the Bashaw of Nalbrits in Tartaria, the charitable lady 
Callamata supplyed my necessities. In the utmost of my 
extremities, that blessed’ PocahunTas, tlie great King’s daugh- 
ter of Virginia oft saved my life.” 

Davis, in his whimsical Travels through America, has 
manufactured into a kind of romance tbe loves of Mr.Rolfe 
with this “opaci maxima mundi,” Pocahuntas. 

2 For the Sonnet, see page 121. 

3 “ The Auierionn stages nre the true political carriages.” 
W-Brissofs Travels^ Letter (ith.— There is nothing more 
t amusing than the philosophical sin^eries of these French 
i travellers. In one of the letters of Cl.ivieve, prefixed tq 

those of Brissot, upon iheir-plan for establishing a republic 
of philosophers in some prf'rt of the western world, he in- 
treats Brissot to be particular in choosing a place “wher* 
thero are no muaquitoes;” forsooth, ne quid respublica detri 
menti caperetl 
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TO A FBIENB. 

When nest you see tfee black-ey’d Ca^y, 
Tlie loving langaid gir! of Hayd,* 

Whose finger so expertly plays 
Amid tlie ribbon’s silken maze, 

Jnst like Aurora, when she ties 
A rainbow round the morning skies ! 

Say, that I hope, when winter ’s o’er, 

On Norfolk’s bank again to rove, 

And then shall search the ribbon store 
For some of Caty’s softest love. 

I should not like the gloss were past, 

Yet w^ant it not entirely new ; 

But bright and strong enough to last 
About-— suppose a week or two. 

However frail, however light, 

’Twill do, at least, to wear at night; 

And so you’ll tell our black-ey’d Caty — 
The loving, languid girl of Hayti ! 


** Err arc ma!o cum Platone, quam cum aliia recte sentire.” 

Cicero. 

I would rather think wrongly with Plato, than rightly with 
any one else. 


Fanny, my love, we ne’er were sages, 
But, trust me, all that Tally’s zeal 
Express’d for Plato’s giowng pages, 
All that, and more, for thee I feel I 

Whate’er the heartless world decree, 
Howe’er unfeeling prudes condemn, 
Fanny I I’d rather sin with thee. 

Than live and die a saint with them ! 


FROM THE GREEK.^ 

I’ve prest her bosom oft and oft ; 

In spite of many a pouting cheek, 

Have touch’d her lip in dalliance soft. 

And play’d around her silvery neck. 

But, as for more, the maid ’s so coy, 

That saints or angels might have seen us ; 
She’s now for prudence, now for joy, 
Minerva half, and half a Venus. 

Wlien Venus makes her bless me near, 
'Why then, Minerva makes her loth ; 

And — oh the sweet tormenting dear ! 

She makes me mad between them both ! 


ON A BEAUTIFUL EAST-mBIAN. 

If all the daughters of the sun 
Have loving looks and eyes of flame, 

Go, tell me not that she Is one — 

’Twas from the wintry moon she came I 

And yet, sweet eye i thou ne’er wert given 
To kindle what diiou dost not feel ; 

And yet, thou flushing lip — ^by heaven ! 
Thou ne’er wert made for Dian’s seal I 

Oh ! for a sunbeam, rich and warm 
From thy own Ganges’ fervid haunts, 

To light thee up, thou lovely form I 
To all my soul adores and wants : 

To see thee burn — ^to faint and sigh 
Upon that bosom as it blaz’d, 

And be myself the first to die, 

Amid the flame myself had rais’d ! 



I ne’er on that lip for a minute have gaz’d, 

But a thousand temptations beset me, 

And I’ve thought, as the dear little rubies you rais’d, 
How delicious ’twould he^ — you’d let me I 

Then be not so angry for what I have done, 

Nor say that you’ve sworn to forget me ; 

They were buds of temptation too pouting to shun, 
And I thought that— -you could not but let me I 

When your lip with a whisper came close to my cheek, 
Oh think how bewitching it met me ! 

And, plain as the eye of a Venus could speak, 

Your eye seem’d to say — ^you would let me 1 « 

Then forgive the transgression, and bid me remain, 
For, in truth,' if I go you’ll regret me ; 

Or, oh \ — ^let me try the transgression again. 

And m do all you wish — ^wiU you let me ? 

1 Among the West-Indian French at Norfolk, there are 
«otne very interesting Saint Domingo girls, who, in the day, 
sell millinery, etc. and at night assemble in little cotillion 
parties, where they dance away the remembrance of their 
anfortanate country, and forget the miseriea which “lea 
mis des noirs” have brought upon 


I KNOW that none can smile like thee, 

But there is one, a gentler one, 

Whose heart, though young and wild it be. 
Would ne’er have done as tMne has done. 

Wlien we were left alone to-day, 

When every curious eye was fled, 

And all that love could look or say, 

We might have look’d, we might have said . 

Would she have felt me trembling press, 

Nor trembling press to me again t 
Would she have had the power to bless. 

Yet want the heart to bless me* then ? 

Her tresses, too, as soft as tliine — 

Would she have idly paus’d to twine 
Their scatter’d locks, with cold delay, 

While oh ! such minutes pass’d away, 

■1 Mse^ows %eptr*w s%w, crT 0 /t« 6 Ti (TToptw, ^«5rf p* S’jtpsiy ' 
■■ A<rxsTe6 Xw<r<re«wv i8osxojwss<i eJpp^wpsjjV* 

‘ Ousrw 5 '* «<5ip05/-si'S<av aA.}}v eAov* jtsepivwv 

II»p3-£wov «^«pi£5rov Xgxpov ssvMtvojWfijjJiy 

y««p to 5‘wkiv Ad‘i}VH 

AoTeep syta p«g<r(ro 5 rijxopta* (»P«poT«piwi>, 
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As Leaven Las made for those who love ? 

For those who love, and long to steal 
What none but hearts of ice reprove, 
What none but hearts of fire can feel ! 

Oo, go — an age of vulgar yeais 
May now be pin’d, be sigh’d away, 
Before one blessed hour appears, 

Like that which we have lost to-day ! 


ATNIGHT.^ 

At night, when all is still around, 

How sweet to hear the distant sound 
.Of footstep, coming soft and light ! 

What pleasure in the anzious beat, 

With which the bosom flies to meet 
That foot that comes so soft at night ! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
’Tis late, my love !” and chide delay, 

Though still the western clouds are bright ; 

Oh ! happy too the silent press, 

The eloquence of mute' caress, 

With those we love exchang’d at night ! 

1 These lines allude to a curious lamp, which has for its 
device a. Cupid, with the words “at night” written over 
aim. 


At night, what dear employ to tracer 
In fancy, every glowing grace 
That’s hid by darkness from the sight ; 
And guess by every broken sigh, 

What tales of bliss the shrouded eye 
Is telling to the soul at night ! 


- TO . 

I OFTEN wish that thou wert dead, 

And I beside thee calmly sleeping; 

Since love is o’er, and passion fled, 

And life has nothing worth our keeping t 

No — common souls may bear decline 
Of all that throbb’d them once so high ; 

But hearts that beat like thine and mine, 
Must still love on — ^love on or die ! 

’Tis true, our early joy was such, 

That nature could not bear th’ excess ! 

It was too much— for life too much— 
Though life be alia blank with less ! 

To see that eye so cold, so stiH, 

Which once, 0 God 1 could melt in bliss— 

No, no, I cannot bear the chill — 

Hate, burning hate were heaven to this ! 



I 
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THE TWOPENNY POST BAG. 


E lapsas manibua cecid^re tabeilte.— OuW* 


DEDICATION. 

TO ST N W LR E, Esci. 

My dear W E : — now about seven years since I promised (and I grieve to think it is almost as 

long since we met) to dedicate to you the very first book, of %vhatever size or kind, I should publish. Who 
could have thought that so many yearn would elapse without my giving the least signs of life upon the 
subject of this important promise? 'Who could have imagined that a volume of doggerel, after all, would 
be the ilrst otfcjring that Gratitude would lay upon the shrine of Friendship ? 

If, however, you are as interested.about me and my pursuits as formerly, you will be happy to hear 
that doggerel is not my onljf occupation; but that I am preparing to throw’' my name to the Sw^ans of the 
Temple of Immortality,* leaving it, of course, to the said Swans to detenaine whether they ever will take 
he trouble of picking it from the stream. 

In the mean time,, my dear W ^E,Hke a pious Tutheran, you must Judge of me rather by mjfaiik 

nan my uiorfo, and, however trifiing the tribute which I offer, never doubt the fidelity with which I am, and 
'ways shall be, 

Your sincere 'and attached friend, 

245, Piccadi%, March 4, 1813. THE AUTHOR. 


PREFACE: 

The Bag, from which the following Letters are se- 
lected, ivas dropped by a Twopenny Postman, about 
two months since, and picked up by an emissary of 
the Society for the S — pp — ss — n of V — e, w'ho, sup-, | 
posing it might materially assist the private researches 
of that institution, Immediately took it to his employ- 
ers and was rewarded handsomely .for; Ms trouble. 
Such a treasury , of secrets was worth a whole host of 
informera; and, accordingly, like the Cupids. of the 
poet (if I may use so profane a simile) who “ fell at 
odds about the sweet-bag of a bee,”* those venerable 
suppressors almost fought 'with each other for the 
honour and delight of-first ransacking the Post-Bag. 
Unluckily, however, it turned out, upon examination, 
that the discoveries of profligacy, which it enabled 
them to make, lay chiefly in those upper regions of 
society, which their well-bred regulations forbid tliem 
to molest or meddle with. In consequence, they 
gained but veiy few victims by their prize, and, after 
lying for a week or two under Mr. H — tch— n’s 
counter, the Bag, with its violated contents, was sold 
for a trifle to a friend of mine. 

It happened that I had Just then been seized with 


an ambition (having never tried the strength of my 
wing bat in a newspaper) to publish something o! 
other in the shape of a book ; and it occurred to me 
that, the, present being such a letter-writing era, a few 
of these two-penny post epistles, turned into easy 
verse, would be as light and popular a task as I could 
possibly select : for a commencement.; I did not 
think it prudent, however, to give too many Letters at 
first ; and, accordingly, have been obliged (in order to 
eke out a sufficient number of pages) to reprint some 
of those trifles, which had already appeared in the 
public journals. As, in the battles of ancient times, 
the shades of the departed were sometimes seen 
among the combatants, so I thought I might remedy 
the thinness of my ranks, by conjuring up a few dead 
and forgotten ephemeroiis to fill them. 

Such are the motives and accidents that led to the 
present publication ; and as this is the first time my 
muse has ever ventured out of the go-cart of a news- 
paper, though I feel all a parent’s delight at seeing 
little Miss go alone, I am also not •without a parent’s 
anxiety, lest an unlucky fall should be the conse- 
quence of the experiment ; and I need not point out 
the many living instances there are of Muses that 
have suflered severely in their heads, from taking too 
early and rashly to their feet. Besides, a book is so 
very different a thing from a newspaper !— in the .for 


1 ArUito, canto 35. 


S Herrick. 
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mer, your doggerel, witliout either company or shel- 
ter, must stand shivering in the middle of a bleak 
white page by itself; whereas, in the latter, it is com- 
fortly backed by advertisements, and has sometimes 
even a Speech of Mr. St— ph — n’s, or something 
equally warm, for a chauffe-pie^—’SO that, in general, 
the very reverse of “laudatur et alget” is its destiny. 

Ambition, however, must run some risks, and I 
shall be very well satisfied if the reception of these 
few Letters should have the effect of sending me to 
the Post-Bag for more. 

PREFACE TO THE FOURTEENTH 
EDITION. 

BY A BEIEND OF THE AUTHOK. 


In the absence of Mr. Brown, who is at present on 

a tour through — , I feel myself called upon, as 

his friend, to notice certain misconceptions and mis- 
representations, to which this little volume of Trifles 
has given rise. 

In the first place, it is not true that Mr. Brown has 
had any accomplices in the work. A note, indeed, 
which has hitherto accompanied bis Preface, may 
very naturally have been the origin of such a supposi- 
tion ; but that note, which was merely the coquetry 
of an author, I have, in the present edition, taken 
upon myself to remove, and Mr. Brown must there- 
fore be considered (like the mother of that unique 
production, the Centaur, fiOVCA KOit juevou^) as alone 
responsible for the whole contents of the volume. 

In the next place it has been said, that in conse- 
quence of this graceless little book, a certain distin- 
guished Personage prevailed upon another distin- 
guished Personage to withdraw from the author that 
notice and kindness, with which he had so long and 
so liberally honoured him. There is not one syllable 
of truth in this story. For the magnanimity of the 
former of these persons I would, indeed, in no case, 
answer too rashly ; but of the conduct of the latter to- 1 
wards my friend, I have a proud gratification in de- j 
daring, that it has never ceased to be such as he must 
remember with indelible gratitude ; — a gratitude the 
more cheerfully and warmly paid, from its not being 
a debt incurred solely on Ws own account, but for 
kindness shared with those nearest and dearest to him. 

To the charge of being an Irishman, poor Mr. 
Brown pleads guilty ; and I believe it must also be 
acknowledged that he comes of a Roman Catholic 
family ; an avowal which, I am aware, is decisive of 
his utter reprobation, in the eyes of those exclusive 
patentees of Christianity, so worthy to have been the 
followers of a certain enlightened Bishop, Donatus,^ 
who held “that God is in Africa, and not elsewhere.^' 
But from all this it does not necessarily follow that 
Mr. Brown is a Papist; and, indeed, I have the 
etrongest reasons for suspecting that they who say so 
are totally mistaken. Not that I presume to have as- 
certained his opinions upon such subjects ; all I know 
of his orthodoxy is, that he has a Protestant wife and 
two or three little Protestant children, and that he 

1 Piudar, Pyth, 2.-— My friend certainly cannot add out’ 

sv avS'psscTi ysfxcrpo^ov. 

52 Bishop of CaiiJB NigrsB, in the fourth century. 


has been seen at church every Sunday, for a whole 
year together, listening to the sermons of his truly 
reverend and amiable friend, Dr. -, and behav- 

ing there as well and as orderly as most people. 

There are a few more mistakes and falsehoods 
about Mr. Brown, to which I had intended, with all 
becoming gravity, to advert ; but I begin to think the 
task is altogether as useless as it is tiresome. Calum- 
nies and misrepresentations of this sort are, like the 
arguments and statements of Dr. Duigenan, not at all 
the less vivacious or less serviceable to their fabrica- 
tors for having been refuted and disproved a thousand 
times over: they are brought forward again, as good 
as new, whenever malice or stupidity is in want of 
them, and are as useful as the old broken lantern, in 
Fielding’s Amelia, which the watchman always keeps 
ready by him, to produce, in proof of riot, against his 
victims. I shall therefore give up the fruitless toil of 
vindication, and would even draw my pen over what 
I have already written, had I not promised to furnish 
the Publisher with a Preface, and know not how else 
I could contrive to eke it out. 

I have added two or three more trifles to this edi- 
tion, which I found in the Morning Chronicle, and 
knew to be from the pen of my tnend,' The rest of 
the volume remains^ in its original state. 

Ai3nZ20,1814. 
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LETTER I 

FROM THE PR — NC — SS CH E OP W S TO 

THE LADY B— RB— A A — SHL — Y.® 

My dear Lady Bab, you’ll be shock’d, I’m afraid, 
"VV^en you hear the sad rumpus your ponies have 
made; 

I Since the time of horse-consuls (now long out of date) 
No nags ever made such a stir in the State I 

Lord Eld— n first heard — and as instantly pray’d he 
To God and his King— that a Popish young lady 
(For though you’ve bright eyes, and twelve thousand 
a year, 

It is still but too true you’re a Papist, my dear) 

Had insidiously sent, by a tall Irish groom, 

Two priest-ridden ponies, just landed from Rome, 
And so full, little rogues, of pontifical tricks, 

That the dome of St Paul’s was scarce safe from 
their kicks! 

Off at once to papa, in a flurry, he flies — 

For papa always does what these statesmen advise, 
On condition that they’ll be, in turn, so polite 
As in no case whate’er to advise him too ngU-— 

1 Hha Trifles hare alluded to, and others, which have 
since appeared, will be found in this edition. — Publisher. 

2 A new reading has been suggested in the original of the 
Ode of Horace, freely translated by Lord Eld- n. In the 
line ^'Sive per Syrteis iter asstuosas,” it is proposed, by a 
very trifling alteration, to read “Surtees” instead of “ Syr- 
teis,” which brings the Ode, it is said, more home to tho 
noble Translator, and gives a peculiar force and aptness to 
the epithet “sestuosas.” 1 merely throw out this emenda- 
tion for Uie learned, being unable myself to decide upon its 
merits. 

3 This young Lady, who is a Roman Catholic, has lately 

made a present of some beautiful ponies to the nc — as 
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“ Pretty doings are here, sir, (he angrily cries, 

W'hile by dint of dark eyebrows he strives to look 
wise,) 

’Tis a scheme of the Romanists, so help me God! 

To ride over your most Royal Highness rough-shod — 
Excuse, sir, rny tears, they’re from loyalty’s source — 
Bad enougii ’twas for Troy to be sack’d by a Horse, 
But for us to be ruin’d by Pmies^ still worse !” 

Quick a coun<?il is call’d — the whole cabinet sits — 
The Arciibisliops declare, frighten’d out of their wits, 
That if vile Popisir ponies should eat at my manger, 
From that awful moment the Church is in danger! 

As, give them but stabling, and shortly no stalls 
Will suit their proud stomachs but those of St. Paul’s. 

The Doctor, and he, the devout man of Leather, 

V — ns — tt — now laying their saint-heads together, 
Declare that these skittish young a-bominations 
Arc clearly foretold in chap. vi. Revelations — 

Nay, they verily think they could point out the one 
IWiich the Doctor’s friend Death was to canter upon! 

Lord H — rr — by, hoping that no one imputes 
To the Court any fancy to persecute brutes, 

Protests, on the wmrd of himself and iiis cronies, 
That had these said creatures been Asses, not Ponies, 
The court would have started no sort of objection, 
As Asses 'were, there^ always sure of protection. 

“if the Pr-nc-ss ttnll keep tliem (says Lord C-stl-r-gh,) 
To make them quite harmless the only true way 
Is (as certain Chief-Justices do with their wives) 

To fiog tiiem within half an inch of their lives — 

If they’ve any bad Irish blood larking about, 

This (he knew by experience) would soon draw it out” 
Or — if this be thought cruel — his Lordship proposes 
“ The new Fe^o-snaffle to bind down their noses — 

A pretty contrivance, made out of old chains, 

Which appears to indulge, while it doubly restrains ; 
Which, however high-mettled, their gamesomeness 
checks 

(Adds his Lordship, humanely,) or else breaks their 
necks 

This proposal received pretty general applause 
From the statesmen around^ — and the neck-breaking 
clause 

Had a vigour about it, which soon reconciled 
Even Eld — n himself to a measure, so mild. 

So the- snaffles, my dear, were agreed to nem. con., 
And my Lord C — stl — -gh, having bo often shone 
In thB fettering line, is to buckle them on. 

I shall drive to your door in these Vetm some day, 
But, at present, adieu !— I must hurry away 
To go see my mamma, as Pm suffered to meet her 
For Just half an hour by the Qu— n’s best repeater. 

C--_E. 


LETTER n. 

FEOM COLONEL H— N TO G— LD FE— NC— S 

L — OKIE, ESQ, 

Beae Sir, Fve just had time to look 
Into your very learned book,* 

1 Sae tho Edinburgh Review, No. xl. 


Wherein — as plain as man can speak, 

Whose English is half modern Greek — 

You prove that we can ne’er intrench 
Our happy isles against the French, 

Till Royalty in England’s made 
A much more independent trade — 

In short, until the House of Guelph 
Lays -Lords and Commons on the shelf, 

And boldly sets up for itself! 

All, that can be well understood 
In this said book, is vastly good : 

And, as to what’s mcomprehensibie 
I dare be sworn ’tis full as sensible ; 

But, to your work’s immortal credit, 

The P — 7 -e, good sir, — the P e has read it 

(The only book, himself remarks, 

'\Vhich he has read since Mrs. Clarke’s.) 

Last levee-morn he look’d it through 
During that awful hour or twm 
Of grave tonsoriai preparation, 

Which, to a fond admiring nation, 

Sends forth, announced by trump and dram, 
The best-wigg’d P e in Christendom ! 

He thinks, with you, the imagination 
0^ partnership in legislation 
Could only enter in the noddles 
Of dull and ledger-ke§ping twaddles, 

Whose heads on Jirrm are runnmgso, 

They even must have a King and Co. 

And hence, too, eloquently show forth 
On checks and hahnceSj and so forth. 

But now, he trusts, w^e are coming near a 
Better and more royal era ; 

When England’s monarch need but say, 

“ Wliip me those scoundrels, C — stl — r — gh !” 
Or — hang me up those Papists, Eld — a,” 

And ’t will be done — ay, faith, and well done. 

With view to which, I’ve his command 
To beg, sir, from your travelFd hand 
(Round which the foreign graces swarm) 

A plan of radical reform ; 

Compiled and chosen, as best you -can, 

In Turkey or at Ispahan, 

And quite upturning, branch and root, 

Lords, Commons, and Burdett to boot ! 

But, pray, whate’er you may impart, write 
Somewhat more brief than MajorC— rtwr— ght 

Else, though the F e be long in rigging, 

’Twould take, at least, a fortnight’s wigging, — 
Two wigs to every paragraph—* 

Before he well could get through half. 

You’ll send it, also, speedily — , 

As, truth to say, ’twixt you and me, 

His Highness, heated by your work, 

Already thinks himself Grand Turk ! 

And you’d have laugh’d, had you seen how 
He scared the Ch— nc — 11 — r just now. 

When (on his Lordship’s entering puff’d) he 
Slapp’d his back and call’d him “Mufti !” 

The tailors, too, have got commands 
To put directly into hands 
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All sorts of diilinians and pouches, I 

With sashes, turbans, and pabouches I 

(While Y — ^roi— 'th’s sketching out a plan j 

Of new moustaches a VOttomam,) 

And all things fitting and expedient 
To Turkey our gracious E—g— nt ! 

You therefore have no time to waste™^ 

So send your system. — 

Your’s, in haste. 
POSTSCRIPT, 

Before I send this scrawl away, - 
I seize a moment, just to say 
There ’s some parts of the Turkish system 
So vulgar, ’t were as well you miss’d ’em. 

For instance in Seraglio matters — 

Your Turk, whom girlish fondness flatters, 
Would fill his Haram (tasteless fool !) 

With tittering, red-cheek’d things from school — 
But here (as in that fairy land, 

Where Love and Age went hand in hand ;* 
Where lips till sixty shed ho honey, 

And Grandams were worth any money) 

Our Sultan has much riper ilotions — 

So, let your list of siiie’-promotions 
Include those only, plump and sage, 

Who ’ve reached the regulaiion-&ge ; 

That is — as near as one can fix 
From Peerage dates — ^full fifty-six. 

This rule ’s for fav’rites — nothing more— 

For, as to wiveSf a Grand Signor, 

Though not decidely without them. 

Need never care one curse about them ! 


LETTER III. 

FROM G. R. TO THE E OF Y 

We miss’d you last night at the “ hoary old sinner’s,” 
Who gave us, as usual, the cream of good dinners — 
His soups scientific — ^his fishes quite j)rime — 

His pates superb — and his cutlets sublime ! 

In short, ’twas the snug sort of dinner to stir a 

Stomachic orgasm in my Lord E gh, 

Who set-to^ to be sure, with miraculous force, 

And exclaim’d, between mouthfuls, “a JETe-cook, of 
course ! — 

While you live — (what’s there under that cover? 
pray, look)— 

While you live — (I’ll just taste it) — ^ne’er keep a She- 
cook. 

’T is a sound Salic law — (a small bit of that toast) — 
Which ordains that a female shall ne’er rule the roast; 
For Cookery’s a secret— (this turtle ’s uncommon) — 
Like Masonry, never found out by a woman 1” 

1 The learned Colonel must allude here to a description 

of the Mysterious Isle, in the History of Abdalla, Son of 
Hanif, where such inversions of the order of nature are said 
to have taken place.— “ A score of old women and the same 
number of old men, played here and there in the court, some 
at chuck-farthing, others at tip -cat or at cockles.’^ — And 
again, “There is nothing, believe me, more engaging than 
those lovely wrinkles,’’ etc. TaUs of the Mast, 

vol. lit. pp. 607, 608. 

2 This letter, as the reader will perceive, was written the 

day after a dinner, given by the M of H — d— -t. 


The dinner, you know, was in gay celebration 
Of my brilliant triumph and H— nt’s condemnation ; 

A compliment too to his Lordship the J — e 
For his speech to the J— y, — and zounds ! who would 
grudge 

Turtle-soup, though it came to five guineas a bowl, 
To reward such a loyal and complaisant soul? 

We were all in high gig — Roman Punch and Tokay 
Travell’d round, till our heads travell’d just the same 
way, — 

And we cared not for Juries or Libels — no — dam’me ! 
nor 

Even for the threats of last Sunday’s Examiner ! 

Blore good things were eaten than said — ^but Tom 
T— RRH — T 

In quoting Joe Miller, you know, has some merit. 
And, hearing the sturdy Justiciary Chief 
Say — sated with turtle — “I’ll now try the beef” — 
Tommy whisper’d Mm (giving his Lordship a sly hit) 
“ I fear ’t will be hung-beof, my Lord, if you try it I” 

And C — ^MD— N was there, who, that morning, had 
gone 

To fit his new Marquis’s coronet on ; 

And the dish set before him— oh dish well-devised I— 
Was, what old Mother Glasse calls, a calf’s head 
surprised I” 

The brains were near* ; and once they’d been fine,, 

But of late they had lain so long soaking in wine 
That, however we still might in courtesy call 
Them a fine dish of brains, they were no brains at all. 

When the dinner was over, we drank, every one 
In a bumper, “the venial delights ofCrim. Con.” 

At which H — D — T with warm reminiscences gloated, 
And E — ^b’r — chuckled to hear himself quoted. 

Our next round of toasts was a fancy quite new, 

For we drank— and you’ll own ’t was benevolent too— 
To those weli-ineaning husbands, cits, parsons, or 
peers, 

Whom we’ve anytime honour’d by kissing their dears ; 
This museum of wittols was comical rather ; 

Old H — — T gave M Y, and I gave — . 

In short, not a soul till this morning would budge — • 
We were all fun and frolic !— and even the J— — E 
Laid aside, for the time, his juridical fashion, 

And through the whole night was not once in a passion !! 

I write this in bed, while my whiskers are airing, 
And M— c has a sly dose of jalap preparing 
For poor T — mmv T — RR — t at breakfast to quaff— 
As I feel I want something to give me a laugh, 

And there’s nothing so good as old T— mmy, kept close 
To his Cornwall accounts, after taking a dose ! 


FROM THE RIGHT HON. P — TR— CK I> — G— N — N TO 
THE RIGHT HON. SIR J— HN N— CH— L. 

DuMlinJ 

Last week, dear N— ch— E, making merry 
At dinner with our Secretary, 

1 This letter, which contained some very heavy inclosures, 
seems to have been sent to London by a private liand, and 
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WlieR all were drank, or pretty near 
|Tke time for doing business here,) 

Says he to me, ** Sweet Bully Bottom ! 

These Papist dogs — hiccup — od rot ’em I 
Deserve to be bespatter’d — ^hiccup — 

With all the dirt even you can pick up — 

But, as tlie P e — (here ’s to him — ^fiil — 

Hip, hip, hurra !) — ^is trying still 
To humbug them with kind professions, 

And as you deal in stro?ig expressions — 

‘ Rogue^ — trakof — ^hiccup — and all that — 

You must be muzzled, Doctor Pat I — 

You must indeed — hiccup — that ’s flat.” 

Yes — ^'‘muzzled” %vas the word, Sir John— 
These fools have clapp’d a muzzle on 
The boldest mouth that e’er ran o’er 
With slaver of the times of yore !* — 

Was it for this that back I went 
As far as Lateran and Trent, 

To prove that they, who damn’d us then, 

Ought now, in turn, be damn’d again ! — 

The silent victim still to sit 

Of Gr — TT — n’s fire and G — nn— o’s wit. 

To hear even noisy M — tii — w gabble on 
Nor mention once the W — e of Babylon 1 
Oh ! ’tis too much — who now’' will be 
The Nightman of No-Popery ? .. 

What Courtier, Saint, or even Bishop, 

Such learned filth will ever fish up 1 
If there among our ranks be one 
To take my place, ’tis ihou^ Sir John — 

Thou — ^who like me, art dubb’d Right Hon. 

Like me, too, art a Lawyer Civil 
That wishes Papists at the devil ! 

To whom then but to thee, my friend, 

Should Patrick^ his Port-folio send ? 

Take it — ’t is thine — his learn’d Port-folio 

With all its theologic olio 

Of Bulls, half Irish and half Roman, — 

Of Boctrines now believed by no man — 

Of Councils, held for men’s salvation, 

Yet always ending in damnation — 

(Which shows that since the world’s creation, 
Your Priests, whate’er their gentle shaniming, 
Have always had a taste for damning?) 

And many more such pious scraps, 

To prove (w'hat we’ve long proved perhaps) 

That, mad as Christians used to be 
About the Thirteenth Century, 

There ’s lots of Christians to had 
In this, the Nineteenth, just as mad I 

Farewell— I send with this, dear N— CH — h I 
A rod or two I’ve had in pickle 
Wherewith to trim old Gr — tt — n’s jacket — 
The rest shall go by Monday’s packet. 

P.D. 


then put into the Twopenny Post-Office, to save trouble. — 
See the Appendix. 

1 In sending this sheet to the Press, however, I learn that 
the “ muzzle*^ has been taken off, and the Right Hon. Doc- 
tor let loose again. 

2 This is a bad name for poetry ; but D— gen— n is worse.— ' 
Ab Prudentius says, upon a very different subject— 

torquetur Apollo 
Nomine percussua. 


Among ike Inclosures in the foregoing Lstier was the 
following “ TJnansmerabh Argument against the 
Puptsfe.” 

* :*! f 

We’re told the ancient Roman nation 
Made use of spittle in lustration.® — 

(Vide Lactantium ap. Gallceum® — 
i. e. you need not read but see ’em.) 

Now, Irish Papists (fact surprising 1) 

Make use of spittle in baptising, 

Which proves them all, O’Finns, O’Fagans, 

I Connors, and Tooles, all downright Pagans ! 

This fact ’s enough — let no one tell us 
To free such sad, salwous fellows — 

No— no — the man baptised with spittle 
Hath no truth in him — not a tittle ! 

#»! Sic 


LETTER V. 

FROM THE COUNTESS DOWAGER OF C TO 

LADY . 

My dear Lady ! I’ve been just sending out 

About five hundred cards for a snug little Rout — 

(By the bye, you’ve seen Rokeby 1 — this moment got 
mine — 

The Mail-Coach Edition®— prodigiously fine !) 

But I can’t conceive how, in this very cold weather. 
I’m ever to bring my five hundred together; 

As, unless the thermometer’s near boiling heat, 

One can never get half of one’s hundreds to meet— 
(Apropos — you’d have laugh’d to see Townsend 
last night, 

Escort to their chair, with his staff so polite, 

The “ three maiden Miseries,” all in a fright ! 

Poor Townsend, like Mercury, filling two posts, 
Supervisor of thieves^ and chief-usher of ghosts!) 

But, my dear Lady ! can’t you hit on some 

notion. 

At least for one night, to set London in motion 1 
As to having the R — g — NT — that show is gone by— 
Besides, I’ve remark’d that (between you and I) 

The Marchesa and he, inconvenient in more ways, 
Have taken much lately to whispering in door-ways ; 
Which — considering, yon know, dear, the size of the 
two — 

Makes a Mock that one’s company cannot get through ; 
And a house such as mine is, with door-ways so small, 
Has no room for such cumbersome love-work at all !— 
(Apropos, though, of love-work — you’ve heard it, I 
hope. 

That Napoleon’s old Mother, ’s to marry the Pope,— 
What a comical pair !) — But, to stick to my Rout, 

’T will be hard if some novelty can’t be struck- out 
Is there no Algerine, no Kamchatkan, arrived t 
No Plenipo Pacha, three-taii’d and ten-wived? 

1 lustralibus ante salivis 

Expiat. Pers. Sat. 2. 

2 I have taken the trouble of examining the Doctor’s 
reference here, and find him, for once, correct. The follow- 
ing are the words of his indignant referee Gallaeus — “ Asse- 
rere non veremur sacrum baptismum a Papistis profanari, et 
sputi usum in peccatorum expiatione a Paganis non a 
Christianis manasseP 

3 See Mr. Murray’s Advertisement about the Mail-Coach 
copies of Rokeby. * 
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No Russian, whose dissonant consonant name 
Almost rattles to fragments the trumpet of fame ? 

I remember the time, three or four winters back, 
When — ^provided their wigs were but decently black — 
A few Patriot monsters, from Spain, were a sight 
That would people one’s house for one, night after 
night. 

But — whether the Ministers paw'd them too much — 
(And you know how they spoil whatever they touch,) 
Or, whether LordG — ^rge (the young man about town) 
Has, by dint of bad poetry, written them down — 

One has certainly lost one’s peninsular rage, 

And the only stray Patriot seen for an age 
Has been at such places (think how the fit cools) 

As old Mrs. V n’s or Lord L — v — up — l’s ! 

But, in short, my dear, names like Wintztschits- 

TOPSCHINZOUDHOFP 

Are the only things now make an evening go smooth 
off— 

So, get me a Russian— till death Pm your debtor— 

If he brings the whole Alphabet, so much the better: 
And — Lord ! if he would but, in character^ sup 
Off his fish-oil and candles, he’d quite set me up 1 

A.U revoir^ my sweet girl — I must leave you in haste — 
Little Gunter has brought me the Liqueurs to taste. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

By the bye, have you found any friend that can construe 
That Latin account, t’ other day, of a Monster?^ 

If we can’t get a Russian, and that thing in Latin 
Be not too improper, I think I’ll bring that in. 


LETTER VI. 

FROM ABDALLAH,^ IN LONDON, TO MOHASSAN, IN 
ISPAHAN. 

Whilst thou, Mohassan (happy thou !) 

Dost daily bend thy loyal brow 
Before our lOng — bur Asia’s treasure ! 

Nutmeg of Comfort ! Rose of Pleasure ! — 

And bear’ St as many kicks and bruises 
As the said Rose and Nutmeg chooses 
Thy head still near the bowstring’s borders, 

And but left on till further orders ! 

Through London streets, with turban fair, 

And caftan floating to the air, 

I saunter on^ — ^the admiration 
Of this short-coated population — 

This sew’d-up race— this button’d nation — 

Who, while they boast their laws so free, 

Leave not one limb at liberty, ! 

But live, with ail their lordly speeches, l 

The slaves of buttons and tight breeches. 

1 Alluding, I suppose, to the Latin Advertisement of a 
Lusus Naturae in the Newspapers lately. 

21 have made many inquiries about this Persian gentle- 
man, but c-apnot satisfactorily ascertain who he is. From 
his notions of Religious Liberty, however, I conclude that 
he is an importation of Ministers; and he has arrived just in 

time to assist the P & and Mr. L — CK— E in their new 

Oriental Plan of Reform.—See the second of these Letters. 
— How Abdallah’s epistle to Ispahan found its way into the 
I'wopenny Post Bag is more than I can pretend to account 
/or. 


Yet, though they thus their knee-pans fetter, 
(They’re Christians, and they know no better)* 

In some things they’re a thinking nation— 

And, on Religious Toleration, * 

I own I like their notions quite. 

They are so Persian and so right! 

You know our Sunnites,® hateful dogs ! 

Whom every pious Shiite flogs 
Or longs to flog^ — ’t is true, they pray 
To God, but in an ill-bred way ; 

With neither arms, nor legs, nor faces 
Stuck in their right, canonic places P 
’Tis true, they worship Ali’s name^ — 

TVieir heaven and ours are just the same — 

(A Persian’s heaven is easily made, 

’Tis but — ^black eyes and lemonade.) 

Yet — though we’ve tried for centuries back — 

We can’t persuade the stubborn pack, 

By bastinadoes, screws, or nippers, 

To wear th’ establish’d pea-green slippers I® 

Then — only think — the libertines ! 

They wash their toes — they comb their chins,’’ 
With many more such deadly sins I 
And (what ’s the worst, though last I rank it) 
Believe the Chapter of the Blanket ! 

Yet, spite of tenets so flagitious, 

(Which must, at bottom, be seditious ; 

As no man living would refuse 

Green slippers, but from treasonous views ; 

Nor wash his toes, but with intent 
To overturn the government !) 

Such is our mild and tolerant way, 

We only curse them twice a-day 
(According to a form that ’s set,) 

And, far from torturing, only let 
All orthodox believers beat ’em. 

And twitch their beards, where’er they meet ’em. 

As to the rest, they’re free to do 
Whate’er their fancy prompts them to, 

Provided they make nothing of it 
Tow’rds rank or honour, power or profit ; 

Which things-, we nat’rally expect, 

Belong to us, the Establish’d sect, 

Who disbelieve (the Lord be thanked !) 

Th’ aforesaid Chapter of the Blanket. 


1 “ C’est an honnfi^te homme,” said a Turkish governor 
of de Ruyter; “ e’esf giand domrnage qu’il soit Chretien.” 

2 Sunnites and S/iiites are the two leading sects into 
which the Mahometan world is divided ; and they have gone 
on cursing and persecuting each other, without any inter- 
mission, for about eleven hundred years. The Stinni is the 
established sect in Turkey, and the Shia in Persia ; and the 
difference between them turn chiefly upon^ those important 
points, which our pious friend Abdallah, in the true spirit 
of Shiite Ascendancy, reprobates in this Letter. 

3 “Les Sunnites, qui btaient comrao les catholiques da 
Musulmanisme.” — D’’ flerbelot. 

4 “In contradistinction to the Soimis, who in their prayers 
cross their hands on the lower pan of the breast, the Schiahs 
drop their arms in straight lines ; and as the Sounis, at cer- 
tain periods of the prayer, press their foreheads on the ground 
or carpet, the Schiahs,” etc. etc. — Foster's Voyage, 

5 “ Les Turcs ne d^testent pas Ali r<^ciproquernent ; au 
contraire; ils le reconnaissent,” etc. etc. — Chardin, 

6 “ The Shiites wear green slippers, which the Sunnites 
consider as a great abomlrjation.” — Mariti. 

7 For these points of difference, as well as for the Chapter 
of the Blanket, I must refer the reader (not having the book 
fay me) to Picart’s Account of the Mahometan Sects 
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The same mild views of Toleration 
Inspire, I find, this button’d nation, 
Whose Papists (full as given to rogue. 
And only Sunnites with a brogue) 

Fare just as well, with all their fuss, 

As rascal Sunnites do with us. 

The tender Gazel I inclose 
Is for my love, my Syrian Rose — 

Take it, when night begins to fall, 

And throw it o’er her mother’s wall, 
GAZEL. 

Rememberest thou the hour we past ? 
That hour, the happiest and the last !-— 
Oh ! not so sweet the Siha thorn 
To summer bees at break of morn, 

Kot half so sweet, through dale and dell, 
To camels’ ears the tiniuing bell, 

As is the soothing memory 
Of that one precious hour to me ! 

How can we live, so far apart ? 

Oh ! why not rather heart to heart. 
United live and die ? — 

Like those sweet birds that fiy together, 
With feather always touching feather. 
Link’d by a hook and eye P 


LETTER YII. 

FROM MESSRS. L— CK — GT— N AND CO. 

TO , Esa.® 

Per Post, Sir, we send your MS. — ^look’d it thro’ — 
Very sorry — ^but can’t undertake — ’t would’nt do. 
Clever w’ork, Sir ! — would get up prodigiously well— 
Its only defect is — it never would sell ! 

And though Statesmen may glory in being unhoughti 
In an Auikory we think, Sir, that ’s rather a fault. 

Hard times, Sir— most books are too dear to be read — 
Though the gold of Good-sense and Wit’s STitall’ 
change are fled. 

Yet the paper we publishers pass, in their stead, 
Rises higher each day, and (’t is frightful to think it) 
Not even such names as F — tzg — r — n’s can sink it! 
However, Sir— if you’re for trying again, 

And at somewhat that’s vendible — we are your men. 
Since the Chevalier C — rr took to marrying lately, 
The Trade is in want of a Traveller greatly— 

No job, Sir, more easy — your Country once plann’d, 
A month aboard ship and a fortnight on land 
Puts your Quarto of Travels clean out of hand. 

An East-India pamphlet’s a thing that would tell — 
And a lick at the Papists is sure to sell well. 

Or— supposing you have nothing original m you--- 
Write Parodies, Sir, and such fame it will win you, 


1 Tide will appear strange to an English reader, but it is 
literally translated from Abdallah’s Persian, and the curious 
bird to which he alludes is the Juftak, of which I find the 
following account in Richardson. — A sort of bird that is 
said to have hut one wing, on the opposite sido to which the 
male has a hook and the female a ring, so that, when they 
fly, they are fastened together.” 

2 From motives of delicacy, and. indeed, of /cZlo«5</eeZ- 
i»g, I suppress the name of the Author, whose rejected ma- 
nuscript waa inclosed in this letter.— See the Appendix. 


You’ll get to the BIue-stocMng Routs of Alb— n— a? 
(Mind — not to her dinners — n second-hand Muse 
Must n’t think of aspiring to mess with the Blues, 

Or — in case nothing else in this world you can do 
The deuce is in’t, Sir, if you cannot review! 

Should you feel any touch of poetical glow, 

We’ve a scheme to suggest— Mr. Sc — tt, you must 
know 

(Who, we’re sorry to say it, now works for the Rota,)® 
Having quitted the Borders to seek new renown, 

Is coming, by long Quarto stages, to Town ; 

And beginning with Rokeby (the job ’s sure to pay) 
Means to do all the Gentlemen’s Seats on the way. 
Now the Scheme is (though none of our hackneys 
can beat him) 

To start a fresh Poet through Highgate to meet Urn • 
Who, by means of quick proofs— no revises— long 
coaches — 

May do a few Villas before Sc — tt approaches— 
Indeed if' our Pegasus be not curst shabby, 

He’ll reach, without found’ring, at least WoBtiEN- 
Abbey. 

Such, Sir, is our plan— if you’re up to the freak, 

’T is a match ! and we’ll put you in trainings next 
w'eek — 

At present, no more— in reply to this Letter, a 
Line will oblige very much 

Your’s et cetera 

Temple of the Mtms. 


LETTER Vm. 

FROM COLONEL TH — M — S TO — , EgQ 

Come to our Fete,'’ and bring with thee 
Thy newest, best embroidery ! 

Come to our Fete, and show again 
That pea-green coat, thou pink of men ! 

Which charm’d all eyes that last survey’d it, 

When B l’s self inquired “who made it?” 

When Cits came wondering from the East, 

And thought thee Poet Pye, at hast! 

Oh ! come— (if haply ’t is thy week 
For looking pale)— with paly cheek ; 

Though more we love thy roseate days, 

When the rich rouge pot pours its blaze 
Full o’er thy face, and, amply spread, 

Tips even thy whisker-tops with red- 
lake the last tints of dying Day 
That o’er some darkling grove delay ! 

Bring thy best lace, thou gay Philander ! 

(That lace, like H — rry Al — x— nd— e, 

Too precious to be wash’d)— thy rings, 

Thy seals — in short, thy prettiest things ! 

Put all thy wardrobe’s glories on, 

And yield, in frogs and fringe, to none 
But the great R — G; — t’s self alone ! 


1 This alludes, I believe, to a curious correspondence, 
which is said to have passed lately between Alb — n — a, 
Countess of B— CK— gh— KS--E, and a certain ingenioua 
Parodist. 

2 Paternoster Row. ''' 

3 This Letter inclosed a Card for the Grand F^to on the 
1 5th of February. 
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Who, by particular desire— 

For that night only^ means to hire 
A dress from Romeo C— tes, Esquire — 
Something between (’t were sin to hack it) 
The Romeo robe and Hobby jacket ! 

Hail, first of Actors P best of R — g — ts! 
Born for each other’s fond allegiance ! 

Both gay Lotharios — ^both good dressers — 

Of Serious Farce hoil/i learned Professors— 
Both circled round, for use or show. 

With cocks’-combs, wheresoe’er they go 

Thou know’st the time, thou man of lore ! 

It takes to chalk a ball-room floor — 

Thou know’st the time, too, weli-a-day ! 

It takes to dance that chalk away.^ 

The Ball-room opens — ^far and nigh 
Comets and suns beneath us lie \ 

O’er snowy moons and stars we walk, 

And the floor seems a sky of chalk ! 

But soon shall fade the bright deceit, 

When many a maid, with busy feet 
That sparkle in the Lustre’s ray, 

O’er the white path shall bound and play 
Like Nymphs along the Milky Way ! 

At every step a star is fled, 

And suns grow dim beneath their tread I 
So passeth life— (thus Sc — tt would write, 
And spinsters read him with delight) — 
Hours are not feet, yet hours trip on, 

Time is not chalk, yet time ’s soon gone P 

But, hang this long digressive flight ! 

I meant to say, thou’lt see, that night, 

What falsehood rankles in their hearts, 

Who say the P — -e neglects the arts — 
Neglects the arts ! — no, St — -g ! no ; 

Thy Cupids answer ’tis not so 
And every floor, that night, shall tell 
How quick thou daubest, and how well ! 
Shine as thou may^st in French vermilion, 
Tliou’rt hest — ^beneath a French cotillion ; 
And still comest ofl", whate’er thy faults, 
With jlyirig colours in a Waltz ! 

Nor need’ St thou mourn the transient date 
To thy best works assign’d by Fate — 

While some chefs-d’oeuvre live to weary one, 
Thine boast a short life and a merry one ; 
Their hour of glory past and gone 
With “Molly, put the kettle on !” 


1 Q,uem tu, Melpomene, semel 

NascentemjpZoeido videris, etc. JSbrat. 

The Man, upon whom thou hast deign’d to look funny I 

Thou great Tragic Muse I at the hour of his birth — i 

Let them say what they will, that ’s the man for my money, ; 

Give others thy tears, but let me have thy mirth I 
The assertion that follows, however, is not verified in the , 
instance before us. | 

Ilium- — — 

-non equus impiger 

Curru ducet Jichaico* 

2 To those who neither go to balls nor read the Mornmg 
Post, it may be necessary to mention that the floors of Ball- 
rooms, in general, are chalked, for safety and for ornament, 
with various fanciful devices. 

3 Hearts are notflint, yet flints are rent, 

Hearts are not steel, but steel is bent. 

After all, however, Mr. Sc— tt may well say to the Colonel 
(and, indeed, to much better wags than the Colonel,) 

^wfiSKr5^»i n 


But, bless my soul ! I’ve scarce a leaf 
Of paper left— so, must be brief. 

This festive Fete, in fact, will be 
The former Fete’s /ac-stmzle,* * 

The same long Masquerade of Rooms, 

Trick’d in such different, quaint costuihes, 
(These, P — rt — r, are thy glorious works * 
You’d swear Egyptians, Moors, and Turks, 
Bearing Good-Taste some deadly malice, 

Had clubb’d to raise a Pic-Nic Palace ; 

And each, to make the oglio pleasant, 

Had sent a State-Room as a present ; 

The sanxiefauteuils and girondoles — 

The same gold Asses,^ pretty souls ! 

That, in this rich and classic dome, 

Appear so perfectly at home ! 

The same bright river ’moiigst the dishes, 

But not — ^ah ! not the same dear fishes — 

Late hours and claret kill’d the old ones! 

So, ’stead of silver and of gold ones 
(It being rather hard to raise 
Fish of that specie now-a-days,) 

Some sprats have been, by Y — RM — th’s wish. 
Promoted into Silver Fish, 

And Gudgeons (so V — ns— tt — t told 
The R — G — t) are as good as Gold! 

So, pr’ythee, come — our Fete will be 
But half a Fete, if wanting thee I 


APPENDIX, 


Letter IV, Pu:^e 156. 

Among the papers inclosed in Hr. D— g— N— n’s 
Letter, there is a Heroic Epistle in Latin verse, from 
Pope Joan to her Lover, of which, as it is rather a 
curious document, I shall venture to give some ac- 
count. This female Pontiff was a native of England 
(or, according to others, of Germany) who, at an 
early age, disguised herself in male attire, and follow- 
ed her lover, a young ecclesiastic, to Athens, where 
she studied with such effect, that upon her arrival at 
Rome she was thought worthy of being raised to the 
Pontificate. This Epistle is addressed to her Lover 
(whom she had elevated to the dignity of Cardinal,) 
soon after the fatal aGcouckemenif by which her Fal- 
libility was betrayed. 

She begins by reminding him very tenderly of the 
time when they were in Athens — when 

“By Eissus’ stream 

We whispering walk’d along, and leam’d to speak 
The tenderest feelings in the purest Greek ; 

Ah! then how little did we think or hope, 

Dearest of men ! that I should e’er be Pope !® 


X ttO— n H-— e will exhibit a complete 
iti respect to interior ornament, to what it did at the last 
Ffete; The same splendid draperies,” etc. etc . — Morning 
Post. 

2 The salt-cellars on the P e’s errw table were in the 

form of an Ass with panniers. 

3 Gpahheim attributes the unanimity with which Jog.n 
was elected, to that innate and irresistible charm bv which 
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'Rhat I — ^the humble Joan — ^whose house-wife art 
Seem’d just enough to keep ihy house and heart 
(And those, alas ! at sixes and at sevens,) 

Should soon keep all the keys of all the Heavens !” 

Still less (she continues to say) could they have 
foreseen, that such a catastrophe as had happened in 
Council would befai them — ^that she 

“Should thus surprise the Conclave’s grave decorum 
And let a little Pope pop out before ’em — 

Pope Innocent / alas, the only one 

That name should ever have been fix’d upon !” 

She then very pathetically laments the downfal of 
her greatness, and enumerates the various treasures 
to which she is doomed to bid fai*eweli for ever. 

“But oh! more dear, more precious tea times over — 
Farewell, my Lord, my Cardinal, ray Lover ! 

I made thee Cardinal—thou raadest me — ah ! 

Thou madest the Papa’ of the World — Mamma !’ 

I have not time now to translate any more of this 
Epistle ; but I presume the argument which the Right 
Hon. Doctor and his friends mean to deduce from it, 
is (in their usual convincing strain) that Romanists 
must be unworthy of Emancipation 7iov,\ because they 
had a Petticoat Pope in the Ninth Century— Nothing 
can be more logically clear, and I find that Horace 
had exactly the same views upon the subject: 

Romanus (eheu posteri, negabitis !) 
Emancipatiis Foeminjs 
Fert valium ! — 

Letter VH. Page 160. 

The manuscript, which I found in the bookseller’s 
letter, is a meio-drama, in two Acts, entitled “ The 
Book,”^ of which the theatres, of course, had had 
the refusal, before it w^as presented to Messrs. L — ck- 
— ngt — n and Co. — ^This rejected drama, however, 
possesses considerable merit, and I shall take the 
liberty of laying a sketch of it before my readers. 

The first Act opens in a very awful manner : — Pbne, 
three o’clock in the morning — Scene, the Bourbon 
Chamber^ in C — ^rl — ^t— n house — Enter the P- 
R — G — T solus. — ^Afier a few broken sentences, he 
thus exclaims : 

Away— away— 

Thou haunt’st my fancy so, thou devilish Book I 
I meet thee— trace thee, wheresoe’er I look. 


her sex, though latent, operated upon the instinct of the 
Cardinals— “ Nonyi aliqua, sed ooncorditer, omnium in se 
converse desiderio, qujs sunt blandientis sexus artes, laten- 
les in hac quanquam 1” 

1 This is an anachronism ; for it was not till the eleventh 
century, that the Bishop of Rome took the title of Papa, or 
Universal Father- 

2 There was a mysterious Book, in the 16th century, which 
employed all the anxious curiosity of tlie learned of that day. 
Everyone spoke of it; many wrote against it; though it 
does not appear that any body had ever seen it ; and indeed 
Grotius is of opinion that no such book ever existed. It was 
entitled “ Liber de tribus impostoribus.” (See Morbof. Gap. 
de Libris damnatis.) — Our more modern mystery of “ the 
Book” resembles this in many particulars ; and, if the num- 
ber of lawyers employed in drawing it up be stated correctly, 
a slight alteration of the title into “ & tribus impostoribus” 
would produce a coincidence altogether very remarkable. 

3 The chamber, I suppose, which was prepared for the 
reception of the Bourbons at the first Grand Pete, and 
'‘’Mch was ornamented (all for the Oelivernuce of Eu- 
rope”) with de 


I see thy damned ink in Eld — n’s brows — 

I see thy foolscap on my H — rtf — d’s spouse— 
y — NS — T — t’s head recalls thy leathern case, 

And all thy hlank-leaves stare from R — d — r’s face ! 
While, turning here [lay ing his hand on his heart] I 
find, ah, wretched elf ! 

Thy list of dire errata in myself. 

[Walks the stage in considerable agitation.] 

Oh Roman Punch ! oil potent Curacoa ! 

Oh Mareschino ! Mareschino oh ! 

Delicious drams ! why have you not the art 
To kill this gnawing hook-worm in my heart ? 

Here he is interrupted in his soliloquy by perceiv 
ing some scribbled fragments of paper on the ground, 
which he collects, and “ by the light of two magnifi. 
cent candelabras” discovers the following unconnected 
words : — “ Wife neglected^' — “ the BooP ^ — “ Wrong 
Measures ''^ — “ Queen^' — Mr Ija7nberV'-.^^Hh 

R — G — T.” 

Pla! treason in my house !— Curst words, that withey 
My princely soul [shaking the papers molently,] whai 
demon brought you hither ? 

My wife!” — ^“the Book,” too! — stay — anearerlook— 
[Molding the f ragments closer to the candelabras.] 
Alas ! too plain, B, double O, K, Book— 

Death and destruction ! 

He here rings all the bells, and a whole legion of 
valets enter.— A scene of cursing and swearing (very 
much in the German style) ensues, in the course of 
which messengers are dispatched, in different direc- 
tions, for the L— RD Ch— nc— ll — r, the D— e of 
C — B — L — D, etc. etc. — The intermediate time is filled 
up by another soliloquy, at the conclusion of whicli, 
the aforesaid personages rush on alarmed — the D— s 
with his stays only half-laced, and the Ch— nc— llor 
with his wig throwm hastily over an old red night- 
cap, “ to maintain the becoming splendour of his 
office.”’ The R — a — t produces the appalling frag- 
ments, upon which the Ch^ — nc — ll — r breaks out 
into exclamations of loyalty and tenderness, and re- 
lates the following portentous dream : — 

’Tis scarcely two hours since 

I had a fearful dream of thee, my P E ! — 

Methought I heard thee, midst a courtly crowd, 

Say from thy throne of gold, in mandate loud, 
“Worship my whiskers !” — not a knee wai 
there 

But bent and worshipp’d the Illustrious Pair 
That curl’d in conscious majesty . [Pulls out hh 
handkercldef] — ^while cries 
Of “Whiskers! whiskers !” shook the echoing 
skies! — 

Just in that glorious hour, methought, tliere came, 
With looks of injured pride, a princely dame, 

And a young maiden clinging to her side, 

As if she feared some tyrant would divide 
The hearts that nature and affection tied ! 

The matron came — ^^vithin her right hand glow’d 
A radiant torch ; while from her left a load 


1 “To enable the individual, who holds the office ot 
Chancellor, to maintain it in becoming splendour.” 
laugh.) — Lord Cas tier saga's Speech upon the Vice-Cha'A 
cellor's Bill. 
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Of papers hung — [wipes his eyes] — collected in her 
veil — 

The venal evidence, the slanderous tale, 

The wounding hint, the current lies that pass 
From Post to Cowner, form’d the motley mass ; 
Which, with disdain, before the throne she throws, 
And lights the pile beneath thy princely nose. 

[We^s.] 

Heavens, how it blaz’d ! — ^I’d ask no livelier fire , 
[with animation] To roast a Papist by, my gracious 
Sire ! — j 

But ah ! the Evidence — [weeps again] I mourn’d to i 

see — j 

Cast, as it bum’d, a deadly light on thee ! i 

And Tales and Hints their random sparkles flung, j 
And hiss’d and crackled like an old maid’s tongue ; ' 
While Posi and Courier ^ faithful to their fame. 

Made up in stink for what they lack’d in flame 1 
When, lo, ye gods ! — the fire, ascending brisker, 

Now singes one, now lights the other whisker ! — 

Ah ! where was then the Sylphid, that unfurls . 

Her fairy standard in defence of curls ? 

Throne, whiskers, wig, soon vanish’d into smoke, 
The watchman cried “ past one,” and — I awoke. 

Here his Lordship weeps more profusely than ever, 
and the R — g — t (who has been very much agitated 
during the recital of the dream,) by a movement as 
characteristic as that of Charles XII when he was 
shot, claps his hands to his whiskers to feel if all be 
really safe. A privy council is held — all the servants, 
etc. are examined, and it appears that a tailor who had 
come to measure the R — g — t for a dress (which 
takes three whole pages of the best superfine clin- 
qmnt in describing,) was the only person who had 
been in the Bourbon chamber during the day. It is 
accordingly determined to seize the tailor, and the 
council breaks up with a unanimous resolution to be 
vigorous. 

The commencement of the second Act turns 
chiefly upon the trial and imprisonment of two 
brothers; but as this forms the under plot of the 
drama, I shall content myself with extracting from it 
the following speech, which is addressed to the two 
brothers, as they “ exeunt severally” to prison ; 

Go to your prisons — ^though the air of spring 
No mountain coolness to your cheeks shall bring ; 
Though summer flowers shall pass unseen away. 

And ail your portion of the glorious day 
May be some solitary beam that falls, 

At mom or eve, upon your dreary walls — 

Some beam that enters, trembling as if awed, 

To teE how gay the young world laughs abroad ! 

Yet go — for thoughts, as blessed as the air 
Of spring, or summer flowers, await you there ; 
Thoughts, such as he, who feasts his courtly crew 
In rich conservatories, never knew ! 

Pure self-esteem— the smiles that light within— 

The Zeal, whose circling charities begin 

With the few loved-ones Heaven has placed it near, 

Nor cease, till all mankind are in its sphere I — 

The Pride, that suffers without vaunt or plea, 


And the fresh Spirit, that can warble free, 

Through prison-bars, its hymn to Liberty ! 

The Scene next changes to a tailor s work-shop, 
and a fancifully-arranged group of these artists is dis- 
covered upon the shop-board ; their task evidently 
of a royal nature, from the profusion of . gold-lace, 
frogs, etc. that lie about. They all rise and come 
forward, while one of them sings the following stan- 
zas, to the tune of “ Perry Down.” 

My brave brother tailors, come, straighten your knees. 
For a moment, like gentlemen, stand up at ease, 

While I sing of our P e (and a fig for his raiiers,) 

The Shop-board’s delight! the Maecenas of Tailors 1 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 

Some monarchs take roundabout ways into note, 

But his short cut to fame is — the cut of his coat ; 
Philip’s son thought the world was too small for his 
soul. 

While our R— g — t’s finds room in a laced button 
hole! 

Derry down, etc. 

Look through all Europe’s Kings — at least, those who 
go loose — 

Not a King of them all ’s such a friend to the Goose 
So, God keep him increasing in size and renown, 

Still the fattest and best-fitted P e about town ! 

Derry down, etc. 

During the “Perry down” of this last verse, a 

messenger from the S — c — t — ^y of S e’s Oflice 

rushes on, and the singer (who, luckily for the effect 
of the scene, is the very tailor suspected of the mys- 
terious fragments) is interrupted in the midst of his 
laudatory exertions, and hurried away, to the no small 
surprise and consternation of his comrades. The 
Plot now hastens rapidly in its developement— the 
management of the tailor’s examination is highly 
skilful, and the alarm which he is made to betray is 
natural without being ludicrous. The explanation, 
too, which he fiuially gives, is not more simple than 
satisfactory. It appears that the said fragments formed 
part of a self exculpatory note, which he had intended 

to send to Colonel M‘M N upon subjects purely 

professional, and the corresponding bits (which still 
lie luckily in his pocket,) being produced, and skil- 
fully laid beside the others, the following billet-doux 
is the satisfactory result of their juxta position: 

Honoured Colonel— my Wife, who ’s the Queen o 
. all slatterns, 

Neglected to put up the Book of new patterns 
She sent the wrong Measures too — shamefully 
wrong — 

They’re the same used for poor Mr. Lambert, when 
young; 

But, bless you ! tliey would’nt go half round the 
R— G— T, 

So, hope you’ll excuse yours till death, most obedient 

This fully explains the whole mystery; the R — g — t 
resumes his wonted smiles, and the drama terminates 
as usual, to the satisfaction of all parties. 



THE FUDGE FAMILY IN PARIS. 


Le Leggi della Maschera richiedono che una per- 
sona mascherata non sia salutata per nome da ano 
cho ia conosce malgrado il suo travestimento. 

Castiglione. 


PREFACE. 


In what manner the following epistles came into 
my hands, it is not necessary for the public to know. 
It will be seen by Mr. Fudge’s second letter, that he 
is one of those gentlemen whose secret services in 

Ireland, under the mild ministry of my Lord C gh, 

have been so amply and gratefully remunerated. Like 
his friend and associate, Tiiomas Reynolds, Esq. 
he had retired upon the reward of his honest indus- 
try? but has lately been induced to appear again in 
active life, and superintend the training of that Dela- 
iorian Cohort, which Lord S— dm— th, in Ms wisdom 
and benevolence, has organized. 

Whether Mr. Fudge, himself, has yet made any 
discoveries, does not appear from the following 
pages but much may be expected from a person of 
nis zeal and sagacity, and, indeed, to him, Lord S — d- 
M— TH, and the Greenland-bound ships, the eyes of 
all lovers of discoveries are now most anxiously di- 
rected. 

I regret that I have been obliged to omit Mr. Bob 
Fudge’s third letter, concluding the adventures of 
his Day, with the Dinner, Opera, etc. etc. — but, in 
consequence of some remarks upon Marinette’s thin 
drapery, which, it was thought, might give offence to 
certain well-meaning persons, the manuscript was 
sent back to Paris for his revision, and had not re- 
turned when the last sheet was put to press. 

It will not, I hope, be thought presumptuous, if I 
take tills opportunity of complaining of a very serious 
injustice I have suffered from the public. Dr. King 
wrote a treatise to prove that Bentley “ was not the 
author of his own book,” and a similar absurdity has 
been asserted of me, in almost all the best informed | 
literary circles. With the name of the real author j 
staring them in the face, they have yet persisted in 
attributing my works to other people ; and the fame of 
the Twopenny Post Bag— such as it is — having ho- 
vered doubtfully over various persons, has at last 
settled upon the head of a certain little gentleman, 
who wears it, I understand, as complacently as if it 
actually belonged to him ; without even the honesty 
of avowing, with his own favourite author, (he will 
excuse the pun) 

Eyw r O MtiPOE 

iiSTwTTia, 

I can only add, that if any lady or gentleman, cu- 
rious ia such matters, will take the trouble of calling 


at my lodgings, 245, Piccadilly, I shall have the ho- 
nour of assuring them, in propria persona, that I ain-^ 
his, or her, 

Very obedient and very humble servant, 
THOMAS BROWN, THE YOUNGER, 
April 17, 1818. 


THE 

FUDGE FAMILY IN PAMS. 


LETTER 1. 

FROM MISS BIDDY FUDGE TO MISS DOROTHY 

OF CLONSKILTY, IN IRELAND. 

Amms» 

Dear Doll, while the tails of our horses are plaiting 
The trunks tying on, and Papa, at the door, 

Into very bad French is, as usual, translating 
His English resolve not to give a sou more, 

I sit down to write you a line — only think ! — 

A letter from France, with French pens and French 
ink, 

How delightful! though, would you believe it, my 
dear ? 

I have seen nothing yet very wonderful here ; 

No adventure, no sentiment, far as we’ve come, 

But the corn-fields and trees quite as dull as at home; 
And, hut for the post-boy, his boots and his queue, 

I might just as well be at Clonskilty with you ! 

In vain, at Dessein’s, did I take from my trank 
That divine fellow, Sterne, and fall reading “The 
Monk!” 

In vain did I think of Ms charming dead Ass, 

And remember the crust and the wallet— alas ! 

No monks can be had now for love or for money 
(All owing, Pa says, to that infidel Boney ;) 

And, though one little Neddy we saw in our drive 
Out of classical Nampont, the beast was alive 1 

By the bye, though, at Calais, Papa had a touch 
Of romance on the pier, which affected me much. 

At the sight of that spot, where our darling ***** 

Set the first of his own dear legitimate feet‘ 
(Modell’d out so exactly, and — God bless the mark!— 
’Tis a foot, Dolly, worthy so Grand a M^**que,) 

1 To commemorate the landing of ***** ** ***** from 
England, the impression of his foot is marked on the pier ai 
Calais, and a pillar with an inscription raised opposite tc 
the spot. 
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He exclaimed “ Oh men R**i” and, with tear-drop- 
ping eye, 

Stood to gaze on the spot — ^whiie some Jacobin, nigh. 
Mutter’d out with a shrug (what an insolent thing !) 
^‘Ma foi, he be right — ^’tis de Englishman’s K**g; 
And dat grospied de coclt07i— begar, me vil say, 

Dat de foot look mosh better, if turn’d toder way.” 
There ’s the pillar, too— -Lord ! I had nearly forgot— 
What a charming idea ! — raised close to the spot; • 
The mode being now (as you’ve heard, I suppose) 
To build tombs over legs,’ and raise pillars to toes. 

This is all that’s occurr’d sentimental as yet ; 

Except, indeed, some little flower-n 3 rmphs wa’ve met, 
Who disturb one’s romance with pecuniary views, 
Flinging flowers in your path, and then bawling for 
soits ! 

And some picturesque beggars, whose multitudes seem 
To recall the good days of the ancien regime, 

All as ragged and brisk, you’ll be happy to learn. 

And as thin as they were in the time of dear Sterne. 

Our party consists, in a neat Calais job, 

Of papa and myself, Mr. Connor and Bob. 

You remember how sheepish Bob look’d at Kilrandy, 
But, Lord ! he ’s quite alter’d — they’ve made him a 
Dandy 

A thing, you know, whisker’d, great-coated, and laced, 
Like an hour-glass, exceedingly small in the waist : 
Quite a new sort of creatures, unknown yet to scho- 
lars. 

With heads so immoveably stuck in shirt-collars, 
That seats like our music-stools soon must be found 
them, 

To twirl, when the creatures may wish to look round 
them ! 

In short, dear, “a Dandy” describes what I mean, 
And Bob ’s far the best of the genus I’ve seen : 

An improving young man, fond of learning, ambitious, 
And goes now to Paris to study French dishes, 
Whose names— -think, how quick !— he already knows 
pat, 

A la braise, peiits patets, and — what d’ye call that 
'They inflict on potatoes 1 oh ! maitre d’hote ! — 

I assure you, dear Dolly, he knows them as well 
As if nothing but these all his life he had ate, 
Though a bit of them Bobby has never touch’d yet ; 
But just knows the names of French dishes and cooks, 
As dear Pa knows the titles and authors of books. 

As to Pa, what d’ye think? — ^mind it’s ail enire nous, 
But you know, love, I never keep secrets from you — 
Why he’s writing a book— what ! a tale ? a romance ? 
No, ye gods, would it were!— but his Travels in 
France; 

At the special desire {he let out t’ other day) 

Of his friend and bis patron, my Lord C — tl — r — gh, 

Who said, “My dear Fudge ” I forget th’ exact 

words, 

And, it’s strange, no one ever remembers my Lord’s ; 
But ’twas something to say, that, as all must allow, 

A good orthodox work is much wanting just now, 
To expound to the world the new— thingummie — 

■ science, 

Found out by the — ^what’s-its-name — Holy A***’’’*ce, 


And prove to mankind that their nghts are but folly. 
Their freedom a joke (which it zx, you know, Dolly) 
“There’s none,” said his Lordship, “if I may be 
judge, 

Half so fit for this great undertaking as Fudge 1” 

The matter’s soon settled — Pa flies to the Rem 
(The first stage your tourists now usually go,) 

Settles all for his quarto — advertisements, praises^ — 
Starts post from the door, with his tablets — ^French 
phrases — 

“Scott’s Visit,” of course— in short, every thing he 
has 

An author ca.n want, except words and ideas 
And, lo ! the first thing in the spring of the year, 

Is Phil. Fudge at the front of a Quarto, my dear I 

But, bless me, my paper ’s near out, so I’d better 
Draw fast to a close : — ^this exceeding long letter 
You owe to a dejeuner a h, Fourclieip, 

Which Bobby would have, and is hard at it yet— 
What ’s next ? oh, the tutor, the last of the party. 
Young Connor : — they say he ’s so like Bon****te, 
His nose and his chin,— which Papa rather dreads, 
As the B*****n’s, you know, are suppressing all heads 
! That resemble old Nap’s, and who knows but their 
honours 

May think, in their fright, of suppressing poor Con 
nor’s ? 

Au reste (as we say,) the young lad ’s well enough, 
Only talks mqch of Athens, Rome, virtue, and stuff; 
A tliird cousin of ours, by the way — poor as Job 
(Though of royal descent by the side of Mamma,) 
And for charity made private tutor to Bob — 

Entre nous, too, a Papist — how liberal of Pa! 

This is all, dear, — forgive me for breaking off thus ; 
But Bob’s dejeuner’s done, and Papa’s in a fuss. 

B. F. 

P.S. 

How provoking of Pa ! he will not let me stop 
Just to run in and rummage some milliner’s shop ; 
And my debut in Paris, I blush to think on it, 

Must now, Boll, be made in a hideous low bonnet 
But Paris, dear Paris — oh, there mil be joy, 

And romance, and high bonnets, and Madame Ls 
Roi P 


FROM PHIL, fudge, ESQ. TO THE LORD VISCOUNT 
c H. 

Paris, 

At length, my Lord, I have the bliss 
j To date to you a line from this 
I “ Demoralized” metropolis ; 

Where, by plebeians low and scurvy, 

The throne was turn’d quite topsy-turvy, 

And Kingship, tumbled from its seat, 

“Stood prostrate” at the people’s feet ; 

Where (still to use your Lordship’s tropes) 

The leueZ of obedience aZopea 
Upward and downward, as the stream 
Of hpdra fsLCtion hicks tkebmm l^ 

1 A celebrated mantua-mak«r in Faria. 

2 This excellent imitation of th« noble Lord's style show* 
how deeply Mr. Fudja must htu-e studied hie gi-eni* pnginal 


LETTER H. 


1 Ci-git la jambe de, etc, etc. 
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Where the poor palace changes masters 
Quicker than a snake its skin, 

And *=»' *** is rolled out on castors 
While * =»' =»'* ’s, borne on shoulders in : 

But where, in every change, no doubt. 

One special good your Lordship traces, — 

That ’t is the Kings alone turn out, 

And 3Iimsters still keep their places. 

How ofl, dear Viscount C gh, 

I’ve thought of thee upon the way, 

As in my job (what place could be 
More apt to wake a thought of thee ?) 

Or, oflener far, when gravely sitting 
Upon my dickey (as is fitting 
For him who writes a Tour, that he 
May more of men and manners see,) 

I’ve thought of thee and of thy glories. 

Thou guest of Kings, and King of Tories ! 
Reflecting how thy fame has grown 
And spread, beyond man’s usual share. 

At home, abroad, till thou art known. 

Like Major Semple, every where ! 

And marvelling with what powers of breath 
Your Lordship, having speech’d to death 
Some hundreds of your fellow-men. 

Next speech’d to Sovereigns’ ears, — and when 
All sovereigns else were dozed, at last 
Speech’d down the Sovereign^ of Belfast. 

Oh ! ’mid the praises and the trophies 
Thou gain’st from Morosophs and Sophis, 

’Mid all the tributes to thy fame, 

There’s one thou shouldst be chiefly pleased at — 
That Ireland gives her snuif thy name. 

And C— -gh’s the thing now sneezed at I 

But hold, my pen ! — a truce to praising — 

Though even your Lordship will allow 
The theme’s temptations are amazing ; 

But time and ink run short, and now 
(As thou would’st say, my guide and teacher 
In these gay metaphoric fringes,) 

I must embark into the feature 
On which this letter chiefly hinges — 

My Book, the Book that is to prove— 

And lazZZ, so help me Sprites above, 

That sit on clouds, as grave as judges, 

Watching the labours of the FuDGEs Ir— 

WiK prove that all the world, at present, 

Is in a state extremely pleasant ; 

That Europe — thanks to royal swords 

And bayonets, and the Duke commanding — 


Irish oratory, indeed, abounds with such startling peculiari- 
ties. Thus the eloquent Counsellor B , in de- 

scribing some hypocritical pretender to charity, said— “ Be 
put his hand in his breeches pocket, like a crocodile, aM,” 
etc. etc, 

t The title of the chief magistrate of Belfast, before 
whom his Lordship (with the “studium immane loqueudi” 
attributed by Ovid to that chattering and rapacious class of 
birds, the pies) delivered sundry long and self-gratulatory 
orations, on his return from the Continent. It was atone 
of these Irish dinners that his gallant brother Lord S. pro- 
posed the health of “ The best cavalry ofiicer in Europe— 
the Regent T’ 

2 Verbatim from one of the noble Viscounf s speeches— 

And now, Sir, I must embark into the feature on which 
tJiis qucs|;ion chiefly hinges.” 


Enjoys a peace which, like the Lord’s, 

Passeth ail human understanding : 

That F * *ce prefers her go-cart 
To such a coward scamp as ; 

Though round, with each a leading-string, 

There standeth many a R*y*l crony, 

For fear the chubby, tottering thing 
Should fall, if left there Zoney-jponey .* 

That England, too, the more her debts, 

I The more she spends, the richer gets ; 

And that the Irish, grateful nation ! 

Remember when by thee reign’d over, 

And bless thee for their flagellation, 

As Heloisa did her lover 
That Poland, left for Russia’s lunch, 

Upon the side-board snug reposes ; 

While Saxony ’s as pleased as Punch, 

And Norway “ on a bed of roses !” 

That, as for some few million souls, 

Transferr’d by contract, bless the clods I 
If half were strangled — Spaniards, Poles, 

And Frenchmen— ’t would n’t make much odds, 

So Europe’s goodly Royal ones 
Sit easy on their sacred thrones ; 

So Ferdinand embroiders gaily, 

And ***** eats his salmia^ daily ; 

So time is left to Emperor Sandy 
To be half Csesar and /iuZf Dandy ; 

And G GE the R — g — t (who’d forget 

That doughtiest chieftain of the set ?) 

Hath wherewithal for trinkets new, 

For dragons, after Chinese models, 

And chambers where Dulce Ho and Soo 
Might come and nine times knock their noddles ' 

All this my Quarto ’ll prove — ^much more 
Than Quarto ever proved before — 

In reasoning with the Post I’ll vie. 

My facts the Courier shall supply. 

My jokes V — ns — t, P— le my sense, 

And thou, sweet Lord, my eloquence ! 

My Journal, peim’d by fits and starts, 

On Biddy’s back or Bobby’s shoulder, 

(My son, my Lord, a youth of parts, 

Who longs to be a small place-holder,) 

Is — ^though I say ’t that should n’t say — 

Extremely good ; and, by the way, 

One extract from it — only one— 

To show its spirit, and I’ve done. 

“ Jut thirty first. Went, after snack, 

To the cathedral of St. Denny ; 

Sigh’d o’er the kings of ages back, 

And — gave the old concierge a penny ! 

{Mem. — Must see Rheims, much famed, ’tis said, 

For maldng kings and gingerbread.) 

Was shown the tomb where lay, so stately, 

A little B***bon, buried lately, 

Thrice high and puissant, we were told, 

Though only twenty-four hours old P 
Hear this, thought I, ye jacobins ; 

Ye Burdetts tremble in your skins ! 

1 See her Letters. 

2 “VS, oi» sS'overi ^tOTpt^£!‘ /SetcrtAjjsf. : ; / 

Homer^ Odyss.2. 

I 3 So described on the coflin; *>tr6s-haute et puissaua. 
1 Prinqesse, ageo d^un jour,” 
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if R**alty, but aged a day, 

Can boast such Iiigh and puissant sway. 

What impious hand its power would fix, 

Full fiedged and wigg’d,* at fifty-six?” 

The argument ’s quite new, you see, 

And proves exactly Q,. E. D. — 

So now, with duty to the R— g— t, 

I am, dear Lord, 

Your most obedient, 

P. F. 

Hotel BrdeuU, Rue Rivoli. 

Neat lodgings — rather dear for me ; 

But Biddy said she thought ’t would look 
Genteeler thus to date my book. 

And Biddy’s right — ^besides, it curries 
Some favour with our friends at Murray’s, 

Who scorn what any man can say, 

That dates from Rue St. Honord.® 


LETTER III. 

FROM MR. BOB FUDGE TO RICHARD , ESQ. 

O Dick ! you may talk of your writing and reading, 
y our logic and Greek, but there is nothing like feeding ; 
And this is the place for it, Dicky, you dog, 

Of all places on earth — the head quarters of prog. 
Talk of England, — her famed Magna Charta, I swear, is 
A humbug, a flam, to the Carte^ at old Very’s ; 

And as for your Juries — who would not set o’er ’em 
A jury of tasters, with woodcocks before ’em? 

Give Cartwright his parliaments fresh every year — 
But those friends of short Commons would never do 
here ; 

And let Romilly speak as he will on the question, 

No digest of law ’s like the laws of digestion ! 

By the bye, Dick, /fatten — but nHmporte for that, 

’T is the mode— -your legitimates always get fat ; 
There ’s the R — g — t, there ’s — and B*n*y 

tried too i 

But, though somewhat imperial in paunch, ’twouldn’t 
do: 

He improved, indeed, much in this point when he wed, 
But he ne’er grew light r*y*ily fat in the head. 

Dick, Dick, what a place is this Paris ! — but stay — 
As my raptures may bore you, I’ll just sketch a day, 
As we pass it, myself, and some comrades I’ve got, 
Ail thorough-bred Chiostics, who know what is what. 

After dreaming some hours of the land of Cocaigne,^ 
That Elysium of all that is/mrid and nice, 

1 There is a fulness a^nd breadth in this portrait, of Royal- 
ty, which reminds ns of what Pliny says, inspeakingof IVa- 
jaifa great qualities nonne longe latcquo Principem 
Oistentant?” 

2 See the duarterly Review for May, 1816, where Mr. 
Hobhouse is accused of having written his book in a back 
street of the French capital,” 

3 The bill of Pare. — VCry, a well-known Restaurateur. 

4 Mr. Bob alludes particularly, I presume, to the famous 
Jury DCgustateur, which used to assemble at the Hotel of 
M. Grimod do la Eeyniere, and of wMcb this modern 
Archestratus has given an account in his Almanach des 
Gourmands, cinqui^me aunCe, p. 78. 

5 The fairy-land of cookery and ; “ Pays, ou 

le cie! otfre lesviandes toutes cuites, et ou, comrae on parle, 
les alouettes tombent toutes rotics. Du Latin, coquero.”— 
D&chat. 


Wherefor hail they have and claret for rain, 

And the skaiters in wrinter show olF on cream-’icQ; 
Where so ready all nature its cookery yields, 
Macaroni au pamiesan grows in the fields ; 

Little birds fly about with the true pheasant taint, 

And the geese are all born with a liver complaint P 
I rise — ^put on neck-cloth — -stilf, tight as can be — 

For, a lad who goes into the worlds Dick, like me, 
Should have his neck tied up, you know— there’s no 
doubt of it — 

Almost as tight as soine lads who go out of it. 

With whiskers well oil’ d, and with boots that “ hold up 
The mirror to nature” — so bright you could sup 
Off the leather like china ; with coat, too, that draws 
On the tailor, who suffers, a martyr’s applause ! — 
With head bridled up, like a four-in-hand leader, 

And stays — devil’s in them— too tight for a feeder, 

I strut to the old Cafe Hardy, which yet 
Beats the field at a dejeuner U la fourchette. 

There, Dick, what ft breakfast I — oh, not like your ghost 
Of a breakfast in England, your curst tea and toast ; 
But a side-board, you dog, where one’s eyp roves about, 
Like a Turk’s in the Harain, and thence singles out 
One’s pdU of larks, just to tune up the throat 
One’s small limbs of chickens, done en papillote. 
One’s erudite cutlets, drest all ways but plain, 

Or one’s kidney — imagine, Dick — done with cham- 
pagne ! 

Then some glasses of Beaune, to dilute — or, mayhap, 
Chamhertin,- which you know ’s the pet tipple of Nap, 
And which Dad, by the by, that legitimate stickler, 
Much scruples to taste, but Fm not so partic’lar. — 
You coffee comes next, by prescription ; and tlien 
Dick, ’s 

The coffee’s ne’er-failing and glorious appendix — 

(If books had but such, my old Grecian, depend on H 
I’d swallow even W — tk — ^n’s, for sake of the end 
on ’t) — 

^ neat glass oi par fail-amour, which one sips 
Just as if bottled velvet^ fipp’d over one’s lips ! 

This repast being ended, and paifZ/or— (how odd! 
Till a man ’s used to paying there ’s something so 
queer in it) — 

The sun now well out, and the girls aH abroad, 

And the world enough air’d for us, Nobs, to ap- 
pear in ’t, 

We lounge up the Boulevards, where — oh Dick, the 
phizzes, * 

The turn-outs, we meet — what a nation of quizzes 1 
Here toddles along some old figure of fun, 

With a coat you might date Anno Domini One ; 

A laced hat, worsted stockings, and — noble old soul !— 
A fine ribbon and cross in his best button-hole ; 

Just such as our Pr — e, who nor reason nor fun dreads, 
Inflicts, without even a court-martial, on hundreds.'* 

1 The process by which the liver of Urn unfortunate goose 
is enlarged, in order to produce that richest of all dainties, 
the foie gras, of which such renowned pdtes are made at 
Strasbourg and Toulouse, is thus described in the Cours 
Oastroiiomipie : — On deplume I’estomac des oies; an 
attache eneuite ces animauxaux chenets d’une cheminee, et 
on lesnourrit devantle feu. LacaptivitC et la chaleuvdonnent 
a ces volatiles une maladie h^patique, qui fait gonfler leur 
foie,” etc.p. 206. 

2 The favourite wine of Napoleon. 

3 Velours en houteille. 

4 It was said by Wicquefort, more than a hundred year* 
ago, “ Le Roi d’Angletorre fait seal plus da chevalior* q^^ 
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Here trips a gruette^ with a fond, roguish eye 
(Rather eatable things these grisettes by the by;) 

And there an old demoiseUet almost as fond, 

In a silk that has stood since the time of the Fronde. 
There goes a French dandy — ah, Dick I unlike some 
ones 

We’ve seen about White’s — ^the Monnseers are but 
rum ones ; 

ciuch hats !— fit for monkeys — I’d back Mrs. Draper 
To cut neater weatlier-boards out of brown paper : 
And coats — h • I wish, if it wouldn’t distress ’em, 
They’d club for old B — m — l, from Calais, to dress ’ eml 
The collar sticks out from the neck such a space, 
That you’d swear ’twas the plan of this head-lop- 
ping nation, 

To leave there behind them a snug little place 
For the head to drop into, on decapitation ! 

In short, what with mountebanks. Counts andfriseurs, 
Some mummers by trade, and the rest amateurs — 
What with captains in new jockey-boots and silk 
breeches, 

Old dustmen with swinging great opera-hats, 

And shoeblacks reclining by statues in niches, 

There never was seen such a race of Jack Sprats. 

From the Boulevards — ^but hearken !-^-yes — as I’m a 
sinner, 

*rhe clock is just striking the half-honr for dinner : 

So no more at present — short time for adorning — 

My day must be finish’d some other fine morning. 
Now, hey for old Beauvilliers’^ larder, my boy ! 

And, once t?ierfi, if the goddess of beauty and joy 
Were to write “Come and kiss me, dear Bob I” I’d 
not budge — 

Not a step, Dick, as sure as my name is 

R. Fudge. 


LETTER rV. 

PROM PHELIM CONNOR TO . 

** Return !” — ^no, never, while the withering hand 
Of bigot power is on that hapless land ; 

While for the faith my fathers held to God, , 

Even in the fields where free those fathers trod 
I am proscribed, and — like the spot left bare 
In Israel’s halls, to tell the proud and fair 
Amidst their mirth that slavery had been there^ — 

On all I love—- home, parents, friends,— -I trace 
The mournful mark of bondage and disgrace I 
No !— let them stay, who in their country’s pangs 
See nought but food for factions and harangues ; 
Who yearly kneel before their master’s doors, 

And hawk their wrongs as beggars do their sores ; 
Still let your * 

% 4c 4c 9ic i(e 4c 


lous les autres Rois de la Chr6tient6 ensemble.”— What 
would he say now 1 

1 A celebrated Restaurateur. 

2 They used to leave a yard square of the wall of the 
house unplastered, on which they write, in large letters, 
either tlie fore-mentioned verse of the Psalmist (‘ If I forget 
thee, O Jerusalem,’ etc.) or the words— ^ The memory of the 
desolation,’ ” — Leo of Modeim. 

3 I have thought it prudent to omit some parts of Mr. 
Plielim Connor’s letter. He is evidently an intemperate 
young man, and has associated with his cousins, the Fudges, 
to voiT little purpose. 


Still hope and suffer, all who can !— but I, 

Who durst not hope, and cannot bear, must fly. 

But whither ?— every where the scourge pursues— 
Turn where he will, the wretched wanderer views. 

In the bright broken hopes of all his race, 

Countless reflexions of the oppressor’s face I 
Every where gallant hearts, and spirits true. 

Are served up victims to the vile and few ; 

While E****"*'*, every where — ^the general foe 
Of truth and freedom, wheresoe’er they glow— 

Is first, wben tyrants strike, to aid the blow ' 

0 E***'^*''*' ! could such poor revenge atone 

For wrongs that well might claim the deadliest one; 
Were it a vengeance, sweet enough to sate 
The wrei,ch who flies from thy intolerant hate, 

To hear his curses, on such barbarous sway, 

Echoed where’er he bends his cheerless way 
Could this content him, every lip he meets 
Teems for his vengeance with such poisonous sweets 
Were this his luxury, never is thy name 
Pronounced, but he doth banquet on thy shame; 
Hears maledictions ring from every side 
Upon that grasping power, that selfish pride, 

Which vaunts its own, and scorns all rights beside ; 
That low and desperate envy, which, to blast 
A neighbour’s blessings, risks the few thou hast ; — 
That monster, self, too gi'oss to be conceal’d, 

Which ever lurks behind thy proffer’d shield ; 

That faithless craft, which, in thy hour of need, 

Can court the slave, can swear he shall be freed, 

Yet basely spurns him, wben thy point is gain’d, 
Back to his masters, ready gagg’d and chain’d 1 
Worthy associate of that band of kings, 

That royal, ravening flock, whose vampire wings 
O’er sleeping Europe treacherously brood. 

And fan her into dreams of promised good, 

Of hope, of freedom — ^but to drain her blood ! 

If thus to hear thee branded be a bliss 
That vengeance loves, there’s yet more sweet than 
this, — 

That ’twas an Irish head, an Irish heart, 

Made thee the fallen and tarnish’d thing thou art ; 
That, as the Centaur* gave the infected vest. 

In which he died, to rack his conqueror’s breast, 

We sent thee C — — -gh as heaps of dead 

Have slain their slayers by the pest they spread, 

So hath our land breath’d out— thy fame to dim, 
Thy strength to waste, and rot thee, soul and limb— 
Her worst infections all condensed in him * 

Hf * # * * 4« ■ 

When will the world shake off such yokes ! oh, whes 
Will that redeeming day shine out on men, 

That shall behold them rise, erect and free 
As Heaven and Nature meant mankind should be * 
When Reason shall no longer blindly bow 
, To the vile pagod things, that o’er her brow, 
like him of Jaghernaut, drive trampling now ; 

Nor Conquest dare to desolate God’s earth ; 

Nor drunken Victory, with a Nero’s mirth, 

' Strike her lewd harp amidst a people’s groans 
But, built on love, the world’s exalted thrones 

. 1 Membra et Herculeos toros 

, Uiitlues Nessea. 

1 nio, ille victor vincitur. — Senee, Ilcrcul. (Et. 


THE FUDGE FAMILY IN PARIS. 


169 


Shall to the virtuous and the wise be given— 

Those bright, those s'ile legitimates of Heaven I 

When will this be ? — or, oh ! is it in truth, 

But one of those sweet day-break dreams of youth, 
In which the soul, as round her morning springs, 
’Twist sleep and waking, sees such dazzling things ! 
And must the hope, as vain as it is bright, 

Be all given up ? — and are they only right, 

"Who say this world of thinking souls was made 
To be by kings partitioned, truck’d, and weigh’d 
In scales that, ever since the world begun, 

Have counted millions but as dust to one ? 

Are they the only wise, who laugh to scorn 
The rights, the freedom to which man was born ; 
Who ^ * * 

jjs * :is * * 

Who, proud to kiss each separate rod of power. 
Bless, while he reigns, the minion of the hour ; 
Worship each would-be god, that o’er them moves, 
And take the thundering of his brass for Jove’s ! 

If this be wisdom, then farewell my books. 

Farewell, ye shrines of old, ye classic brooks, 

Which fed my soul with currents, pure and fair, 

Of living truth, that now must stagnate there !— 
Instead of themes that touch the lyre with light, 
Instead of Greece, and Her immortal fight 
For Liberty, which once awak’d my strings, 
Welcome the Grand Conspiracy of Kings, 

The High L*git**ates, the Holy Band, 

Who, bolder even than he of Sparta’s land, 

Against whom millions, panting to be free. 

Would guard the pass of right-line tyranny ! 

Instead of him, the Athenian bard, whose blade 
Had stood the onset which his pen ponrtray’d, 
Welcome ’t' * * * 

^ * * * 

And, ’stead of Aristides— woe the day 

Such names should mingle ’—welcome C gh ! 

Here break we off, at this unhallow’d name, 

Like priests of old, when words ill-omen’ d came. 
My next shall tell thee, bitterly shall tell, 

Thoughts that ****!« 

sf: * 4: 

Thoughts that — could patience hold — ’t were wiser far 
To leave still hid and burning where they are ! 


LETTER V. 

FEOM MISS BIDDY FUDGE TO MISS DOEOTHY . 

What a time since I wrote !— I’m a sad naughty 
■' girl— 

Though, like a tee-totura, Tm all in a twirl, 

Yet even (as you wittily say) a tee-totum 
Between all its twirls gives a letter to note ’em. 

But, Lord, such a place I and then, Dolly, my dresses. 
My gowns, so divine !— there’s no language expresses, 
Except just the two words “ superbe,” magnlfique,” 
The trimmings of that which I had home hist week ! 
It is call’d— I forget— & fo— something which sounded 
Like alicampane— but, in truth, I’m confounded 
And bother’d, my dear, ’twixt that troublesome boy’s 
(Bob’s) cookery language, and Madame Le Roi’s ; 
What with fillets of roses, and fillets of veal, 

Things garni with lace, and things gar?i{ with eel, 


One’s hair, and one’s cutlets both enpapillote. 

And a thousand more things I shall ne’er have by rote, 
I can scarce tell the difference, at least as to phrase, 
Between beef h la PsychS and curls & la braise . — 

But, in short, dear, I’m trick’d out quite h la FrancaisSf 
With my bonnet — so beautiful ! — high up and poking, 
Like ..things Ahat are put to keep chimneys from 
smoking. 

Where shall I begin with the endless delights 
Of this Eden of milliners, monkeys, and sights — 
This dear busy place, where there ’s nothing trans- 
acting, 

But dressing and dinnering, dancing and acting ? 

Imprimis, the Opera— mercy, my ears ! 

Brother Bobby’s remark t’ other night was a true 
one ; 

“ This rniist be the music,” said he, “ of the spears^ 

I For I’m curst if each note of it doesn’t run through 
I onel” 

Pa says (and you know, love, his book ’s to make out,) 
’Twas the Jacobins brought every mischief about ; 
That this passion for roaring has come in of late, 
Since the rabble all tried for a voice in the State, 
What a frightful idea, one’s mind to o’erwhelm I 
What a chorus, dear Dolly, would soon be let loose 
of it ! 

If, when of age, every man in the realm 
Had a voice like old La'is,’ and chose to make use 
of it! 

No — never was known in this riotous sphere 
Such a breach of the peace as their singing, my dear. 
So bad too, you’d swear that the god of both arts, 

Of Music and Physic, had taken a frolic 
For setting a loud fit of asthma in parts, 

And composing a fine rumbling base to a cholic ! 

But, the dancing— a/t parlez moi^ Dolly, de ca — 
There, indeed, is a treat that charms all but Papa, 
Such beauty — such grace— oh ye sylphs of romance I 
Fly, fiy to Titania, and ask her if aAe has 
One light-footed nymph in her train, that can dance 
Like divine Bigottini and sweet Fanny Bias ! 
Fanny Bias in Flora— dear creature I— you’d swear, 
When her delicate feet in the dance twinkle round, 
That her steps are of light, that her home is the air, 
And she only par complaisance touches the ground. 
And when Bigottini in Psyche dishevels 
Her black flowing hair, and by daemons is driven, 
Oh ! who does not envy those rude little devils, 
That hold her, and hug her, and keep her from 
heaven? 

Then, the music — so softly its cadences die, 

So divinely— oh, Dolly ! between, you and I, 

It ’s as well for my peace that there’s nobody nigh 
To make love to me then— pow’ue a soul, and can 
judge 

What a crisis ’t would be for your friend Biddy Fudge! 

The next place (which Bobby has near lost his heart 
in,) 

They call it the Play-house— I think — of Saint Mar- 

' tin;®'-.'. ■ ■ 

1 The oldest, most celebrated, and most noisy of the sing- 
ers at the French Opera. 

2 The Th^fitre de laPorteSt.Martirj,which was built when 
the Opera-house in the Palais Royal wna burned down, in 
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Quite charmin<? — and very religious — what folly 
To say that the French are not pious, dear Dolly, 
When here one beholds, so correctly and riglitly, 

The Testament turn’d into melo-drames nightly ; 

And, doubtless, so fond they’re of scriptural facts. 
They will soon get the Pentateuch up in five acts. 
Here Daniel, in pantomime,’ bids bold defiance 
To Nebuchadnezzar and all his stuff’d lions, 

While pretty young Israelites dance round the Prophet, 
In verj’’ thin clothing, and hut little of it ; — 

Here Begrand,” who shines in this scriptural path, 

As the lovely Susanna, without even a relic 
Of drapery round her, comes out of the bath 
In a manner, that. Bob says, is quite Eve~angelic ! 

But, in short, dear, ’t wmuld take me a month to recite 
All the exquisite places we ’re at, day and night ; 
And, besides, ere I finish, I think you’ll be glad 
Just to hear one delightful adventure I’ve had. 

Last night, at the Beaujon,® a place where — ^I doubt 
If I well can describe — there are cars that set out 
From a lighted pavilion, high up in the air. 

And rattle you down, Doll— you hardly know where. 
These vehicles, mind me, in which you go through 
This delightfully dangerous journey, hold two. 

Some cavalier asks, with humility, whether 
You’ll venture down with him — you smile — ’tis a 
match; 

In an instant you’re seated, and down both together 
Go thundering, as if you went post to old Scratch !'’■ 
Well, it was but last night, as I stood and remark’d 
On the looks and odd ways of the girls who embark’d, 
The impatience of some for the perilous flight. 

The forc’d giggle of others, ’twixt pleasure and fright, 
That there came up — imagine, dear Doll, if you can — 
A fine sallow, sublime, sort of Werter-fac’d man, 
With mustachios that gave (what we read of so ofl:,) 
The dear Corsair expression, half savage, half soft, 
As Hyaenas in love may be fancied to look, or I 
A something between Abelard and old Blucher ! 

Up he came. Boll, to me, and uncovering his head, i 
(Rather bald, but so warhke !) in bad English said, 

“ All ! my dear — if Ma’mselle vil be so very good — 
Just for von little course” — though I scarce under- 
stood 

What he wish’d me to do, I said, thank him, I would. 
Off we set — and, though ’faith, dear, I hardly knew 
•whether 

My head or my heels were the uppermost then, 


1781. A fe'w days after this dreadful fire, which lasted more 
than a week, and in which several persons perished, the Pa- 
risian eUff antes displayed flame-coloured dresses, “ couleur 
feu de POp6ra !” — Dulaure^ CuriosiUs de Paris. 

1 A piece very popular las! year, called “ Daniel, ou la 

Posse aux Lions.” The following scene will give an idea 
Sif the daring sublimity of these scriptural pantomimes. 
* 20.— La fournaise deviept un berceau de nunges 

jLZurfes, au fond duquel est un groupe de nuages plus iumi- 
neux, et au milieu ‘ Jehovah’ au centre d’un cerde de ray- 
ons brillans, qui annonce la presence de I’Eternel,” 

2 Madame B6grand, a finely formed woman, who acts in 
“ Susanna and the Elders;” “ L’amour et laFolie,” etc. etc. 

3 The Promenades Adriennes, or French Mountains.— 
See a description of this singular and fantastic place of 
amusement, in a pamphlet, truly worthy of it, by F. P. Cot- 
terel, M^decin, Docteur de la Pacultfe de Paris, etc. etc. 

4 According to Dr. Cotterel, the cars go at the rate of 
*H:ty^-eight miles an hour. 


For ’t was like heaven and earth, Dolly, coming to** 
gether, — 

Yet, spite of the danger, we dared it again. 

And oh ! as I gazed on the features and air 
Of the man, who for me all this peril defied, 

I could fancy almost he and I were a pair 

Of unhappy young lovers, who thus, side by side, 
Were taking, instead of rope, pistol, or dagger, a 
Desperate dash down the falls of Niagara ! 

This achiev’d, through the gardens’ we saunter’d 
about, ' 

Saw the fire-works, exclaim’d “magnifiquel” at 
each cracker. 

And, when t’ was all o’er, the dear man saw us out 
With the air, I will say, of a prince, to om fiacre. 
Now, hear me — ^this stranger — it may be mere folly— 
But who do you think we all think it is, Dolly? 

Why, bless you, no less than the great King of Prussia, 
Who ’s here now incog.“— he, who made such a fuss, 
you 

Remember, in London, ■with Blucher and Platoff, 
When Sal was near kissing old Blucher’s cravat off! 
Pa says he ’s come here to look after his money 
(Not taking things now as he used under Boney,) 
Which- suits with our friend, for Bob saw him, he 
swore, 

Looking sharp to the silver received at the door. 
Besides, too, they say that his grief for his Queen 
(Which was plain in this sweet fellow’s face to be seen) 
Requires such a stimulant dose as this car is, 

Used three times a day with young ladies in Paris. 
Some Doctor, indeed, has declared that such grief 
Should — unless ’t would to utter despairing its folly 
push— • 

Fly to the Beaujon, and there seek relief 
By rattling, as Bob says, “like shot through a holly- 
bush.” 

I must now bid adieu — only think, Dolly, think 
If this should be the King — I have scarce slept a wink 
With imagining how it will sound in the papers, 
And how all the Misses my good luck will grudge, 
When they read that Count Ruppin, to drive away 
vapours. 

Has gone down the Beauj on with Miss Biddy Fudge 

Nota Bene. — Papa’s almost certain ’tis he— 

For he knows the L*git’''’*'ate cut, and could see, 

In the way he went poising, and managed to tower 
So erect in the car, the true Balance of Power. 


LETTER VI. 

FROM PHIL. FUDGE, ESQ. TO HIS BROTHER TIM 
PUDGE, esq. barrister AT LAW. 

Yours of the 12th received just now— 

Thanks for the hint, my trusty brother I 


1 In the Cafe attached to these gardens there are to be 
(as Dr. Cotterel informs us,) “douze negres, tres-alertes, 
qui contrasteront, par I’ebcne de leur peau avec la teint de 
lis et de roses de nos belles. Les glaces et les sorbets servii? 
par une main bien noire, fera davantage ressortir I’albfitre 
des bras nrrondis de celles-ci.” — P. 22. 

2 His Majesty, -who was at Paris under the travelling* 
name of Count Ruppin, is known to have gone down the 
Beaujon very frequently 
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Tis truly pleasing to see how 
We Fudges stand by one another. 

But never fear— I know my chap, 

And he knows me, too— verhum sap. 

My Lord and I are kindred spirits, 

Like in our ways as two young ferrets ; 

Both fashion’d, as that supple race is, 

To twist into all sorts of places ^ 

Creatures lengthy, lean, and hungering, 

Fond of blood and 6«rroio-mongering. 

As to my Book in 91, 

Call’d “ Down with Kangs, or Wlio’d have thought 
it?” 

Bless you, the Book ’s long dead and gone, — 

Not even th’ Attorney-General bought it. 

And, though some few seditious tricks 
I play’d in 95 and 6, 

As you remind me in your letter, 

His Lordship likes me all the better ; 

We, proselytes, that come with news full. 

Are, as he says, so vastly useful ! 

Reynolds and I— (you know Tom Reynolds — 

Drinlss his claret, keeps his chaise — 

Lucky the dog that first unkennels 
Traitors and Luddites now-a-days ; 

Or who can help to hag a few, 

Wlien S — D TH wants a death or two ;) 

Reynolds and I, and some few more. 

All men like us o£ information, 
friends, whom his Lordship keeps in store, 

As wnde?*-saviours of the nation — ^ 

Have form’d a Club this season, where 
His Lordship sometimes takes the chair, 

In praise of our sublime vocation ; 

And gives us many a bright oration 
Tracing it up to great King Midas, 

Wlio, though in fable typified as 
A royal Ass, by grace divine 
And right of ears, most asinine, 

Was yet no more, in fact historical, 

Than an exceeding well-bred tyrant; 

And these, his ears, but allegorical, 

Meaning Informers, kept at high rent — ® 

Gemmen, who touch’d the Treasury glisteners, 

Like us, for being trusty listeners ; 

And picking up each tale and fragment, 

For royal Blidas’s green bag meant. 

‘‘And wherefore,” said this best of Peers, 

Should not the R — g — too have ears,^ 

To reach as far, as long and wide as 
Those of his model, good King Midas ?” 

This speech was thought extremely good, 

And (rare for him) was understood — 

1 Lord C.’s tribute to the character of his friend, Mr, 
Reynolds, will long be remembered with equal credit to both. 

2 This interpretation of the fable of Midas’s ears seems 

the most probable of any, and is thus stated in HofFmanr—Hac 
allegoria significatum, Midam, utpote tyrannum, subauscul- 
tatores dimittere solitum, per quos, quajcunque per omnem 
regionem vel fierent, vel dicerentur, cognosceret, nimirum 
illis utens aurium vice.” ■ i 

3 Brossotte, in a note on this line of Boileau, 

“Midas, le roi Midas a des oreilles d’ane,” 
tells us, that “ M. Perrault le M6decin voulut faire k notre 
auteur an crime d’6tat de ce vers, comnie d’une maligne al- 
lusion au Roi.” I trust, however, that no one will suspect 
the line in the text of any such indecorous allusion . 


Instant we drank “ The R—g—t’s Ears,” 

With three times three illustrious cheers, 

That made the room resound like thunder— 

“The R — G — t‘s Ears, and may he ne’er 
From foolish shame, like Midas, wear 
Old paltry vngs to keep them under !”^ 

This touch at our old friends, the Whigs, 

Made us as merry all as grigs. 

In short (I’ll thank you not to mention 
These things again) we get on gaily ; 

And, thanks to pension and Suspension, 

Our little Club increases daily. 

Castles, and Oliver, and such, 

Who don’t as yet full salary touch, 

Nor keep their chaise and pair, nor buy 
Houses and lands, like Tom and I, 

Of course don’t rank with us, salmtors^ 

But merely serve the Club as waiters. 

Like Knights, too, we’ve our collar days 
(For us, I own, an awkward phrase,) 

When, in our new costume adorn’d, — - 
The R — G — t’s buff-and-blue coat ’s turn'd-^ 

We have the honour to give dinners 
To the chief rats in upper stations 

Your W Ys, Y NS— half-fledged sinners, 

Who shame us by their imitations ; 

Who turn, ’tis true — ^but what of that? 

Give me the useful pi'eacliing Rat ; 

Not things as mute as Punch, when bought, 

Whose wooden heads are all they’ve brought; 

Who, false enough to shirk their friends, 

But too faint-hearted to betray, 

Are, after all their twists and bends, 

But souls in Limbo, damn’d half way. 

No, no, — we nobler vermin are 
A germs useful as we’re rare ; 

’Midst all the things miraculous 
Of which your natural histories brag, 

The rarest must be Rats like us, 

Who let the cat out of the hagi 
Yet still these Tyros in the cause 
Deserve, I own, no small applause ; 

And they’re by us received and treated 
With aU due honours — only seated 
In the inverse scale of their reward, 

The merely promised next my Lord ; 

Small pensions then, and so on, down, 

Rat after rat, they graduate 
Through job, red ribbon, and silk gown, 

To Chancellorship and Marquisate. 

This serves to nurse the ratting spirit ; 

The less the bribe tlie more the merit. 

Our music ’s good, you may be sure ; 

My Lord, you know,’s an amateur-*-'’’ 

1 It was not under wigs, but tiaras, that King Midas en 
deavoured to conceal these appendages: 

Tempora purpureis tentat velare tiaris,— Or*U 
The noble giver of the toast, however, had evidently, 
with his usual clearness, confounded King Midas, Mr. Lis- 
ton, and the P eR — g — t together. 

2 Mr. Fudge and his friends should go by this name — as 
the man who, some years since, saved the late Eight Hoik 
George Rose from drowning, was ever after called Salvator 
Rosa. 

3 This intimacy between the Rats and Informers is just as il 
should be — ^“vere dulce sodalitiura.” 

4 His Lordship, during one of the busiest periods of his 


tm 


MOORE’S WORKS. 


Takes every part with perfect ease, 

Though to the Base by nature suited, 

And, form’d for all, as best may please, 

For whips and bolts, or chords and keys, 
Turns from his victim to his glees, 

And has them both well executed. 

H -P Dj who, though no Rat himself, 

Delights in all such liberal arts. 

Drinks largely to the House of Guelph, 

And superintends the Corni parts. 

While C — NN — G,‘ who’d first by choice, 

Consents to take an under voice ; 

And G — s,^ who well that signal knows, 

W atches the Volti Subitos.^ 

In short, as I’ve already hinted. 

We take, of late, prodigiously ; 

But as our Club is somewhat stinted 
For Gentlemen f like Tom and me, 

We’ll take it kind if you’ll provide 
A few Squireens,^ from t’other side ; — 

Some of those loyal, cunning elves 
(We often tell the tale with laughter) 

Who used to hide the pikes themselves, 

Then hang the fools who found them after. 
I doubt not you could find us, too, 

Some Orange Parsons that would do ; 
Among the rest, we’ve heard of one. 

The Reverend — something — Hamilton, 

Who stuff’d a figure of himself 

(Delicious thought !) and had it shot at, 
To bring some Papists to the shelf. 

That could’nt otherwise be got at — 

If he ’ll but join the Association, 

We’ll vote him in by acclamation. 

And now, my brother, guide, and friend, 
This somewhat tedious scrawl must end. 

I’ve gone into this long detail, 

Because I saw your nerves were shaken 
With anxious fears lest I should fail 
In this new, loyal, course I’ve taken. 

But, bless your heart ! you need not doubt — 
We Fudges know what we’re about. 

Look round, and say if you can see 
A much more thriving family. 

There ’s Jack, the Doctor — ^night and day 
Hundreds of patients so besiege him, 
You’d swear that all the rich and gay 
Fell sick on purpose to oblige him. 

And while they think, the precious ninnies, 
He’s counting o’er their pulse so steady. 


Ministerial career, took lessons three times a-week from a 
celebrated music-master, in glee-singing. 

1 This Right Hon, Gentleman ought to give up his pre- 
sent alliance with Lord 0- if upon no other principle than 
that which is inculcated in the following arrangement be- 
tween two Ladies of Fashion : 

Says Clarinda, “ though tears it may cost, • 

It is time we should part, my dear Sue ; 

For your character ’s totally lost, 

And I have not sufficient for two /” 

S The rapidity of this Noble Lord^s transformation, at 
the same instant, into a Lord of the Bed-chamber and an 
opponent of the Catholic Claims, was truly miraculous. 

3 Turn instantly — a frequent direction in music hooks. 

4 The IrUh diminutive of Sguire.' 


The rogue but counts how many guineas 
He ’s fobb’d, for that day’s work, already. 
I’ll ne’er forget the old maid’s alarm, 

When, feeling thus Miss Sukey Flirt, he 
Said, as he dropp’d her shrivell’d arm, 

“ Damn’d bad this morning — only thirty 1” 

Your dowagers, too, every one, 

So generous are, when they call him in. 
That he might now retire upon 
The rheumatisms of three old women. 
Then, whatsoe’er your ailments are, 

He can so learnedly explain ye ’em— 

Your cold, of course, is a catarrh, 

Your head-ache is a liemi-cranium : — 

His skill, too, in young ladies’ lungs, 

The grace with which, most mild of men, 
He begs them to put out their tongues, 

Then bids them — put them in again ! 

In short there ’s nothing now like Jack 
Take all your doctors, great and small, 

Of present times and ages back, 

Dear Doctor Fudge is worth them all. 

So much for physic — ^then, in law too, 
Counsellor Tim ! to thee we bow ; 

Not one of us gives more eclat to 
The immortal name of Fudge than thou. 
Not to expatiate on the art 
With which you play’d the patriot’s part, 

Till something good and snug should offer ;— 
Like one, who, by the way he acts 
The enlighteiiing part of candle-snuffer, 

The manager’s keen eye attracts, 

And is promoted thence by him 
To strut in robes, like thee, my Tim ! 

Who shall describe thy powers of face, 

Thy well-fee’d zeal in every case, 

Or wrong or right— but ten times warmer 
(As suits thy calling) in the former--^ 

Thy glorious, lawyer-like delight 
In puzzling all that ’s clear and right, 

Which, though conspicuous in thy youth, 
Improves so with a wig and band on. 

That all thy pride ’s to way-lay Truth, 

And leave her not a leg to stand on.— 

Thy patent, prime, morality, — 

Thy cases, cited from the Bible — 

Thy candour, when it falls to thee 
To help in trouncing for a libel 
“ God knows, I, from my soul, profess 
To hate all bigots and benighters ! 

God knows, I love, to even excess, 

The sacred Freedom of the Press, 

My only aim ’s to— crush the writers.” 
These are the virtues, Tim, that draw 
The briefs into thy bag so fast ; 

And these, oh, Tim— if Law be Law- 
Will raise thee to the Bench at last. 

I blush to see this letter’s length, 

But ’t was my wish to prove to thee 
How full of hope, and wealth, and strength 
Are ail our precious family. 

And, should affairs go on as pleasant 
As, thank the Fates, they do at present - 
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Should we but still enjoy the sway 
Of S—BM— H and of G~ — — gh, 

1 hope, ere long, to see the day 
When England’s wisest statesmen, judges, 
Lawyers, peers, will ail be-^FuDGES ! 

Good bye — ^my paper ’s out so nearly, 

I’ve only room for 

Yours sincerely. 


LETTER VII. 

FROM PHELIM CONNOR TO — 

Before we sketch the Present— let us cast 
A few short rapid glances to the Past. 

When he, who had defied all Europe’s strength, 
Beneath his own weak rashness sunk at length 5 — 
When loosed, as if by magic, from a’ chain 
That seem’d like Fate’s, the world was free again, 
And Europe saw rejoicing in the sight, 

The cause of Kings, /or once, the cause 0^ Right; 
Then was, indeed, an hour of joy to those 
Who sigh’d for jurtice — liberty— repose, 

And hoped the fall of o?ie great vulture’s nest 
Would ring its warning round, and scare the rest. 
And all was bright with promise ; — Kings began 
To own a sympathy with suffering Man, 

And Man was grateful — Patriots of the South 
Caught wisdom from a Cossack Emperor’s mouth, 
And heard, like accents thaw’d in Northern air, 
Unwonted words of freedom burst forth there ! 

Who did not hope in that triumphant time, 

When monarchs, after years of spoil and crime, 

Met round the shrine of Peace, and Heaven look’d on. 
Who did not hope the lust of spoil was gone 
That that rapacious spirit, which had play’d 
The game of Pilnitz o’er so oft, was laid, 

And Europe’s Rulers, conscious of the past, 

Would blush, and deviate into right at last? 

But no — ^the hearts that nursed a hope so fair 
Had yet to learn what men on thrones can dare ; 
Had yet to luiow, of all earth’s ravening things, 

The only quite untameable are K*’’^gs ! 

Scarce had they met when, to its nature trae, 

The instinct of their race broke out anew ; 

Promises, treaties, charters, all were vain, 

And “ Rapine ! — ^rapine !” was the cry again. 

How quick they carved their victims, and how well, 
Let Saxony, let injured Genoa tell,— 

Let all the human stock that, day by day, 

Was at the Royal slave-mart truck’d away, — 

The million souls that, in the face of Heaven, 

Were split to fractions,' barter’d, sold, or given 
To swell some despot power, too huge before, 

And weigh down Europe with one Mammoth more ! 
How safe the faith of K'^^'^gs let F'^‘'*'*'ce decide;— 
Her charter broken, ere its ink had dried— 


1 “Whilst the Congress was rc-constructing Europe— not 
according to rights, natural affiances, language, habits, or 
laws, bat by tables of finance, which divided and subdivi- 
ded her population into souls, demi-souls, and even /rac- 
tions, according to a scale of the direct duties or taxes 
which could be levied by the acquiring state,” etc,— 
of tlie Military and Political Potcer of Emssiae.— T he 
words on the Protocol are ames, demi-ams, etc. , 


Her Press enthrall’d — ^her Reason mock’d again 
With all the monkery it had spurn’d in vain — 

Her crown disgraced by one, who dared to own 
He thank’d not F**^^ce but his throne— 

Her triumphs cast into the shade by those 
Who had grown old among her bitterest foes, 

And now return’d, beneath her conquerors’ shields, 
Unblushing slaves 1 to claim her heroes’ fields, 

To tread down every trophy of her fame, 

And curse that glory which to them was shame ! — 
Let these — let all the damning deeds, that then 
Were dared through Europe, cry aloud to men, 

With voice like that of crashing ice that rings 
Round Alpine huts, the perfidy of K'^'^gs ; 

And tell the world, when hawks shall harmless bear 
The shrinkingdove, when wolves shall learn to spare 
The helpless victim for whose blood they lusted, 
Then, and then only, monarchs may be trusted ! 

It could not last — these horrors coidd not last — 
F***ce would herself have risen, in might, to cast 
The insulters off— and oh ! that then, as now, 

Chain’d to some distant islet’s rocky brow, 
jyf ne’er had come to force, to blight, 

Ere half matured, a cause so proudly bright ; — 

To palsy patriot hearts with doubt and shame, 

And write on Freedom’s flag a despot’s name ; 

To rush into the lists, unask’d, alone, 

And make the stake of all the game of one ? 

Then would the world have seen again what power 
A people can put forth in Freedom’s hour ; 

Then would the fire of F***ce once more have blazed ; 
For every single sword, reluctant raised 
In the stale cause of an oppressive throne, 

Millions would then have leap’d forth in her own ; 
And never, never had the unholy stain 
Of B** *b'*n feet disgraced her shores again ! 

But Fate decreed not so— the Imperial Bird, 

That, in his neighbouring cage, unfear’d, unstirr’d, 
Had seem’d to sleep with head beneath his wing, 

Yet watch’d the moment for a daring spring;— 

W ell might he watch, when deeds were done that made 
Plis own transgressions whiten in their shade ; 

Well might he hope a world, thus trampled o’er 
By clumsy tyrants, would be his once more: 

Forth from its cage that eagle burst to light, 

From steeple on to steeple* wing’d its flight. 

With calm and easy grandeur, to that throne 
From which a royal craven just had flown ; 

And resting there, as in its aerie, furl’d 

Those wings, whose very rustling shook the world I 

What was your fury then, ye crown’d array, 

Whose feast of spoil, whose plundering holiday 
Was thus broke up in all its greedy mirth, 

By one bold chieftain’s stamp on G*ll*c earth ! 

Fierce was tlie cry and fulminant the ban,— 

“ Assassinate, who will— enchain, who can, 

The vile, the faithless, outlaw’d, low-born man !” 

“ Faithless !” — and this from yon— from yoM, forsooth. 
Ye pious K**gs, pure paragons of truth, 

Whose honesty all knew, for all had tried ; 

Whose true Swiss zeal had served on every side; 


1 “ L’ai^le volera de clocher en docker, jusqu’aux tours 
de Hotre-Dame.” — N**ol**n’a Proclamation on landing 
Jrom Elba. 
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Whose fame for breaking faith so long was known, 
Well might ye claim the craft as all yonr own, 

A.nd lash yonr lordly tails, and fume to see 
Such low-horn apes of royal perfidy 
Yes— yes—to you alone did it belong 
To sin for ever, and yet ne’er do wrong — 

The frauds, the lies of lords legitimate 
Are but fine policy, deep strokes of state ; 

But let some upstart dare to soar so high 
In K**gly craft, and “ outlaw” is the cry I 
What, though long years of mutual treachery 
Had peopled full your diplomatic shelves 
With ghosts of treaties, murder’d ’mong yourselves ; 
Though each by turns was knave and dupe — ^what 
then ? 

A Holy League would set all straight again ; 

Like Juno’s virtue, which a dip or two 
In some bless’d fountain made as good as new !* 

Most faithful Russia — faithful to whoe’er 
Could plunder best, and give him amplest share ; 
Who, even when vanquish’d, sure to gain his ends. 
For want of foes to rob, made free withfriendSj^ 

And, deepening still by amiable gradations, 

When foes are stript of all, then fleeced relations 
Most mild and saintly Prussia — steep’d to the ears 
In persecuted Poland’s blood and tears, i 

And now, with all her harpy wings outspread 
O’er sever’d Saxony’s devoted head 1 
Pure Austria too, — whose history nought repeats 
But broken leagues and subsidized defeats ; 

Whose faith, as Prince, extinguish’d Venice shows, 
Whose faith, as man, a widow’d daughter knows ! 
And thou, oh England I— who, though once as shy 
As cloister’d maids, of shame or perfidy, 

Art now IroJce in, and, thanks to C gh, 

In all that’s worst and falsest lead’st the way! 

Such was the pure divan, whose pens and wits 
The escape from E'^^a frighten’d into fits ; 

Such were the saints who doom’d N**ol*%’s life, 
In virtuous frenzy, to the assassin’s knife ! 

Disgusting crew ! — who would not gladly fly 
To open, downright, bold-faced tyranny, 

To honest guilt, that dares do all hut lie, 

From the false, juggling craft of men like these, 
Their canting crimes and varnish’d villanies 
These Holy Leaguers, who then loudest boast 
Of faith and honour, when they’ve stain’d them most; 
From whose affection men should shrink as loth 
As from their hate, for they’ll be fleeced by both ; 
Who, even while plundering, forge Religion’s name 
To frank their spoil, and, without fear or shame, 

Call down the Holy Trinity* to bless 
Partition leagues, and deeds of devilishness ! 


1 Singulis annxs in quodatp Atticaafonte lota virgmitatem 
recuperasse fingitur. 

2 At the Peace of Tilsit, where he abandoned his ally, 
Prussia, to France, and received a portion of her territory. 

3 The seizure of Finland from his relative of Sweden. 

4 ’The usual preamble of these flagitious compacts. In 
the same spirit, Catherine, after the^ dreadful massacre of 
Warsaw, ordered a solemn “ thanksgiving to God, in all the 
churches, for the blessings conferred upon the Poles and 
commanded that each of them should “ swear fidelity and 
loyalty to her, and to shed in her defence the last drop of 
their blood, as they should answer for it to God, and his 
terrible judgment, kissing the holy word and cross of their 
Saviour 


^ 4 . 


But hold — enough — soon would this swell of rage 
O’erflow the boundaries of my scanty page, — 

So, here I pause — farewell— another day 
Return we to those Lords of prayer and prey, 
Whose loathsome cant, whose frauds by right divine 
Deserve a lash— oh 1 weightier far than mine I 


LETTER YIII. 

FROM MR. BOB FUDGE, TO RICHARD ESU. 

Dear Dick, while old Donaldson’s’ mending my 
stays, — 

Which I knew would go smash with me one of these 
days, 

And, at yesterday’s dinner, when, full to the throttle. 
We lads had begun our dessert with a bottle 
Of neat old Constantia, on m7/ leaning back 
Just to order another, by Jove I went crack ! 

Or, as honest Tom said, in hjis nautical phrase, 

“D — n my eyes. Bob, in dovbling the Cape you’ve 
miss’’ d stays'’^ 

So, of course, as no gentleman ’s seen out without them, 
They’re now at the Schneider’s^ — and, while he’s 
about them, 

Here goes for a letter, post-haste, neck and crop — 
Let us see — in my last I was — where did I stop ? 

Oh, I know — at the Boulevards, as motley a road as 
Man ever would wish a day’s lounging upon ; 

With its cafes and gardens, hotels and pagodas, 

Its founts, and old Counts sipping beer in the sun . 
With its houses of all architectures you please, 

From the Grecian and Gothic, Dick, down by degrees 
To the pure Hottentot, or the Brighton Chinese ; 
Where, in temples antique, you may breakfast or din- 
ner it, 

Lunch at a mosque, and see Punch from a minaret. 
Then, Dick, the mixture of bonnets and bowers, 

Of foliage and frippery, jfecres and flowers, 
Green-grocers, green-gardens — one hardly knows 
whether 

’Tis country or town, they’re so mess’d up together I 
And there, if one loves the romantic, one sees 
Jew clothes-men, like shepherds, reclin’d under trees; 
Or Quidnuncs, on Sunday, just fresh from the barber’s, 
Enjoying their news and groseille^ in those arbours, 
While gaily their wigs, like the tendrils, are curling, 
And founts of red currant-juice^ round them are purl - 
ing- 

Here, Dick, arm in arm, as we chattering stray, 

And receive a few civil “ God-dems” by the way,— 
For ’tis odd, these mounseers,— though we’ve wasted 
our wealth 

And our strength, till we’ve thrown ourselves into 
a phthisic, 


1 An English tailor at Paris. 

2 A ship is said to miss stays, when she does not obey the 
helm in tacking. 

3 The dandy term for a tailor. 

4 “ Lemonade and eau-de-groseille are measured out at 
every corner of every street, from fantastic vessels, jingling 
with bells, to thirsty tradesmen or wearied messengers.” — 
See Lady Morgan’s lively description of the streets of Paris, 
in her very amusing work upon France, book 6. 

5 These gay, portable fountains, fiom which the groseiile 
water is administered, are among the most characteristio 
ornaments of the streets of Paris. 
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To cram down their diroats an old K**g for their ' 
health, 

As we whip little children to make them take 
physic;— 

Yet, spite of our good-natur’d money and slaughter, 
They hate us, as Beelzebub hates holy water ! 

But who the deuce cares, Dice:, as long as they 
nourish us 

Neatly as now, and good cookery flourishes — 

Long as, by bayonets protected, we Natties 
May have our full fling at their salmis and pates ? 

And, truly, I always declared ’t would be pity ^ 

To burn to the ground such a choice-feeding city: 
Had Dad but his way, he ’d have long ago blown 
The whole batch to Old Nick — and the people, I own, 
If for no other cause than their curst monkey looks. 
Well deserve a blow-up — ^but then, damn it, their 
cooks ! 

As to Marshals, and Statesmen, and all their whole 
lineage, 

For aught that I care, you may Imock them to spinage ; 
But then, Dick, their cooks — what a loss to manitind! 
What a void in the world would their art leave behind! 
Their chronometer spits— their intense salamanders — 
Their ovens — their pots, , that can soften old ganders, 
All vanish’d for ever — their miracles o’er. 

And the Mamite Perpetuelle^ bubbling no more ! 

Forbid it, forbid it, ye Holy Allies, 

Take whatever ye fancy — take statues, take money— 
But leave them, oh leave them their P4rigueux pies, 
Their glorious goose-livers, and hi gh -pickled tunny ! ^ 
Though many, I own, are the evils they’ve brought us, 
Though R**ary ’s here on her very last legs. 

Yet, who can help loving the land that has taught us 
Six hundred and eighty-five ways to dress eggs P 

You see Dice, in spite of their cries of “ God-dem,” 

“ Coquin Anglais,” et caet’ra— how generous l am! 
And now (to return, once again, to my “ Day,” 

Which will take us all night to get through in this way) 
From the Boulevards we saunter thro’ many a street, 
Crack jokes on the natives — mine, all very neat — 
Leave the Signs of the Times to political fops, 

And find twice as much fun in the Signs of the Shops; — 
Here, a L’*'''''’^s D*x-h*’^t — there, a Martinmas goose 
(Much in vogue since your eagles are gone out of use) — 
Henri Quatres in shoals, and of gods a great many, 
But Saints are the most on hard duty of any : — 

St. Tony, who used all temptations to spurn, 

Here hangs o’er a beer-shop, and tempts in his turn ; 
While St. Venecia'*' sits hemming and frilling her 
Holy mouchoir o'er the door of some milliner;— 

St. Anstin ’s the “ outward and visible sign 

1 Cette merveilleuse Maraiite Porp6tuelIe, sur le feu de- 
puis pres d’an siede ; qui a donnC le jour a plus de 300,000 
chapons.” — Alman. des Gourmands, Quatrieme Anuee, 
p. 152. 

2 Le thou maria^, one of the most favourite and indigesti- 
ble /tors-cZ’fBa'orca. This fish is taken chiefly in the Golfe 
do Lyon. “ La tfite et le dessous du ventre sent les parties 
le plus recherch6es des gourmets.” — Gouvs Gastronomique, 
p, 252. 

3 q'he exact number mentioned by M. de la Heyhiere— 
“ On connoit en France 685 manieres difibrentes d’aceom- 
moder les oiufs; sans compter celles que nos savans imagi- 
neiit cheque jour.” 

4 Veronica, the Saint of the Holy Handkerchief, is also, 
under the name of Venisse or Venecia, the tutelary saint of 
milliners. 


Of an inward” cheap dinner and pint of small wine; 
While St. Denis hangs out o’er some hatter of ion, 
And possessing, good bishop, no head of his own,' 
Takes an interest in Dandies, who ’ve got— next ta 
none. 

Then we stare into shops— read the evening’s of 
jiches — 

Or, if some, who ’re Lotharios in feeling, should wish 
Just to flirt with a luncheon (a devilish bad trick, 

As it takes off the bloom of one’s appetite Dick,) 

To the Passage des — ^what d’ye call ’t — des Panora- 
mas,^ 

We quicken our pace, there heartily cram as 
Seducing young pates, as ever could cozen 
One out of one’s appetite, down by the dozen. 

We vary of course — petits pates do one day, 

The next we’ve our lunch with the Gaiiffrier Ilollan- 
dais,^ 

That popular artist, who brings out, like Sc — tt, 

His delightful productions so quick, hot and hot ; 

Not the worse for the exquisite comment that follows, 
Divine maresquino, which— Lord, how one swallows ! 

Once more, then, we saunter forth after our snack, or 
Subscribe a few francs for the price of u fiacre. 

And drive far away to the old Montagnes Russes, 
Where we find a few twirls in the car of much use 
To regenerate the hunger and thirst of us sinners, 
Who ’ve lapsed into snacks — ^the perdition of dinners. 
And here, Dick— in answer to one of your queries, 
About which we Gourmands, have had much dis* 
cussion — 

I’ve tried all these mountains, Swiss, Freiicli, anti 
Ruggieri’s, 

And think, for digestion,^ there’s none like the 
Russian; 

So equal the motion — so gentle, though fleet— 

It, in short, such a light and salubrious scamper is. 
That take whom you please— take old D ^***=^* 

And stuff him — ay, up to the neck — ^with stew’d 
lampreys,® 

So wholesome these Mounts, such a solvent I’ve found 
them. 

That, let me but rattle the Monarch well down them, 
The fiend, Indigestion, would fly far away, 

And the regicide lampreys® be foil’d of their prey ! 


1 St. Denis walked three miles after his head was cutoff; 
The 7not of a woman of wit upon this legend is well known : 
“ Je le crois bien; en pared cas, il n’y a que le premier pas 
qui coute.” 

2 Off the Boulevards Italiens. 

3 lathe Palais Royal; successor, I believe, to the Fla- 
mand, so long celebrated for the moi'llmx of his Gauffres. 

4 Doctor Cotterel recommends, for this purpose, the Beau- 
jon, or French mountains, and calls them ‘‘ une m^decln© 
aerienne, couleur do rose but I own I prefer the authority 
of Mr. Bob, who seems, from the following note found in his 
own hand-writing, to have studied all these mountains very 
carefully; 

J/morawr/a.™ The Swiss little notice deserves, 

While the fall at Ruggieri’s is death to weak nerves ; 

And (whate’er Doctor Cotterel may write on the question, 
The turn at the Beaiijon ’s too sharp for digestion. 

I doubt whether Mr. Bob ra quite correct in accenting the 
second syllable of Ruggieri. 

5 A dish so indigestible, that a late novelist, at the end of 
his book, could imagine no more summary mode of getting 
rid of all his heroes and heroines than by a hearty supper of 
stowed lampreys. 

6 They killed Henry I. of England.— “A food (says Huma 
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Such, Dick, are the classical sports that content us, 
Till five o’clock brings on that hour so momentous. 

That epoch but woa ! my lad— here comes the 

Schneider, 

And, curse him, has made the stays three inches 
wider — 

Too wide by an inch and a half— what a Guy ! 

But, no matter — ’t will all be set right by-and-by — 
As we’ve Massinot’s' eloquent carte to eat stiH up, 
An inch and a half’s but a trifle to fill up. 

So — not to lose time, Dick — ^here goes for the task ; 
A?z revoir, my old boy — of the gods I but ask, 

That my life, like “ the Leap of the German,”® maybe, 
“ Du lit a la table, de la table au lit 1” 

R.F. 


LETTER IX. 

FROM PHIL. FUDGE, ESQ,. TO THE LORD VISCOUNT 
C— ST GII. 

My Lord, the Instructions, brought to-day, 

“I shall in all my best obey.” 

Your Lordship talks and writes so sensibly ! 

And — whatsoe’er some wags may say — 

Oh ! not at all incomprehensibly 

I feel the inquiries in your letter 

About my health and French most flattering ; 
Thank ye, my French, though somewhat better, 

Is on the whole, but weak and smattering : 

Nothing, of course, that can compare 
With his who made the Congress stare ; 

(A certain Lord we need not name,) 

Who, even in French, would have his trope 
And talk of “ baiir im systeme 
Sur Veqtiilihre de I’Europe !” 

Sweet metaphor ! — and then the epistle 
Wliich bid the Saxon King go whistle, 

That tender letter to “ Mon Prince,”® 

Which show’d alike thy French and sense ; — 

Oh, no, iny Lord, there ’s none can do 
Or say un-English things like you ; 

And, if the schemes that fill thy breast 
Could but a vent congenial seek, 

And use the tongue that suits them best, 

What charming Turkish would’ st thou speak I 
But as for me, a Frenchless grub, 

At Congress never born to stammer. 

Nor learn, like thee, my Lord, to snub 
Fallen monarchs, out of Chambaud’s grammar— 
Bless you, you do not, cannot know 
How far a little French will go ; 

For all one’s stock, one need but draw 
On some half dozen words like these — 

Comme ca— par-la — h-has^ah! ahl 
They’ll take you all through France with ease. 

gravely,) which always agreed better with his palate than 
his constitution.” 

1 A famous Restaurateur — now Dupont. 

2 An old French saying Faire le saut de I’Allemand, 
du lit a la table, et de la table au lit.” 

3 The celebrated letter to Prince Hardenburgh (written, 
however,! believe, originally in English,) in which his Lord- 
ship, professing lo see “no moral or political objection” to 
the dismemberment of Saxony, denounced the unfortunate 
King, as “not only the most devoted, hut the most favoured 
of Buonaparte’s vassals.” 


Your Lordship’s praises of the scraps 
I sent you from my journal lately, 

(Enveloping a few laced caps 
For Lady C.) delight me greatly. 

Her flattering speech — “ what pretty things 
One finds in Mr. Fudge’s pages !” 

Is praise which (as some poet sings) 

Would pay one for the toil of ages 

Thus flatter’d, I presume to send 
A few more extracts by a friend ; 

And I should hope they’ll be no less 
Approved of than my last MS. — 

The former ones, I fear, were creas’d, 

As Biddy round the caps would pin them, 

But these will come to hand, at least 
! Unrumpled, for — there’s nothing in them. 

Extracts from Mr. Fudge* s Journal, addressed to 
Lord G, 

Aug. 10. 

Went to the Mad-house— saw the man’ 

Who thinks, poor wretch, that, while the Fiend 
Of Discord here full riot ran, 

He like the rest was guillotined 
But that when, under Boney’s reign 
(A more discreet, though quite as strong one) 

The heads were all restored again, 

He, in the scramble, got a wro7ig one. 

Accordingly, he still cries out 
This strange head fits him most unpleasantly j 
And always runs, poor devil, about, 

Inquiring for his own incessantly I 

While to his case a tear I dropp’d, 

And saunter’d home, thought I — ^ye gods I 
How many heads might thus be swopp’d, 

And, after all, not make much odds I 
For instance, there ’s V-— s — tt— t’s head — 

(“ Tam carttwi”® it may well be said) 

If by some curious chance it came 
To settle on Bill Soames’s® shoulders, 

The efiect would turn out much the same 
On all respectable cash-holders ; 

Except that while in its Tieio socket, 

The head was planning schemes to win 
A zigzag' way into one’s pocket, 

The hands would plunge £2irec% in. 

Good Viscount S — dm — h, too, instead 
Of his own grave respected head. 

Might wear (for ought I see that bars) 

Old Lady Wilhelm ina Frumf’s — 

So, while the hand sign’d Circulars, 

The head might lisp out “What is trumps?” — 
The R — G — t’s brains could we transfer 
To some robust man-milliner, 

The shop, the shears, the lace, and ribbon 
Would go, I doubt not, quite as gMb on ; 

And, vice versa, take the pains 

To give the P — CE the shopman’s brains, 

1 This extraordinary madman is, I believe, in the Bic^tre. 
He imagines, exactly as Mr- Fudge states it, that, when the 
heads of those who had been guillotined were restored, he 
by mistake got some other person’s instead of his own 

2 Tara cari capitis. — Horat. 

3 A celebrated pickpocket 
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One only change from thence would flow— 
Uihhons would not be wasted so ! 

’T was thus I ponder’d on, my Lord ; 

And, even at night, when laid in bed, 

I found myself, before I snored, 

Thus chopping, swopping head for head. 

At length I thought, fantastic elf! 

How such a change would suit myself. 

’Twixt sleep and waking, one by one, 

With various pericraniums saddled, 

At last I tried your Lordship’s on, 

And then I grew completely addled — 

Forgot all other heads, od rot ’em I 

And slept, and dreamt that I was — Bottom. 

Aug. 21. 

Walk’d out with daughter Bid— was show 
The House of Commons and the Throne, 
Whose velvet cushion ’s just the same^ 

H — POL — N sat on — what a shame ! 

Oh, can we wonder, best of speechers ! 

When L- s seated thus we see, 

That France’s “ fundamental features” 

Are much the same they used to be ! 
However, — God preserve the throne, 

And cushion too — and keep tlieni free 
From accidents which have been known 
To happen even to Royalty 

Aug. 28. 

Read, at a stall (for ofl; one pops 
On something at these stalls and shops. 

That does to quote, and gives one’s book 
A classical and knowing look. — 

Indeed I’ve found, in Latin, lately, * 

A course of stalls improves me greatly.) 

’T was thus I read, that, in the East, 

A monarch’s fat ’s a serious matter ; 

And once in every year, at least, 

He ’s weigh’d— to see if he gets fatter 
Then, if a pound or two he be 
Increased, there ’s quite a jubileeH 

Suppose, my Lord,— and far from me 
To treat such things with levity^ — 

But just suppose the E— g — t’s weight 
Were made thus an affair of state ; 

And, every sessions, at the close, — 

’Stead of a speech, which, all can see, is 


1 The only change, if I recollect right, is the substitution 

of lilies for bees. This war upon the bees is, of course, uni- 
versal; “exitium misere apibus,” like the angry nymphs in I 
Virgil but may not new swarms arise out of the victims \ 
of Legitimacy yet?, ", i 

2 I am afraid that Mr. Fudge alludes here to a very awk- I 
ward accident, which is well known to. have happened to 
poor L — B le D-^— 6, some years since, at one of the 
E— g— t’s Ffites. He was sitting next our gracious Q.ueen 
at the time, 

3 “ The third day of the Feast the King causeth himself 
to be weighed with great care.”: — F. Bernier'’ s Voyage to 
Surat, etc. 

4 “ i remember,” says Bernier, “ that all the Omrahs ex- 
pressed great joy that the king weighed two pounds more ' 
now than the year preceding.” — Another author tells us that 
“ Fatness, as well as a very large head, is considered, 
throughout India, as one of the most precious gifts of Hea- 
ven, Arr enormous skull is absolutely revered, and the hap- 
py owner is looked up to as a superior being. To a Frhtce 
a joulter head is invaluable .”— Held Sports. | 
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I Heavy and dull enough, God knows— 

We were to try how heavy he is. 

Much would it glad all hearts to hear 
That, while the Nation’s Revenue 
Loses so many pounds a-year, 

The P ^E, God bless him I gains a few. 

With bales of muslins, chintzes, spices, 

I see the Easterns weigh their kings 
But, for the R— g — t, my advice is, 

We should throw in much things : 

For instance ’s quarto volumes, 

Which, though not spices, serve to wrap them^ 
Dominie St — dd — t’s daily columns, 

“Prodigious !” — in, of course, we’d clap them— 

Letters, that C — htw t’s pen indites, 

In which, with logical confusion, 

The Major like a Minor writes, 

And never comes to a conclusion:’^ 

Lord S — M — Rs’ pamphlet — or his head — 

(Ah, that were worth its weight in lead !) 

Along with which we in may whip, sly, 

The Speeches of Sir John C — H— pp— sly; 
That Baronet of many words, 

Who loves so, in the house of Lords, 

To whisper Bishops— and so nigh 
Unto their wigs in whispering goes, 

That you may always know him by 
A patch of powder on his nose ! — 

If this won’t do, we in must cram 
The “Reasons” of Lord B — ck — gh — m: 

(A book his Lordship means to write, 

Entitled “Reasons for my Ratting:”) 

Or, should these prove too small and light, 

jlis -’s a host — we’ll bundle that in ! 

And, siiU should all these masses fail 
To stir the R — g — t’s ponderous scale, 

Why then, my Lord, in Heaven’s name, 

Pitch in, without reserve or stint, 

The whole of R— gl — y’s beauteous Dame — 

If that won’t raise him, devil ’s in’t ! 

Aug. 31 

Consulted Murphy’s Tacitus 
About those famous spies at Rome,* 

Whom certain Wliigs — ^to make a fuss— 

Describe as much resembling us,® 

Informing gentlemen, at home. 

But, bless the fools, they canH be serious, 

To say Lord S — dm — th’s like Tiberius I 
What ! he, the Peer, that injures no man, 

Like that severe blood-thirsty Roman ! 

'Tis true, the Tyrant lent an ear to 
All sorts of spies— so doth the Peer, too. 

’Tis true, my Lord’s Elect tell fibs, 

And deal in penury— T ib’s. 


1 The name of the first worthy %vho set up tho trade of 
informer at Rome, (to whom our Olivers and Casileses 
ought to erect a statue) was Romanus Hispo; — “qul for- 
roam vittB inUt, quam postea celebrem roiser’ue temporum et 
audacim hominum feceruiit.’’— Jlnnal. 1. 74. 

2 They certainly possessed the same art ot instigaivig 
their victims, which the Report of the Secret CornrruUoo ae- 
tiibutes to Lord Sidmouth’s agents “ .sgczus (says Tacitus 
of one of them) Ubiditmm et neeessiialuin, quo pluribus 
indictis iltigareV^ 
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’T is tme the Tyrant screen’d and hid 
His rogues from justice* — ditto Sii>. 

»T is true, the Peer is grave aud glib 
At moral speeches — ditto Tib.® 

’Tis true, the feats the tyrant did 
Were in his dotage— ditto Sid. 

So far, I own, the parallel 

'Twixt Tib. and Sid. goes vastly well ; 

But there are points in Tib. that strike 
My humble mind as much more like 
Yourself, my dearest Lord, or him 
Of the India Board — ^that soul of whim ! 

Like him, Tibejiius loved his joke,® 

On matters too where few can bear one; 

E. g. a man,, cut up, or broke 

Upon the wheel — a devilish fair one ! 

Your common fractures, wounds, and fits. 

Are nothing to such wholesale wits * 

But, let the sufterer gasp for life. 

The joke is then worth any money ; 

And, if he writhe beneath a knife, — 

Ob dear, that ’s sometliing quite too funny. 

In this respect, my Lord, you see 
The Roman wag and ours agree : 

Now, as to your resemblance — mum — 

This parallel we need not follow 
Though ’t is, in Ireland, said by some 
Your Lordship beats Tiberius hollow; 
Whips, chains, — but these are tilings too serious 
For me to mention or discuss; 

Whene’er your Lordship acts Tiberius, 

Phil. Fudge’s part is Tacitus! 

Sept 2. 

Was thinking, had Lord S — Pit — th got 
Up any decent kind of plot 
Against the winter-tiiAe — if not, 

Alas, alas, our ruin ’s fated ; 

All done up, and spifiicated! 

Ministers and all their vassals, 

Down from C — tl — gh to Castles,— 

Unless we can kick up a riot, 

Ne’er can hope for peace or quiet ! 

What’s to be done? — Spa-Fields was clever; 

But even that brought gibes and mockings 
Upon our heads — so, unem . — must never 
Keep ammunition in old stockings ; 

For fear some wag should, in his curst head, 
Talte it to say our force was worsted. 

Mem. too — when Sid. an army raises, 

It must not be “ incog.” like Bayes's ; 


1 “ Neque tamen id Sereno noxaj fuit, quern odium pub- 

licum UUiorem faciebat. Nam ut quis districtior accusator 
velut sacrosanctus eraV' — ^Snnal. lib. 4, 36. — ^Or, as it is 
translated by Mr. Fudge’s friend, Murphy; — “This daring 
accuser had the curses of the people^ aud the protection of 
the Emperor. Informers^ in proportion as they rose in 
^\\t. became sacred, characters,"' : 

2 Murphy even confers upon one of his speeches the epi-' 
ihet “ constitutional.” Mr. Fudge might have added to Ms 
parallel, that Tiberius was a good private character:— 
“ egregiunvvita fatnique 

3 “LisdiJna seriis permiscere solitus.” 

4 There is one point of resemblance between Tiberius and 
Lord C. which Mt. Fudge migU have itteiitioned—“«iiS- 
vmsa semper et obseura oerba." 




Nor must the General be a hobbling 
Professor of the art of Cobbling; 

Lest men, who perpetrate such puns, 

Should say, with Jacobitic grin, 

He felt, from soleing Wellington's^^ 

A Wellington's great soul witliin ! 

Nor must an old Apothecary 
Go take the Tower, for lack of pence, 

With (what these wags would call, so merry) 
Physical force and phial^eiice l 
No — no — our Plot, my Lord, must be 
Next time contrived more skilfully. 

John Bull, I grieve to say, is growing 
So troublesomely sharp and knowing, 

So wise — in short, so Jacobin — 

’T is monstrous hard to take him in. 

i Sept. 6 

Heard of the fate of our ambassador 
In China, and was sorely nettled ; 

But think, my Lord, we should not pass it o’er 
Till all this matter’s fairly settled; 

And here ’s the mode occurs to me: 

I As none of our nobility 
(Though for their own most gracious King 
They would kiss hands, or — any thing) 

Can be, persuaded to go through 
Tills farce-like* trick of the Ko4qu; 

And as these Mandarins won't bend, 

Without some mumming exhibition, 

Suppose, my Lord, you were to send 
Grimaldi to them on a mission : 

As Legate, Joe could play his part, 

; And if, in diplomatic art,' 

I The “ volto sciolto”® ’s meritorious, 

Let Joe but grin, he has it, glorious ! 

A title for him ’s easily made ; 

And, by the by, one Christmas time. 

If I remember right, he play’d 
Lord Morley in some pantomime ® 

As Earl of M — rl— y, then, gazette Mm, 

If t'other Earl of M— RL— Y ’ll let him. 

(And why should not the world be blest 
Witli two such stars, for East and West ?} 
Then, when before the Yellow Screen 
He ’s brought— and, sure, the very essence 
Of etiquette would be that scene 
Of Joe in the Celestial Presence !— 

He thus should say “ Duke Ho and Soo, 

I’ll play what tricks you please for you, 

If you’ll, in turn, but do for me 
A few small tricks you now shall see. 

If I consult your Emperor’s liking, 

At least you’ll do the same for my King.” 

He then should give them nine such grins 
As would astound even Mandarins ; 


1 Short boots, so called. 

2 The open countenance, recommended by Lord Ches- 
terfield. 

3 Mr. Fudge is a little mistaken here. It was not Gri- 
maldi, but some very inferior performer, who played this 
part of “ Lord Morley” in the pantomime, — so much to the 
horror of the distinguished Earl of that name. The expos- 
tulatory letters of the Noble Earl to Mr. H-rr-is, upon this 
vulgar profanation of his spic-and-span-new title, will, I 
i trust, some time or other, be given to the world. 
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And throw such somersets before 
The picture of King George (God bless him !) 
As, should Duke Ho but try them o’er, 

Would, by Confucius, 7nuch distress him I 

I start this merely as a hint, 

But think you’ll find some wisdom in ’t ; 

And, should you follow up the job, 

My son, my Lord (you know poor Bob,) 

Would in the suite be glad to go. 

And help his Excellency Joe ; — 

At least, like noble Amh — rst’s son, 

The lad will do to practise on.* 


LETTER X. 

from miss biddy fudge to miss DOROTHY . 

Well, it is nH the King, after all, my dear creature ! 
But don^t you go laugh, now— there’s nothing to 
quiz in ’t — 

For grandeur of air and for grimness of feature. 

He miffht be a ICing, Doll, though, hang him, he 
is n’t. 

At first I felt hurt, for I wish’d it, I own, 

If for no other cause than to vex Miss Malone, — 
<The great heiress, you know, of Shandangan, who ’s 
here, 

Showing off with stick airs and a real Cashmere,^ 
While mine’s but a paltry old rabbit-skin, dear !) 

But says Pa, after deeply considering the thing, 

“ I am just as well pleased it should not be the King ; 
As I think for my Biddy, so gentilh andyohe, 

Whose charms may their price in an honest way 
fetch, 

That a Brandenburg-~(what is a Brandenburg, 
Dolly ?)— 

Would be, after all, no such very great catch. 

If the R— G — T, indeed—” added he, looking sly— 
(You renlember that comical squint of his eye) 

But I stopp’d him— “ La, Pa, how can you say so. 
When the R— g — t loves none but old women you 
know !” 

Which is fact, my dear Dolly — we, girls of eighteen. 
And so slim — Lord, he’d think us not fit to be seen ; 
And would like us much better as old — ay, as old 
As that Countess of Desmond, of whom I’ve been told 
That she lived to much more than a hundred and ten, 
And was kill’d by a fall from a cherry-tree then ! 
What a frisky old girl ! but— to come to my lover, 
Who, though not a king, is a kero I’ll swear,— 
You shall hear all that ’s happen’d just briefiy run 
'■ O’^'er, 

Since that happy night, when we whisk’d through 
the air! 

Let me see — ^’t was on Saturday— yes, Dolly, yes — 
From that evening I date the first dawn of my bliss ; 
When we both rattled off in that dear little carriage, 
Whose journey, Bob says, is so like love and marriage, 


1 See Mr. Ellis’s account of the Embassy. 

2 See Lady Morgan’s “ France” for the anecdote, told 
her by Madame de Genlis, of the young gentleraan whose 
love was cured by finding that his mistress wore a shawl 
“ »«au de lapin.” 


1“ Beginning gay, desperate, dashing down-Mlly; 

■And ending as dull as a six-inside Dilly !”* 

I Well, scarcely a wink did I sleep the night through, 
i And, next day, having scribbled my letter to you, 
With a heart full of hope this sweet fellow to meet, 

I Set out with Papa, to see L**** 

I Make his bow to some half dozen women and boys, 
Who get up a small concert of shrill Vive le — 
And how vastly genteeler, my dear, even this is, 
Than vulgar Pall-Mall’s oratorio of hisses! 

The gardens seem’d full — so, of course, we walk’d 
o’er ’em, 

’Mong orange-trees, clipp’d into town-bred decorum, 
And Daphnes, and vases, and many a statue 
There staring, with not even a stitch on them, at you ! 
The ponds, too, we view’d— stood awhile on the brink 
To contemplate the play of those pretty gold 
fishes-— 

“iiue Bullion,** says merciless Bob, “which I think, 
Would,‘if coined, with a little mint sauce, be deli- 
cious !” 

But wkjot, Dolly, what is the gay orange-grove, 

Or gold fishes, to her that ’s in search of her love ? 

In vain did I wildly explore every chair 

Where a thing like a man was — no lover sat there I 

In, vain my fond eyes did I eagerly cast 

At the whiskers, mustachios, and wigs that went past, 

To obtain, if I could, but a glance at that curl, 

But a glimpse of those whiskers, as sacred, my girl, 
As the lock that, Pa says,® is to Mussulmen given, 
For the*angel to hold by that “ lugs them to heaven!” 
Alas, therfr went by me full many a quiz, 

And mustachios in plenty, but nothing like his ! 
Disappointed, Ifound myself sighing out “ well-a-day. 
Thought of the words of T— m M — re’s Irish melody, 
Something about the “green spot of delight,”* 
(Which you know, Captain Macintosh sung to ua 
one day.) 

Ah, Dolly ! my “ spot” was that Saturday night. 

And its verdure, how fleeting, had wither’d by Sun 
day I 

We dined at a tavern — ^La, what do I say 7 
If Bob vpas to know ! — a Restaurateur* s, dear; 
Where your properest ladies go dine every day, 

And drink Burgundy out of large tumblers, like 
beer. 

Fine Bob (for he *s really grown sw^er-fine) 
Condescended, for once, to make one of the party ; 
Of course, though but three, we had dinner for nine, 
And, in spite of my grief, love, I own I ate hearty. 


1 The cars, on the return, are dragged up slowly by a 
chain. 

2 For this scrap of knowledge ** Pa” was, I suspect, in- 
debted to anoteuponVoIney’s Ruins: a book which usually 
forma part of a Jacobin’s library, and with which Mr. 
Pudge must have been well acquainted at the time when lie 
wrote his “Down with Kings,” etc. The note in Volney 
is as follows “ It is by this tuft of hair (on the crown of 
the head,) worn by the majority of Mussulmans, that the 
Angel of the Tomb is to take the elect and carry them to 
Paradise.” 

3 The young lafiy, whose memory is not very correct, 
must allude, I think, to the following lines : 

Oh! that fairy form is ne’er forgot, 

Which First Love traced ; 

Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 
On Memory’s waste ’ 
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Indeed, Boll, I know not how ’t is, but in grief, 

I have always found eating a wondrous relief ; 

And Bob, who ’s in love, said he felt the same quite — 
“My sighs,” said he “ ceased with, the first glass I 
drank you ; 

Tlie lamb made me tranquil, the puffs made me light, 
And now that ’s all o’er — why. I’m — ^pretty weU, 
thank you I” 

To my great annoyance, we sat rather late ; 

For Bobby and Pa had a furious debate 
About singing and cookery, — Bobby, of course, 
Standing up for the latter Fine Art in full force ; 

And Pa saying, “ God only knows which is worst, 
The French singers or cooks, but I wish us well 
over it — 

What with old Lais and Very, I’m curst 
If my head or my stomach will ever recover it !” 

*T was dark when we got to the Boulevards to stroll, 
And in vain did I look’inong the street Macaronis, 
When sudden it struck me — last hope of my soul — 
That some angel might take the dear man to Tor- 
toni’s!' 

We enter’d — and scarcely had Bob, with an air. 

For a grappe a la jardiniere call’d to the waiters, 
When, oh ! Boll, I saw him — my hero was there 
(For I knew his white small-clothes and brown 
leather gaiters,) 

A group of fair statues from Greece smiling o’er him, ^ 
And lots of rod currant-juice sparkling before him I 
Oh Dolly, these heroes — what creatures they are ! 

In the houdoir the same as in fields full of slaughter ; 
As cool in the Beaujon’s precipitous car 

As when safe at Tortoni’s, o’er iced currant-water! 
He join’d us — imagine, dear creature my ecstasy — 
Join’d by the man I’d have broken ten necks to see ! 
Bob wish’d to treat him with punch a laglace^ 

But the sweet fellow swore that my heaute, my grace, 
And my je-ne-sais-quoi (then his whiskers he twirl’d) 
Were, to him, “ on de top of all ponch in de vorld.” — 
How pretty ! — though oft (as, of course, it must be) 
Both his French and his English are Greek, Doll, to 
me. 

But, in short, I felt happy as ever fond heart did 
And, happier still, when ’t was fix’d, ere we^ parted, 
That, if the next day should be pastoral weather, 

We all would set off in French buggiel, together, 

To see Mordmorericy — that place which, you know, 
Is so famous for cherries and Jean Jacques Rousseau. 
His card then he gave us— the name, rather creased— 
But ’t was Calicot — something — a colonel, at least ! 
After which — sure there never was hero so civil— he 
Saw us safe home to our door in Une Rivoli, 

Wliere his last words, as, at parting, he threw 
A soft look o’er his shoulders, were — “how do. you 
do!”^ 

But, Lord, — there ’s Papa for the post — Fm so vex’d — 
Montmorency must now, love, be kept for my iiext» 
That dear Sunday night was charmingly dress’d, 
And — so providential— was looking my best ; 


1 Afeshionable cafSglaoier m the Italian Boulevards. 

2 ‘‘You eat your ice at Tortonfs,’* says Mr. Scott, “un- 
der a 13 recian groups” 

3 Not an unusual mistake with ibreigners. 


Such a sweet muslin gown, with a flounce— and my 
frills, 

You’ve no notion how rich— (though Pa has by the 
bills)— 

And you’d smile bad you seen, when we sat rather 
near, 

Colonel Calicot eyeing the cambric, my dear. 

Then the flowers in my bonnet — ^but, la, it ’s in vain— 
So, good bye, my sweet Boll — I shall soon write again, 

B. F. 

Noia hena — our love to all neighbours about— 

Your papa hi particular — ^bow is his gout? 

P. S. — I’ve just open’d my letter to say, 

In your next you must tell me (now do, Dolly, pray, 
For I hate to ask Bob, he ’s so ready to quiz) 

What sort of a thing, dear, a Brandenhurgh is. 


LETTER XI 

FROM PHELIM CONNOR TO — . 

Yes — ’t was a cause, as noble and as great 
As ever hero died to vmdicate— 

A nation’s right to speak a nation’s voice, 

And own no power but of the nation’s choice ! 

Such ivas the grand, the glorious cause that now 
Hung trembling on N^p^'P'^n’s single brow; 

Such the sublime arbitrement, that pour’d, 

In patriot eyes, a light around his sword, 

A glory then, which never, since the day 
Of his young victories, had illum’d its way ! 

Oh ’t was not then the time for tame debates, 

Ye men of Gaul, w^hen chains were at your gates ; 
When lie who fled before your chieftain’s eye, 

As geese from eagles on Mount Tauras fly !' 
Denounced against the land that spurn’d his chain, 
Myriads of swords to bind it fast again — 

Myriads of fierce invading swords, to track 
Through your best blood his path of vengeance back; 
When Europe’s kings, that never yet combined 
But (like those upper stars, that, when conjoin’d, 
Shed war and pestilence) to scourge mankind, 
Gather’d around, with hosts from every shore, 
Hating much, but freedom more. 

And, in that coming strife, appall’d to see 
The world yet left one chance for liberty I— 

No, ’t was not then the time to weaVe a net 
Of bondage round your chief; to curb and fret 
Your veteran war-horse, pawing for the fight, 

When every hope was in his speed and miglit-^ 

To waste the hour of action in dispute, 

And coolly plan how Freedom’s should shoot 

When your invader’s axe was at the TOO# 

No, sacred Liberty ! that God, who throws 
Thy light around, like his own sunshine, knows 
How well I love thee, and how deeply hate. 

All tyrants, upstart and legitimate^ 

Yet in that hour, were F "''^'^ce my native land, 

I would have follow’d, with quick heart and hand, 


1 See iElian, lib. 5. cap. 2P — who tells us that tbesegee.se, 
from a consciousness of their own loquacity, always cross 
Mount Tauras with stones in tlieir bilisv to prevent any un- 
lucky cackle from betraying them to the eagles— J » «7rs to vt 

(TiOJSTWVTSff..' , . ■ 
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Neeo— ay, no matter whom — 

To snatch my country from that tkmning doom, 
That deadliest curse that on the conquered waits — 
A conqueror’s satrap, throned within her gates ! 

True, he was false — despotic — all you please — 

Had trampled down man’s holiest liberties — 

Had, by a genius form’d for nobler things 
Than lie within the grasp of vulgar lungs, 

But raised the hopes of men — as eaglets fly 
With tortoises aloft into the sky — 

To dash them down again more shatteringly ! 

All this I own— but stilh ^ * 

♦ * 


LETTER XIL | 

FEOM MISS BIDDY FUDGE TO MISS DOROTHY i 

At last, Dolly, — thanks to a potent emetic 
Which Bobby and Pa, with grimace sympathetic, 
Have swallowed this morning, to balance the bliss 
Of an eel matelote and a Usque d'ecrevisses—- 
Fve a morning at home to myself, and sit down 
To describe you our heavenly trip out of town. 

How agog you must be for this letter, my dear ! 

Lady Jane, in the novel, less languish’d to hear 
If that elegant cornet she met at Lord Neville’s 
Was actually dying with love or — blue devils. 

But love, Dolly, love is the theme I pursue ; 

With blue devils, thank heaven, I’ve nothing to do — 
Except, indeed, dear Colonel Calicot spies 
Any imps of that colour in certain blue eyes, 

Which he stares at till J, Doll, at his do the same ; 
Then he simpers — I blush — and would often exclaim, 
If I knew but the French for it, “Lord, Sii-, for 
shame !” 

"Well, the morning was lovely — the trees in full dress 
For the happy occasion— the sunshine express — 

Had we order’d it dear, of the best; poet going, 

It scarce could be furnish’d more golden and glowing. 
Though late when we started, the scent of the air 
Was like Gattie’s rose-water — and bright, here and 
there, 

On the grass an odd dew-drop was glittering yet, 

Like my aunt’s diamond pin on her green tabbinet ! 
And the birds seem’d to warble as blest, on the boughs, 
As if each a plumed Calicot had for her spouse, 
And the grapes were all blushing and kissing in. rows, 
And — ^in short, need I tell you, wherever one goes 
’With the creature one loves, ’tis all couleur de rose; 
And ah, I shall ne’er, lived I ever so long, see 
A day such as that at divine Montmorency ! 

There was but one drawback — at first when we started, 
The Colonel and I were inhumanly parted ; 

How cruel— young hearts of such moments to rob ! 
He went in Pa’s buggy, and I went with Bob ; 

And, I own, I felt spitefully happy to know 
That Papa and his comrade agreed but so-so. 

1 f!omebody (Fontenella, I believe, ) has said, that if he 
Iiad his hand full of truths, he would open but one finger at 
a time; and I fiod it necessary to use the same sort of 
vesiirvo with respect to Mr. Phelim Connor’s very plain- 
spoken letters. The remainder of this Epistle is so full of 
unsafe matter-of-fact, that it must, for the present at least, 
be withheld from the public. 


jFor the Colonel, it seems, is a stickier of Boney’s— 

I Served with him, of coume— nay, I’m sure they were 
cronies 

So martial his features ! dear Doll, you can trace 
Ulm, Austerlitz, Lodi, as plain in his face 
As you do on that pillar of glory and brass^ 

Which the poor Due de 'lu must hate so to pass! 
It appears, too, he made — as most foreigners do — 
About English affairs an odd blunder or two. 

For example — ^misled by the names, I dare say — 

He confounded Jack Castles with Lord C- — -gh; 
And — such a mistake as no mortal hit ever on— 
Fancied the present Lord C — mb — N the clever one 1 

But politics ne’er w'cre the sweet fellow’s trade ; 

’T was for war and, the ladies my Colonel was made. 
And, oh, had you heard, as together we walk’d 
Through that beautiful forest, how sweetly he talk’d ; 
And how perfectly well he appear’d, Doll, to know 
All the life and adventures of Jean Jacq,ues Rous- 
seau! — 

“’Twas there,” said he — not that his words I can 
state— v^' 

’T was a gibberish that Cupid alone could translate 
But “there,” said he (pomting where, small and re- 
mote, 

The dear Hermitage rose,) “ there his Julie ha 
wrote, 

Upon paper gilt-edged, without blot or erasure ; 

Then sanded it over with silver and azure, 

And — oh, w-hat will genius and fancy not do ? — 

Tied the leaves up together with jiomparielte blue !”* 
WTiat a trait of Rousseau ! what a crowd of emotions 
From sand and blue ribbons are conjured up here 1 
Alas, that a man of such exquisite*"' notions 
Should send his poor brats to the Foundling, my 
dear! 

“ ’Twas here, too, perRips,” Colonel Calicot said— 
As down the small garden he pensively led — 
(Though once I could see his sublime forehead wrinkle 
With rage not to find there the loved periwinkle)'*’ 

“ ’T was here he received from the fair D’Epinay, 
(Who call’d him so sweetly her Bear,^ every day,) 
That dear flannel petticoat, pull’d olf to form 
A waistcoat to keep the enthusiast warm !”® 

Such, Doll, were the sweet recollections we ponder’d, 
As, full of romance, through that valley we wander’d, 

1 Tim column in the Place Vfiidome. 

2 “ Eraployant pour cchi la plus beau pa,piei dorii, sechaut 
I’Ccriture avec cle la poudre d’azur ei d’aigent, ot couftant 
rnes cahiers avec de la nompareille bleuo.” — i^cs Confes- 
sionsj Part 2. iiv. 9. * 

3 This word, “ exquisite,” is evidently a favouiitcof Miss 
Fudge’s : and f understand .she warn not a little angry when , 
her brother Bob committed a pun on the last two'sylkhlea 
of it in the following couplot : — 

“ I’d fain praise your poem — but toll me, ho-w is it, 

When /cry out “ Exquisite,” idc/ia cries quiz itP* 

4 The flower whicli Boosseau brought into such fasbioii 
among the Parisians, by exclaiming one day, “ Ah, voiia de 
la pervenche !” 

5 “ Mo7i ours, voUa votre asyle et vous, mon ours m 

viendvezvous paa aussi P’ etc. etc- 

6 “ Un jour, qu’ii gelait tr^s-fort, en ouvrant un paquet 
qu’elle m’envoyait, je trouvai un petit jupon de flanelle 
d’Angleterre, qu’elle me marquait avoir porte, et dont elle 
voulait qnejo me fisse faire un gilet. Ce soin, plus qu’ami- 
cal, me parut si tendre, comme si elle se fat d6pouill4 pour 
me vfetir, quo, dans mon Emotion, je baisai vingt fois, or. 
pleurant, le billet et ie jupon.” 
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The fennel (one’s train of ideas, how odd it is !) 

Led us to talk about other commodities. 

Cambric, and silk, and I ne’er shall forget, 

For the sun was then hastening in pomp to its set, 
And full on the Colonel’s dark whiskers shone down, 
When he ask’d me, with eagerness, — who made my 
gown ? 

The question confused me— -for, Doll, you must 
know, 

And I aught to have told my best friend long ago, 
That, by Pa’s strict command, I no longer employ* 
That enchanting coutwnere, Madame Le Roi, 

But am forc’d,dear,tohaveYicl'ORiNE, who— deuce 
take her ! — 

It seems is, at present, the King’s mantua-maker — 

I mean of his party — and, though much the smartest, 
Le Roi is condemned as a rank B*n*pa*t*st.® 

Think, Doll, how confounded I look’d— so well 
knowing 

The Colonel’s opinions— my cheeks were quite 
glowing ; 

I stammer’d out something — ^nay, even half named 
The legitmaie sempstress, when, loud, he exclaimed, 
“Yes, yes, by the stitching ’tis plain to be seen 
It was made by that B**rb*n**t b — -h, Victorine I” 
What a word for a hero . but heroes vM err, 

And I thought, dear, Fd tell you things just as they 
were, ■ 

Besides, though the word on good manners intrench, 
I assure you ’tis not hdf so shocking in French. 

But this cloud, though embarrassing, soon pass’d 
away, 

And the bliss altogether, the dreams of that day, 

The thoughts that arise when such dear fellows woo 
us,— 

The nothings that then, love, are every thing to us — 
That quick correspondence of glances and sighs, 
And what Bob calls the “Twopenny-Post of the 
Eyes” — 

Ah Doll, though 1 Ictiow you *ve a heart, ’tis in vain 
To a heart so unpractised these things to explain. 
They can only be felt in their fulness divine 
By her who has wander’d, at evening’s decline. 
Through a valley like that, with a Colonel like mine ! 

But here I must finish— for Bob, my dear Dolly, 
Whom physic, I find, always makes melancholy. 

Is seized with a fancy for church-yard reflexions ; 
And full of all yesterday’s rich recollections, 

Is just setting oiF for Montmartre — ^“for there is,” 
Said he, looking solemn, “the tomb of the Verys !® 
Long, long have I wish’d, as a votary true. 

O’er the grave of such talents to utter my moans ; 
And to-day — as my stomach is not in good cue 
For thejlesh oftlie Verys — ru visit their 6anes.'” 


1 Miss Biddy’s notions of French pronunciation may be 
perceived in the rhymes which she always selects for “ Le 
JRoi.” 

2 Ae Boiy who was the Couturiere of the Empress Maria 
icouisa, is at present, of course, out of fashion, and is suc- 
ceeded in her station by the Royalist mantua-maker, Ficto- 
rine, 

3 It is the Jyrother of the present excellent Restaurateur 
who lies entombed so magnificently in the Cimetiere Mont- 
martre. The uiscriptiou on the column at the head of the 
tomb concludes with the following words— “ Toute sa vie 
iit consacrfee aux ari$ utUesJ* 




He insists upon my going with him— how teazing l 
This letter, however, dear Dolly, shall lie 
Unseal’d in my drawer, that, if any thing pleasing 
Occurs while I’m out, I may tell you— Good bye. 

B. F. 

Four o'clock 

Oh Dolly, dear Dolly, I’m min’d for ever— 

I ne’er shall be happy again, Dolly, never ! 

To think of the wretch — what a victim was I ! 

’Tis too much to endure — I shall die, I shall die — 

My brain ’s in a fever— my pulses beat quick — 

I shall die, or, at least, be exceedingly sick ! 

Oh what do you think ? after all my romancing, 

My visions of glory, my sighing, my glancing, 

This Colonel — I scarce can commit it to paper — 

This Colonel ’s no more than a vile linen-draper! ! 
’Tis true as I live — I had coax’d brother Bob so 
(You’ll hardly make out what I’m writing, I sob so,) 
For some little gift on my birth-day— September 
The thirtieth, dear, I’m eighteen, you remember— 
That Bob to a shop kindly order’d the coach 
(Ah, little thought I who the shopman would 
prove,) 

To bespeak me a few of those mouchoirs de poche, 
Which, in happier hours, I have sigh’d for, my 
love — 

(The most beautiful things — two Napoleons the 
price — 

And one’s name in the corner embroider’d so nice!) 
Well, with heart full of pleasure, I enter’d the shop, 
But — ye gods, what a phantom ! — I thought I should 
drop — 

There he stood, my dear Dolly — no room for a 
doubt — 

There, behind the vile counter, these eyes saw him 
stand. 

With a piece of French cambric before him roll’d 
out, 

And that horrid yard-measure upraised in his hand; 
Oh — Papa, all along knew the secret, ’tis clear — 
’T%vas a shopman he meant by a “ Brandenburgh, ’ 
dear ! 

The man, whom I fondly had fancied a King, 

And, when that too delightful illusion was past, 

As a hero had worshipp’d — vile treacherous thing-® 
To turn out but a low linen-draper at last ! 

My head swam around — the wretch smil’d, I be- 
lieve, 

But his smiling, alas ! could no longer deceive— 

I fell back on Bob— my whole heart seem’d to 
wither — 

And, pale as a ghost, I was carried back hither ! 

I only remember that Bob, as I caught him, 

With cruel facetiousness said — Curse the Eddy! 
A staunch Revolutionist always I’ve thought him, 
But now I find out he ’s a Counter one, Bidby !” 

Only think, my dear creature, if this should be known 
To that saucy, satirical thing, Miss Malone ! 

What a story ’t will be at Shandangan for ever i 
What laughs and what quizzing she’ll have with the 
men! 

If will spread through the country — and never, oh 
never 

Can Biddy be seen at Elrandy again ! 
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Farewell— I shall do something desperate, I fear — 
And, ah ! if my fate ever reaches your ear, 

One tear of compassion my Doll will not grudge 
To her poor— broken-hearted— young friend, 

Biddy Fudge. 


Kota Bene. — ^I’m sure you will hear with delight, 
That we’re going, all three, to see Brunet to-night 
A laugh will revive me — and kind Mr. Cox 
(Do you know him ?) has got us the Governor’s box ; 


NOTES. 


Oh this learning, what a thing it is. Shakspeare. 


Page 166, line 75. 

So Ferdinand embroiders gaily. 

It would be an edifying thing to write a history of 
the private amusements of sovereigns, tracing them 
down from the fly-sticldng of Domitian, the mole- 
tiatching of Artabanus, the hog-mimicing of Parme- 
nides, the horse-currying' of Aretas, to the petticoat- 
embroidering of Ferdinand, and the patience-playing 
of the P— — — -6' R— — t ! 

Page 167, line 60. 

Your curst tea and toast. 

Is Mr. Bob aware that his contempt for tea renders 
Mm liable to a charge of atJiekm 7 Such, at least, is 
the opinion cited in Christian. Falster. Amesnitat. 
Fhilolog . — “ Atheum interpretabaturhominem abher- 
ba The aversura.” He would not, I think, have been 
so irreverent to this beverage of scholars, if he had 
read Peter Petits Poem in praise of Tea, addressed 
to the learned or the Epigraph which Pechlv- 

nus wrote for an altar he meant to dedicate to this 
herb— or the Anacreontics of Peter Fmncius, in 
which he calls Tea 

QttiPj S'SXivaiiU' 

The following passage from one of these Anacre- 
ontics will, I have no doubt, be gratifying to .all true 
Theists : — 

©iOfj, SsMV ra srxrpt 
Ev %po£r£0<5 tricvcpstcri 
AiSoi TO va-ATxp 
Ss fioi Sixy.ovaivTO 

et> juvppfvOifrtj 
Toi xctXKat TTpsTTOPcrxi 
KxXciis pc^pscirt xovpxt. 

Which may be thus translated : — 

Yes, let Hebe, ever'young, 

High in heaven her nectar hold, 

And to Jove’s immortal throng 
Pour the tide in cups of gold. — 
rU not envy heaven’s princes, 

While, with snowy hands, for me, 

Kate the china tea-cup rinses, 

And pours out her best Bohea! 

Page 169, line 39. 

Here break we olf, at this unhallow’d name. 

The late Lord C. of Ireland had a curious theory 
wout names; — ^he held that every man with three 
names was a jacobin. His instances in Ireland were 
numerhu® viz. Archibald Hamilton Rowan, Theo- 


bald Wolfe Tone, James Napper Tandy, John Phil- 
pot Curran, etc. etc. and, in England, he produced as 
examples Charles James Fox, Richard Brinsley She- 
ridan, John Home Tooke, Francis Burdett Jones, 
etc. etc. 

The Romans called a tMef “homo trium Htera- 
rum,” 

Tun’ trium literariira homo ^ 

Me vituperas ! Fur.^ 

Plautus, Aulular. Act 2. Scene 4- 

Page 170, line 4. 

The Testament, turn’d into melo-drames nightly. 

“The Old Testament,” says the theatrical Critic in 
the Gazette de France, “ is a mine of gold for the ma- 
nagers of our small play-houses. A multitude crowd 
round the Theatre de la Gaite every evening to see 
the Passage of the Red Sea.” 

In the play-bill of one of these sacred melo-drames 
at Vienna, we find “The Voice of G — d, by Mr. 
Schwartz.” 

Page 171, note 3 

No one can suspect Boileau of a sneer at his royal 
master, but the following lines, intended for praise, 
look very like one. Describing the celebrated pas- 
sage of the Rhine, during which Louis remained on 
the safe side of the river, he says, 

Louis, lea animant do feu de son courage, 

Se plaint de sa grandeur^ qui V attache au rivage. 

Epit. 4. 

I Page 172, line 5. 

Turns from his victims to his glees, 

And has them both well executed. 

How amply these two propensities of the Noble 
Lord would have been gratified among that ancient 
people of Etruria, who, as Aristotle tells UvS, used to 
whip their slaves once a year to the sound of flutes ! 

Page 175, line 79. 

Lampreys, indeed, seem to have been always a 
favourite dish with Kings — ^whether from some con- 
geniality between them and that fish, I know not. ; 
but Bio Cassius tells us that Pollio fattened his lam- 
preys with human blood. St. Louis of France was 
particularly fond of them.— See the anecdote of 


I 1 Dismldew supposes this word to be a glnssc7n.a : 

; that is, he thinks “ Pur” has made his escape from the mar 
gin into the text. 
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Thomas Aquinas eating up hib majesty’s lamprey, in 
a note upon Rahdavs, liv. 3. chap. 2. 

Page ns, line 2. 

Till o’clock brings on that hoar so momentous. 

Had Mr. Bob’s Dinner Epistle been inserted, I was 
prepared with an abundance of learned matter to il- 
lustrate it, for which, as indeed, for all my “ scientia 
popiniE,”^ lam indebted to a friend in the Dublin 
University, — whose reading formerly lay in the magic 
line ; but, in consequence of the Provost’s enlightened 
alarm at such studies, he has taken to the authors 
de re dbaria^^ instead ; and has left Boding Bemi- 
gius^ Agri^m^ and his little dog FUiolus, for Ajfddns, 
NoniuSj and that most learned and savoury Jesuit, 
Bulengerus, 

Page 179, line 64. 

<* Line hulUon^'*^ says merciless Bob, “ which I think 
Would, if coined with a little mint sauce, be delicious i” 
Mr. Bob need not be ashamed of his cookery jokes, 
when he is kept in countenance by such men as Ci- 
cero, St Augustine, and that jovial bishop, Venantius 
Fortunatis. The pun of the great orator upon the 
jus Verrinum,” which he calls bad hog broth, from 
a play upon both the words, is well known ; and the 
Saint’s puns upon the conversion of Lot’s wife into 
salt are equally ingenious: — ^“In salem conversa ho- 
minibus fidelibus quoddam praestitit candimmium, quo 
sapiant aliquid, unde illud caveatur exemplum.”— De 


Civitat Dei, lib. 16. cap. 30. — ^The jokes of the pious 
favourite of Queen Radagunda, the convivial Bishop 
Venantius, may be found among his poems, in some 
lines against a cook who had robbed him. The fol- 
lowing is similar to Cicero’s pun : — 

Plus juscella Cod quam mea jura valet. 

See his poems, Corpus Pmtar. Latin, tom. 2. p. 
1732. — Of the same kind was Monimaur’s joke, when 
a dish was spilt over him — “ summurn jus, summa in- 
juria;” and the same celebrated parasite, in ordering 
a sole to be placed before him, said, 

ELigi cui dicas, tu inihi sola places. 

The reader may likewise see, among a good deal 
of Mtclien erudition, the learned Lipsius’s jokes on 
cutting up a capon, in his Satumat Sermon, lib. 2. 
cap. 2. 

Page 180, line 9. 

Upon singing ami cookery, Bobby, of course, 

Standing up for the latter Fine Art in full force. 

Cookery has been dignified by the researches of a 
Bacon (see his Natural History, Receipts, etc.) and 
takes its station as one of the Fine Arts in the follow- 
ing passage of Mr. Dugald Stewart— ^ AgmesMy to 
this view of the subject, sweet may be said to be m- 
trinsically pleasing, and hitter to be relatively pleas- 
ing ; which both are, in many cases, equally essential 
to those effects, which, in the art of cookery, corres- 
pond to that composite beauty, which is the object of 
the painter and of the poet to create.”-*-PHosopHca2 
\Essays. 


1 Seneca. 
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H nOAEMiKHE; Eya> sc^yi, — Plato, de Rep.Wb. 4. 

“If any man doubt the signiticancy of the language, we refer him to the third volume of Eeports, 
set forth by the learned in the laws of Canting, and published in this tongue .”— Jonson 


PREFACE. 


The Public have already been informed, through 
the medium of the daily prints, that, among the dis- 
tinguished visitors to the Congress lately held at 
Ai-x-la-Chapelle, were Mr. Bob Gregson, Mr. 
George Cooper, and a few more illustrious brethren 
of The Fancy. It had been resolved at a Grand 
Meeting of the Pugilistic Fraternity, that, as all the 
miUing Powers of Europe were about to assemble, 
personally or by deputy, at Aix-Ia-Chapelle, it was 
but right that The Fancy should have its representa- 
tives there as well as the rest, and these gentlemen 
were accordingly selected for that high and honoura- 
ble office. A description of this Meeting, of the 
speeches spoken, the resolutions, etc. etc. has been 
given in a letter written by one of the most eminent 
of the profession, which will be found in the Appen- 
dix, No. I. Mr. Crib’s Memorial, which now, for 
the first time, meets the public eye, was drawn up for 
the purpose of being transmitted by these gentlemen 
to Congress ; and, as it could not possibly be in better 
hands for the enforcement of every point connected 
with the subject, there is every reason to hope that it 
has made a suitable impression upon that body. 

The favour into which this branch of Gymnastics, 
called Pugilism (from the Greek as the author of 
Boxiana learnedly observes,) has risen with the Pub- 
lic of late years, and the long season of tranquillity 
which we are now promised by the new MiUenna- 
rians of the Holy League, encourage us to look for- 
ward with some degree of sanguineness to an order 
of things, like that which Plato and Tosi Crib have 
described (the former in the motto prefixed to this 
work, and the latter in the interesting Memorial that 
follows,) when the Milling shall succeed to the Mili- 
tary Bystem, md 'Tm: Fancy will be the sole arbi- 
tress of the trifling disputes of manldnd. From a 
wish to throw every possible light on the histoiy of 
an Art, which is destined ere long to have such influ- 
ence upon the affairs of the world, I have, for some 
time past, been employed in a voluminous and elabo- 
rate work, entitled “ A Parallel between Ancient and 
Modern Pugilism,” which is now in a state of con- 
siderable forwardness, and winch I hope to have 
ready for delivery to subscribers on the morning of 
the approaching fight between Randal and Martin. 
Had the elegant author of Boxiana extended his in- 
quiries to the andmt state of the art, 1 should not 
2 A 


have presumed to interfere with a historian so com- 
petent. But, as his researches into antiquity have 
gone no farther than tlie one valuable specimen of 
erudition wffiich I have given above, I feel the less 
hesitation 

— -novos decerperft flores, 

Insigiievnque nieo capiti petere isule coronam, 

Unde prius nuUi veiarini tCmpdra Music.* 

Jjacrct. Jib. 4. v. 3. 

The variety of studies necessary for such a task, 
and the multiplicity of references which it requires, 
as well to the living as the dead, can only be fully ap- 
preciated by him who has had the patience to perform 
it. Alternately studying in the Museum and the 
Fives Court — passing from the Academy of Plato to 
that of Mr. Jackson — now indulging in Attic flashes 
with Aristophanes, and now studying Flash in the 
Attics of CoeJi-Courf — ^between so many and such 
various associations has my mind been divided during 
the task, that sometimes, in my bewilderment, I have 
confounded Ancients and Modems together, — ^mis- 
taken the Greek of St. Giles’s for that of Athens, and 
have even found myself tracing Bill Gibbons and his 
Bull in the ^Haurum tihi,pulcher Apollo , of Virgil. 
My Printer, too, has been affected with similar hallu- 
cinations, The Mil. Olorios. of Plautus he convert- 
ed, the other day, into a Glorious Mill; and more 
than once, when I have refeiTed to Tom. prim, or 
Tom. quart, he has substituted Tom Crib and Tom 
Oliver in their places. Notwithstanding all this, the 
work will be found, I trust, tolerably correct ; and as 
an Analysis of its opening Chapters may not only 
gratify the impatience of the Fanciful World, but 
save my future reviewers some trouble, it is here given 
as succinctly as possible. 

Chap. I. contains some account of the ancient in- 
ventors of pugilism, Epeus and Amycus, — ^'Phe early 
exploit of the former, in milling his twin-brother, in 
ventre matris, and so getting before him into the world, 
as related by Eustathius on the authority of Lycophron. 
— Amycus, a Royal Amateur of the Fancy, who 
challenged to ike saratch all strangers that landed on 


1 To wander through The Fancy’s bowers, 

To gather new, unheard-of flowers, 

And wreathe such garlands for my brow 
As Poet never wreathed till now J 
2 The residence of the Nonpareil, Jack Band ail, —wherei 
the day after his last great victory, he held a levee, which 
was attended, of course, by all the leading characters of 9t. 
Giles’s. 
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his shore. — ^The Combat between him and Pollux 
(who-, to use the classic phrase, served him out,) as 
described by Theocritus,' Apollonius Rhodius,^ and 
Valerius Flacciis.*'' — Respective merits of these three 
descriptions. — Theocritus by fiir the best ; and, alto- 
gether, perhaps, the most scientific account of a Box- 
ing-match in all antiquity. — Apollonius ought to have 
done better, with such a model before him ; but, evi- 
dently not 7ip to the thing (whatever Scaliger may 
say,) and his similes all slum ^ — ^Valerius Flaccus, the 
first Latin Epic Poet after Virgil, has done ample 
justice to this SeHo ,* feinis, facers,^ and ribbers, all 
described most spiritedly. 

Chap. % proves that the Pancratium of the ancients, 
as combining boxing and wrestling, w^as the branch 
of their Gymnastics that most resembled our modern 
Pugilism; cross-buttocking (or what the Greeks called 
iiTTocKtXi^civ) being as indispensable an ingredient as 
ndbing, jiooring, etc. etc. — ^Their ideas of a stand-up 
jiglit were very similar to our own, as appears from 
the TO Ttauiv aXknXovs OP0OSTAAHN of Lucian, — 
rrspt Fupvaff. 

Chap. 3. examines the ancient terms of the Fancy, 
as given by Pollux {Onomast. ad. fin. lib. 3.) and 
others ; and compares them with the modern. — For 
example, ayx^f-v^ to throttle — Xvyt^eiv, evidently the 
origin of our word to lug — ayKvpt^avy to anchor a 
fellow (see Grose’s Greek Dictionary, for the word 
anchor) — Spacrosiv (perf. pass. SsSpaypai,) from which 
is derived to drag ,* and whence, also, flash etymo- 
logist might contrive to derive 6pajaa, dramay Thespis 
having first performed in a drag.'^ This chapter will 
be found highly curious ; and distinguished, I flatter 
myself, by much of that acuteness which enabled a 
late illustrious Professor to discover that our English 
“Son of a Gun” was nothing more than the Uais 
Tvvj]S (Dor.) of the Greeks. 

Chap. 4. enumerates the many celebrated Boxers 
of antiquity. — Eryx (grandson of the Amycus already 
mentioned,) whom Hercules is said to have finished 
in style. — Phrynon, the Athenian General, and Auto- 
lycus, of whom, Pausanias tells us, there was a statue 
in the Prytaneum— The celebrated Pugilist, who, at 
the very moment he was expiring, had game enough 


1 Idyl. 22. 

2 Argonaut. lib. 2. 

3 Lib. 4. 

4 Except one, BovrvTrog oiix, wiucu i» goou, arm wmun 
Fawkes, therefore, has omitted. The following couplet 
from his translation is, however, /awe (fiiJ enough 

“So from their batter’d cheeks loud echoes sprung ; 
Their dash’d teeth crackled and their jaw-bones rung.” 

5 Emicat hie, dextramque paral, dextramgue minatur 
Tyndarides ; redit hue oculis et pondere Bebryx 
Sic ratus ; ille autem ceieri rapit ora sinistra. 

Lib. 4. V. 290. 

We have here a feint and a facer together. The manner 
in which Valerius Flaccys describes the multitude of black- 
guards that usually assemble on such occasions, is highly 
poetical and picturesque : he supposes them to be Shades 
from Tartarus : — 

Et pater orantes caesorum Tartarus umbrae 
Nube cava tandem ad meritm spectacula pugnm 
Braittit ; summi nigreseunt culmina montis. V. 258. 

€ The flash term for a cart. 


to make his adversary gim in ; which interesting cir* 
cumstance forms the subject of one of the Pictures of 
Philostratus, Icon. Mb. 2. iirmg. 6. — and above all 
that renowned Son of the Fancy, Melancomas, the 
favourite of the Emperor Titus, in whose praise Dio 
Clirysostomus has left us two elaborate orations.'— 
The pecuBarities of this boxer discussed—his power 
of standing with his arms extended for two whole 
days, without any rest {hvarog rjVy says Dio, Kai 
Tiptpag i^rjs pevav avarsramg rai %£cpa?, Kat qvk av 
siSev ovSets iupevra avrov n avanaverapevov dxnxEp eiw- 
$a<Ti. Orat. 28,) by which means he wore out his 
adversary’s bottom, and conquered without either 
giving of taking . This bloodless system of miUingy 
which trusted for victory to patience alone, has af- 
forded to the orator, Themistius, a happy illustration 
of the peaceful conquests which he attributes to the 
Emperor Valens.'^ 

Chap. 5. notices some curious points of similarity 
bet’iveen the ancient and modern Fancy. — T hus, 
Theocritus, in his Milling-match, calls Amycus “ a 
glutton, \ which is well known to be the classical 
phrase at Moulsey-Hurst, for one who, like Amycus, 
takes a deal o£ punishment before he is satisfied. 

IltDS yap St] Aios vlog AAH‘l>ArON av6pa Kadsihr. 

In the same Idyl the poet describes the Bebrycian 
hero as TrXjjyaiff psdvm', “ drunk with blows,” which 
is precisely the language of our Fancy bulletins ; for 
example, “Turner appeared as if drunk, and made a 
heavy lolloping hit,”'* etc. etc.— The resemblance in 
the manner of fighting is still more striking and import- 
ant. Thus we find Crib’ s favourite system of millmg 
on the retreat, which he practised so successfully in 
his combats With Gregson and Molyneux, adopted by 
Alcidamus, the Spartan, in the battle between him 
and Capaneus, so minutely and vividly described by 
Statius, Thehaid. lib. 6. 

Bed non, tamen, immemor artis, 

Adversus fugit, et fugiens tamen ictibus ubstat.^ 

And it will be only necessary to compare together 
I two extracts from Boxiana and the Bard of Syracuse 
to see how similar in their manoeuvres have been the 
mUlers of all ages — “ The Pdan of Colour, to prevent 
being fibbed, grasped tight hold of Carter’s hand”^— 
(Account of the Fight between Robinson the Black 
and Carter,) which, (translating XiXaiopcvog, “ the Lily- 
white, is almost word for word with the following : 
Hrot bye ri XiKaioptvog psya epyov 
"S^rntr) pev GKatriv UoXvbtvKEog eXXa^s x^ipa. 

Theocrit ' 

1 The following words, in which Dio so decidedly prefers 
the art of the Boxer to that of the soldier would perhaps 
have been a still more significant motto to Mr. Crib’s Me- 
morial than that which I have chosen from Plato : Kai 
x«8oXou S's syaiyj: touts tjjj ew ratg TraKs^tug eepfirjfS 
srpoxpivw, 

2 Hv T<j $7rt toov TTpoyovctiv Tcav a/“STSpwv jtuxtji; »rtip, 

MsT^ayKOfixg avo/xx avrun ourog ovS^svx sreoffOTS 

rpu3(rxg, ou^s /xovi, t^ c-raa-st xxt tj) t«jv 

stvaTToscTEt trxvTXg asrsy-vata tou; avrtTrstKovg . — Thendst 
Orat. !!rapi E(£iivi^g. ■ 

3 Kent’s Weekly Despatch. 

4 Yet, not unmindful of his art, he hies, 

But turns his face, and combats as he flies. 

Lewis. 

5 A manceuvre, generally called Tom OwerCs stop. 

6 The Flash term for a negro, and also for a chimney 
sweeper.'' ■ 
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Cliap.^. proves^ from the and SU-to 

between Ulysses and the Beggar in the 18th Book of 
the Odyssey, that the ancients (notwithstanding their 
^iKam iiaxovrmv, or Laws of Combatants, which, Ar- 
temidorus says ■ in his chap. 33. irtpi Movopax* ex- 
tended to pugilism as well as other kinds of combats) 
did not properly understand fair play ; as UiysSes is 
here obliged to require an oath from the standers-by, 
that they will not deal him a sly hnoch while he is 
cleaning out the mumper — 

ns £7r’ Ipw npa (pspcav sjxs xtipt nax^^V 
ItXr)^7} arao-OaXkwv, rourw pc t^i Sapacajj. 

Cliap, 7. describes the Cestus, and shows that the 
Greeks, for mere exercise of sparrings made use of 
muffles or gloves^ as we do, which they called a^aipai. 
This .appears particularly from a passage in Plato, de 
Xjeg. lib, 8, where, speaking of trainmg, he says, it is 
only by frequent use of the gloves that a knowledge of 
stopping and hitting can be acquired. The whole 
passage is curious, as proving that the Divine Plato 
was not altogether a nooice in the Fancy layJ — Kar 
eyyvrara rov hpoiov<i avn Ipavrm S<I>AIPA2 av 
T:epieSovp£daf Sttw? al IIAHrAI rc kul a\ TiKN HAH- 
rSlN ETAABEIAI bupsXsndVTo cis n chvarov Uavias> 
—These mtiffles were called by the Romans sacculi, 
as we find from Trebellius Pollio, who, in describing 
a triumph of Gallienus, mentions the “ Pugiles sac- 
culis non veritate pugilantes.” 

Chap. 8. adverts to the pugilistic exhibitions of the 
Spartan ladies, which Propertius has thus comme- 
morated — I 

Pulverulentaque ad extremas stat fcEtnina metas, | 
Et patitur duro vulnera pancratio ; 

Nunc Iig4t ad coestum gaudentia brachia loris, etc. etc. 

Lib. 3. el. 14. 

and, to prove that the moderns are not behind-hand 
with the ancients in this respect, cites the following 
instance recorded in Boxiana:-— “ George Madox, in 
this battle, was seconded by his sister, Grace, who, 
upon its conclusion, tossed up her hat in defiance, 
and oifered to fight any man present — also the me- 
morable challenge, given in the same work, (vol. i.p. 
300,) which passed between Mrs. Elizabeth Wilkin- 
son of Clerkenwell, and Miss Hannah Hyfield of 
Newgate-Market — another proof that the English 
may boast many a dolce guerriera’^ as well as the 
Greeks. 

Chap. 9. contains Accounts of all the celebrated 
Set-tos of antiquity, translated from the works of the 
different authors that have described them, — ^viz. the 
famous Argonautie Battle, as detailed by the three 
poets mentioned in chap. 1. — ^the Fight between 
Epeus and Euryalus, in the 23d Book of the Iliad, 

1 Another philosopher, Seneca, has shown himself equally 
fiash on the subject, and, in his 13th Epistle, lays it down as 
dll axiom, tJiat no pugilist can be considered worth any 
thing, till he has had his peepers taken measure of for a 
suit of mournings or, in common language, has received a 
pair of black eyes. The whole passage is edifying “ Non 
potest athleta magnos spiritus ad eertamen afferre, qui nun- 
uam siigiUatus est. Ille qui videt eanguinera suum,cujas 
entes crepuerunt sub pugno, illo qui supplantatus adver- 
sarium toto tulit corpore, nec projecit animura projectus, 
qui quoties cecidit conturaacior resurrexit, cum magna spe 
descendit ad pagnarau” 


and between Ulysses and Irus in the 18th Book of the 
Odyssey — ^the Combat of Dares and Entellus in the 
5th iEneid— of Capaneus and Alcidamus, already re- 
ferred to, in Statius, and of Achelous and Hercules 
in the 9th Book of the Metamorphoses ; though this 
last is rather a wrestling-bout than a millf resembling 
that between Hercules ‘ and Anteus in the 4th Book 
of Lucan. The reader who is anxious to know how 
I have succeeued in this part of my task, will find, as 
a specimen, ray translation from Virgil in the Appen- 
dix to the present work, No. %. 

Chap. 10. considers the various arguments for and 
against Pugilism, advanced by writers ancient and 
modern. — A strange instance of either ignorance or 
wilful falsehood in Lucian, who, in his Anacharsis, 
has represented Solon as one of the warmest advo- 
cates for Pugilism, whereas we know from Diogenes 
Laertius that that legislator took every possible pains 
to discourage and suppress it. — Alexander the Great, 
too, tasteless enough to prohibit the Fancy (Plu- 
tarch in Vit .) — Galen in many parts of his works, but 
particularly in the Hortat. ad Art. condemns the 
practice as enervating and pernicious.^ — On the other 
side, the testimonies in its favour, numerous. — The 
greater number of Pindar’s Nemean Odes written in 
praise of pugilistic champions ; — and Isocrates, though 
he represents Alcibiades as despising the art, yet ac- 
knowledges that its professors were held in high esti- 
mation through Greece, and that those cities, where 
victorious pugilists were born, became illustrious 
from that circumstance;^ just as Bristol has been 
rendered immortal by the production of such heroes 
as Tom Crib, Harry Harmer, Big Ben, Dutch Sam, 
etc. etc. — Ammianus Marcellinus tells us how much 
that religious and pugnacious Emperor, Constantius, 
delighted in the Set-tos, “ pugilum'*' vicissim se con- 
cidentium perfusorumque sanguine.” — ^To these are 
added still more fiattering testimonies ; such as that 
of Isidorus, who calls Pugilism “virtue,” as if j?ar 
excellence;^ and the yet more enthusiastic tribute 
with which Eustathius reproaches the Pagans of hav- 
ing enrolled their Boxers in the number of the Gods. 
— In short, the whole chapter is full of erudition and 


1 Though wrestling was evidently the favourite sport of 
Hercules, we find him, in the Alcestes, just returned from a 
Bruising-viaich ; and it is a curious proof of the superior 
consideration in which these arts were held, that for the 
lighter exercises, he tells us, horses alone were the reward, 
while to conquerors in the higher games of pugilism and 
wrestling, whole herds of cattle (with sometimes a young 
lady into the bargain) were given as prizes. 

re.BTt B^ccxj Tai 

vruyfittiv xxi a-xKijv, ySoui^op/Sias 

Fwi/fj S'* STT* stuTOig Ei'tre t’. Lurip, 

2 It Was remarked by the ancient physicians, that rac» 
who were in the habit of boxing and wrestling became re- 

I raarkably lean and slender from the loins downward, while 
j the upper parts of their frame acquired prodigious size and 
strength. I could name some pugilists of the present day 
whose persons seem to warrant the truth of this observation 

3 Tovg T* oabkurxg '^yiKovf^svttvq,KXi rxg jroXstg cvofixifrxs 
yiyvOpsvxs Tojv viXmvrwv. ISOCRAT. JrspJ tow Zswyoof 
An oration written by Isocrates for the son of Alcibiades. 

4 Notwithstanding that the historian expressly says “ pu- 
gilum,” Lipsius is so anxious to press this circumstance into 
his Account of the Ancient Gladiators, that lie insists such 
an effusion of claret could^ only have taken place in the gla- 
diatorial combat. But Lipsius never was at Moulsey Hurst 
—See his Saturnal. Sermon, lib. i. cap. 2. 

5 Origin. lib. xviii. c. 18. 
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— from /j/y.-^ophron (whose very name smacks | 
of pugilism,) down to Eoxiana and the Weekly Des- i 
patch, not an author on the subject is omitted. j 

mucli for mj' Parallel between Ancient and i 
?,Iodurn ihigiiism.” And now with respect to that 
peculiar laisguago called F la, ^h, or Si. Glk's^s Greek,^ 
in which ulr. Crib’s Tdainorial and the other articles 
i;i the present volume are written, I beg to trouble the 
reader witii a few observations. As this expressive 
language was originally invented, and is still used, 
like the ciplier of the diplomatists, for purposes of 
secrecy, and as a means of eluding the Wgilance of a 
certain class of persons, called j?«sZi:ice, Traps, or, 
in common language, Bow-street Officers, it is sub- 
ject of course to continual change, and is perpetually 
cith.er altering the meaning of old words, or adding 
new ones, according as the great object, secrecy, 
renders it prudent to have recourse to such innova- 
tions, In this respect, also, it resembles the cryp- 
tography of kings and ambassadors, who, by a con- 
tinual ciiange of cipher, contrive to baffie the inquisi- 
tiveness of tlie enemif. But, notwithstanding the Pro- ■ 
tean nature of the Flash or Card language, the greater 
part of its vocabulary has remained unchanged for 
centuries, and many of the words used by the Cant- 
ing Beggars in Beaumont and Fletcher,^ and the Gip- 
sies in Ben .Tonson’s Masque,^ are still to be heard 
among the Gnostics of Dyot-street and. Tothill-fields. 
To pr/g* is still to .steal to Jib, to beat 'ylour, money; 
duds, clothes f prancers, horses ihouzing-ken, an ale- 
house ; cove, a fellow ; a sow's baby, a pig, etc. etc. 
There are also several instances of the same term, 
preserved with a totally different signification. Thus, 
to mill, w'hich was originally “to rob,”^ is now “to 
beat or fight and the word mm, which in Ben Jon- 
soii’s time, and even so late as Grose, meant and 
good, is now generally used for the very opposite 
qualities; as, “he’s but a rum one,” etc. Most of 
the Cant phrases in Head’s English Rogue, which 
xvas published, I believe, in 1666, would be intelli- 
gible to a Greek of the present day ; though it must 
be confessed that the Songs which both he and Dek- 
ker have given xvould puzzle even that “Graiae gentis 
decus,” Caleb Baldwin himself. For instance, one 
of the simplest begins, 

Bing out, bien Moxts, and toure and toure, 

Bing out, bkn Morts and toure ; 

For ail your duds are bing’d awasl; 

The bien Cove hath the loure. 


1 Tn their amusing comedy of “The Beggar’s Bush.” 

2 The Masque of the Gipsies Metamorphosed.— 'I’he Gip- 
sy language, indeed, with the exception of such terms as re- 
late to their own peculiar customs, differs but little from the 
regular Fla, di ; as may be. seen by consulting the Vocabu- 
lary subjoined to the life of Bamfylde-Moore'Carew. 

3 the third chapter, 1st book, of the History of Jona- 
than Wild, for an “undeniable testimony of the great anti- 
quity of PWg-g-ifSJM.” 

4 An ajiifler for duds is thus described by Dekker: — “He 
curries a short staff in his baud, which is called ti jilch, hav- 
ing in the nab or head of it, nfcrme (that is to say a hole,} 
into which, upon any piece of service, when he goes d filch- 
ing, he puiteth a hobke of iron, with which hooke he angles 
at a window in the dead of night, for shirts, smockes, or any 
other linen or woollen.” — English Villmies. 

5 Can they cow* or ndlU are they masters of their art'?” 
T- ffiMt Jonson. To mill, however, sometimes signified “ to 
kill.” Thus, to mUl a hUating chsat, i. e. to kill a sheep. 


To the cultivation, in our times, of the science of 
Pugilism, the Flash language is indebted for a con 
siderable addition to its treasures. Indeed, so impos- 
sible is it to describe the operations of The Fanc’? 
without words of proportionate energy to do justice 
to the subject, that we find Pope and Cowper,mtheii 
translation of the Set-to in the Iliad, pressing words 
into the service which had seldom, I think, if ever 
been enlisted into the ranks of poetry before. Thus 
Pope, 

Secure this hand shall his whole frame confound, 

Mash all his bones, and all his hody pound. 

Cowper, in the same manner, translates ko'^s. k . . . , 
Trapmov, push'd him on the cheek and, in describ- 
ing the wrestling-match, makes use of a term, now 
more properly applied to a peculiar kind of blow,* 
of xvhich Mendoza is supposed to have been the in- 
ventor. 

Then his wiles 

Forgat not he, but on the ham behind 
Chopp'd him. 

Before I conclude this Preface, which has already, 
I fear, extended to an unconscionable length, I can- 
not help expressing my regret at the selection which 
Mr. Crib has made of one of the Combatants intro- 
duced into the imaginary Set-to that follows. Tha^ 
person has already been exhibited, perhaps, “ usque 
\ad naiiseam," before the Public, and, without enter- 
ing into the propriety of meddling with such a per- 
sonage at all, it is certain that, as a mere matter of 
taste, he ought now to be let alone. AH that can be 
alleged for Mr. Crib is— what Rabelais has said in 
defending the moral notions of another kind of cat- 
tle — he “knows no better.” But for myself, in my 
editorial capacity, I take this opportunity pf declaring 
that, as far as I am concerned, the person in question 
shall henceforward be safe and inviolate ; and, as the 
Convent-garden Managers said, when they withdrew 
their much-hissed elephant, this is positively the last 
time of his appearing on the stage. 


TOM CMB’S MEMORIAL TO 
CONGRESS. 


Most Floly, and High, and Legitimate squad, 

First Swells^ of the xvorld, since Boney' s in quod,^ 
Who have every thing now, as Bill Gibbons would 
■ siiy,'^ _ ■ ■ 

“ Like the bull in the china-shop, all your own way”— 
Whatsoever employs your magnificent nohsf 
Whether diddling your subjects, and gutting then 
fohs,^ 


3 “ A chopper is a blow, struck on the face %vith the back 
of the hand. Mendoza claims the honour of its invention, 
but unjustly; he certainly re vi^^ed, and considerably im- 
proved it. It was practised long before our time. — Brough 
ton occasionally used it; and Slack, it also appears, struck 
the chopper in giving the return in many of his battles.”— 
Boxiana, vol. ii. p. 20. 

2 Smell, a great man. 

3 Tn prison. The dab 's in quod: the rogue is in prison. 

4 Heads. 

5 Taking out the contents. Thus, gutting a quart pot 
(or taking out the lining of it,) i. o. drinking it off. 
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(While you him the poor sjsoonws* with speeches, so 
pretty, 

’Bout Freedom, and Order, and — my eye^ Betty,) 
Whether praying, or dressing, or dancing the hays. 
Or lapping your coiigd^ at Lord G-stl-ii — gh’s® 
(While his Lordship, as usual, that very great da¥ 

At the flowers of rhet’ric, isjlashing his gab ^) — 

Or holding State Dinners, to talk of the weather, 
And cut up your mutton and Europe together ! 
Wliatever your gammon, whatever your talk, 

Oh deign, ye illustrious Cocks of the Walk, 

To attend for a moment, — and if the Fine Arts 
on fibbing^ and boring^ be dear to your hearts ; , 

If to levelf' to punish,^ to ntffmn^ manldnd. 

And to dlar/ce'?i their daylights,'’ be pleasures refined 
(As they must be,) for every Legitimate mind, — 

Oh, listen to one, who, both able and willing | 

To spread through creation the mysteries of milling, 
(And, as to whose politics, search the world round, 
Not a sturdier Pit-irte^ e’er lived under ground,) 

Has thought of a plan, which— excuse his presump- 
tion, 

He hereby submits to your royal rumgumption,^ . 

It being now settled that emperors and kings, 

Lil^e kites made of foolscap, are high-flymg things. 
To whose tails a few millions of subjects, or so, 

Have been tied in a siring, to be whisk’d to and fro, 
Just wherever it suits the said foolscap to go — 

This being all settled, and freedom all gammon,^° 
And nought but your honours worth wasting a d — n 
on ; ‘ ■ 

While snug and secure you may now nm your rigs,^'^ 
Without fear that old Boney will holher your gigs — 
As your Honours, too, bless you 1 though all of a trade, 
Yet agreeing like new ones, have lately been made 
Special constables o’er us, for keeping the peace,— 
Let us hope now that wars and nmihuslions will cease; 
That soldiers and guns, like “the Devil and his works,” 
Will henceforward be left to Jews, Negers, and Turks ; 
Till Brown Bess^'^ shall soon, like Miss Tabitha Fusty, 
For want of a spark to go off with, grow rasty, 

And lobsters^ ^ will lie such a drug upon hand, 

That onx do-nothing Captains must all get japann'd P’^ 


I Simpletons, alias, Innocents. 

3 Drinking your tea. 

3 See the Appendix, No. 3. 

4 An Adopt. 

5 Showing oft' his talk.— -Better expressed, perhaps, by a 
late wit, who, upon being asked whai was going on in ihe 
House of Comujons, answered, “Only Lord C. mnng his 
mcalmlary.'" 

ft All terms of the Fancy, and familiar to those who read 
the Transactions of the Pugilistic Society. 

7 To close. ui> thoir eyes — alia.**, to sm wp their sees. 

8 Tom received his first education in a coal-|‘it; from 
whence he has been honoured tviih tlie name of “ the Black 
Diamond.’'* 

ft Gumptinn,OT Rnw gumption, comprehension, capacity. 

10 Nonsense or Innabng. 

II Play your trifks. 

12 A soldier’s ftre-lock, 

13 Soldiers, from the colour of thoir clothes, “ To Iml 
one’s lobster moanti for a churchman to turn soldier ; lob- 
sters, which are of a bluish black, being made rod by boil- 
ing.” — Grose. Butler’s ingeuious simile will occur to the 
reader: 

When, like a lobster boil’d, the Mom 
From black to red began to turn, 

14 Ordained — i. e. become clergymen. 


My eyes, how delightful ! — the rabble well gagg’d. 
The Swells in high feather, and old Boney lagg’d!^ 

Bat, though we must hope for such good times as 
these, 

Yet as something may happen to kick up a breeze — 
Some quarrel reserved for your own pnvate picking- 
Some grudge, even now in your great gizzards sticking, 
(God knows about what— about money mayhap, 

Or the Papists, or Dutch, or that kid^^ Master Nap)— 
And, setting in case there should come such a rumpus, 
As so7ne mode of seiiling the chat we must compass, 
With which the tag-rag’' will have nothing to do — 
What think you, great Swells, of a Royal Set-to?'^ 
A Ring and iviir fist-work at Aix-la-Chapelle, 

Or at old Moulsey-Hurst, if you like it as well — 
And that all may be fair as to wind, weight, and 
science, 

ril amwer to train the whole Holy Alliance 1 
Just think, please your Majesties, how you ’d prefer it 
To mills mch. as W^aterloo, where all the merit 
To vulgar red-coated rapscallions must fall, 

Who have no Right Divine to have merit at all 1 
How much more select your own quiet Set-tos ! — 
And how vastly genteeler ’t will sound In the news, 
{Keiit's Weekly Despatch, that beats all others hollow 
For Fancy transactions,) in terms such as follow : — 


ACCOUNT OF THE GRAND SET-TO BE- 
TWEEN LONG SANDY AND GEORGY THE 
PORPUS. 

Last Tuesday, at Moulsey, the Balance of Power 
Was settled by Twelve Tightish Rounds, in an hour— 
The Buffers,’’ both “ Boys of the Holy Ground ® 
Long Sandy, by name of the Bear much renown’d, 
And Georgy the Porpiis, prmie glutton reckon’d— 
OldthingummeePoTTSo'’ was Long Sandy’s second, 
And Georgy’s w^as Pat C — stl — r — gii, — he who 
lives 

At the sign of the King's Arms a-kimho, and gives 
His small beer about, with the air of a chap 
Who believed himself a prodigious strong tap. 

This being the first true Legitimate Match 
Since Toai took to training these Swells for the 
scratch. 

Every lover of life, that had rhino to spare, 

From sly little Moses to B — r — g, was there. 

1 Transported. 

2 Child.— Hence our useful word, kidnapper — to vab a kid 
being to steal a child. Indeed, we need but recollect the 
many excellent aird necessary words to wliich Johnson has 
affixed the stigma of “cant term,” to be a^vare how consi- 
derably the English language lias been enriched by the con- 
iributions of the Flash fraternity. 

3 The common people, the mobility. 

4 A boxing-match. 

.5 Boxers— Irish cant. 

6 The hitch in the metro here was rendered necessary by 
the quotation, which is from the celebrated Fancy Chant 
ending, ev'ery verse, thus : — 

For we are the boys of the Holij Ground, 

And ■we’ll dance upon nothing, and turn us round ! 

It is almost needless to add, that the Jloty Gro^md, or 
hand, is a well-known region of St. Giles’s. 

7 Tom means, I presume, the celebrated diplomatist, 
Pozzo di Borgo.— The Irish used to claim the dancer Dide- 
lot as their eaantryman, insisting that the 0 had slipped out 
of its right place, and that his real name was Mr. O’Diddle 
On the same principle they will, perhaps, assert thoir righ 
toM,Pozzo. 
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the reaown’d days of Broughton and 
Figg^ 

W ‘as the Frajiciftil World in such very prime tivig — ^ 
And long before daylight, gigs, rattlerSy^ and^mds,*^ 
Were in motion for Moulsey, brimful of the Lads. 
Jack Eld — n, Old Sid. and some more, had come 
down 

On the evening before, and put up at The Crown , — 
Their old favourite sign, where themselves and their 
brothers 

Get gn/l'' at cheap rate, though it jleeces all others ; 

IN or matters it how we plebeians condemn, 

As The Crown ’s always sure of its license from them. 

’T was diverting to see, as one ogled around, 

How Corinthiam^ and Commoners mixed on the 
ground. 

Here hi — ntr — SK and an Israelite met face to face, 
The Duke, a place-hunter — ^the Jew, from Duke’s 
Place ; 

While Nicky V — ns — tt — t, not caring to roam, 
Got among the white-hag-men, and felt quite at home. 
Here stood in a corner, well screen’d from the wea- 
ther, 

Old Sid. and the great Doctor Eady together. 

Both famed on the tcalls — with a d — n, in addition, 
Prefix’d to the name of the former Physician. 

Here C — md — n, who never till now was suspected 
Of Fancy, or aught that is therewith connected, 

Got close to a dealer in donkies, who eyed him, 

Jack Scroggins remark’d, “just as if he’d have bufd 
him;’^ 

While poor Bogy B — ck — gh — m well might look 
pale, 

As there stood a great Rat-catcher close to his tail ! . 

Mongst the vehicles, too, which were many and va- 1 
rious, 

From natty barouche down to buggy precarious. 

We iwigg'd more than one queerish sort oi turn-out ; — 
C— NN— G came in a job, and then canter’d about 
On a showy, but hot and unsound, hit of blood 
(For a leader once meant, but cast off, as not good,) 
Looking round to secure a snug place if he could : — 
W'hiie Eld — n, long doubting between a grey nag i 
And a while one to mount, took his stand in a drag.^ 
At a quarter past ten, by Pat C---stl---R‘--*gh*s 
tattler,^ - 

Crib came on the ground in a four-in-hand rattler ^ 
(For Tom, since he took to these Holy Allies, 

Is as tip-top a beau as all Bond-street supplies ;) 

And, on seeing the Chambion, loud cries of “ Fight, 
fight,” 

“Ring, ring,” “Whip the Gemmen,” were heard left 
and right. 

But the Mds, though impatient, were doom’d to delay, 
As the old P. ropes (which are nam maxk’d H. 
A.") 


1 The chief founders of the modern school of pugilism. 

2 High spirits or condition. 3 Coaches. 

4 Horses. 5 Victuals. 

6 Men of rank — vide Boxiana, fussim. 

'll Pick-pockets. ' ' 8 A cart or waggon. 9 A watch. 

10 The ropes and stakes used at the prize-fights, being the 
>roperty of the Pugilistic Club, are marked with the initials 
> C ,, 311 For “Holy Alliance.” 


Being hack’d in the service, it seems had given wayj 
And, as rope is an article much up in price 
Since the bank took to hanging, the lads had to splice. 
At length the two Swells having enter’d the Ring, 

To the tune the Cow died of, called “ God save the 
King,” 

Each threw up his castor^ ’mid general huzzas 

And, if dressing would do, never yet, since the days 
When Humphries stood up to the Israelite’s thumps, 
In gold-spangled stockings and touch-me-not pumps, ^ 
Has there any thing equall’d the fal-lals and tricks 
That bedizen’d old Georgy’s bang up tog and kicks!^ 
Having first shaken daddies^ (to show, Jackson said, 
It was “pro bono Pimlico’’^ chiefly they bled) 

Both peeVd^ — ^but, on laying his Dandy 6eZ« by, 

Old Georgy wentfloush, and bis hackers looked shy; 
For they saw, notwithstanding Crib’s honest en- 
deavour 

To tram down the crummy,^ ’t was monstrous as ever! 
Not so with Long Sandy— prime meat every inch— 
Which, of course, made the Chiosiics^ on t’ other side 
flinch ; 

And Bob W— ls— n from Southw'ark, the gamesi 
chap there, 

Was now heard to sing out “Ten to one on the Bear!” 

First Round. Very cautious — the Kiddies both 
sparred 

As if shy of the scratch-^svhile the Porpiis kept guard 
O’er his beautiful mug^ as if fearing to hazard 
One damaging touch in so dandy a mazzard. 

WMch t’ other observing puZ in his.ONE-Two^® 
Between Georgy’s left ribs, with a knuckle so true, 
That had his heart lain in the right place, no doubt 
But the Bears double-knock would have rummaged it 
out — 

As it was, Master Georgy came seme with the whack, 
And there sprawl’d, like a turtle turn’d queer on its 
back. 

Second Round. Rather sprightly— the Bear, in 
high gig. 

Took a fancy to jlirt with the Porpus’s wig ; 

And, had it been either a loose tie or 6o5, 

Ple’d have clawed it clean off, but ’t was glued to Ms 
nob. 

So he tipped him a setiler they caU “ a Spoil-Dandy” 
Full plump in the whisker.— betting on Sandy 
^ ^ — - _ 

2 “ The fine manly form of Humphries was seen to great 
advantage; he had on a pair of fine flannel drawers, white 
silk stockings, the clocks of which were spangled with gold, 
and pumps tied with ribbon.” — (Account of the First Battle 
between Humphries and Mendoza.) — The epistle which 
Humphries wrote to a friend, communicating the result of 
this fight, is worthy of a Lacedsemonian. — “ Sir, I have dona 
the Jew, and am in good health. Rich. Humphries.” 

3 Tog and kicks, coat and breeches. — Tog is one of the 

cant words which Dekker cites, as “ retaining a certain salt 
and tasting of some wit and learning,” being derived from 
the Latin toga. 4 Hands. 

5 Mr. Jackson’s residence is in Pimlico. — This gentleman 
(as he well deserves to be called, from the correctness of his 
conduct and the peculiar urbanity of his manners) forms that 
useful link between the amateurs and the professors of pu- 
gilism, which, when broken, it will be difficult, if not wholly 
impossible to replace. 6 Stripped. 

7 Fat. 8 Knowing ones. 9 Face. 

10 Two blo%VB succeeding each other rapidly. Thus 
(speaking of Randall) “ his one-TWO are put in with th® 
sharpness of lightning,” 
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Thikd Round. SomewLat slack— 'Georgy tried to 
makeplay^ 

But his own mctudHing-ojfice^ stood much in the way ; 
While Sandy’s long arms— long enough for a douse 
All the way from Kamschatka to Johnny Groat’s 
House — 

Kept paddlmg about the poor Porpus’s muns,^ 

Till they made him as hot and as cross as Lent buns!’ 

Fourth Round. Georgy’s lackers look’d blank 
at Che lad, 

Wlien they saw what a rum knack of shifting^ he had — 
An old trick of his but the Bear, tip to 

Follow’d close on my gentleman, kneading Ms crum 
As expertly as any Lead about town. 

All the way to the ropes — where, as Georgy went 
down, 

Sandy tipp’d him a dose of that kind, that, when taken, 
It is n’t the stuff, but the patient that ’s shaken. 

Fifth Round. Georgy tried for his mstomer’s 
head — 

(The part of Long Sandy that’s softest, ’tis said ; 
And the chat is that Naf, when he had him in tow, 
Found liis hiowledge-lox^ always the first tiling to 

go)^ , 

Neat milling this Round — ^what with clouts on the ml, 
Home hits m the Iread-lasket,^ clicks in the gol,^ 

And plimjjs in the daylights , a prettier treat 
Between two Johnny Raws^ * ’t is not easy to meet. 

Sixth Round. Georgy’s friends in high flourish 
and hopes ; 

Jack Eld — n, with others, came close to the ropes — 
And when Georgi', one timejg-oi the head of the Bear 
InioChancertf^ Eed— N sung out “keep him there 
But the cull broke away, as he would from Ldb^s 
pound, 

And, after a mm sort of ruffianing Round, 

Like cronies they hiigg’d, and came smack to the 
ground; 

Poor Sandy the undermost, smother’d and spread 
Like a German tuck’d under Ms huge feather-bed!*'* 


1 The stomach or paunch. 3 Mouth. 

3 Hot cross buns. 

4 “Some have censured shifting as an unmanly custom.” 
•—Boziana. 

5 Humbug or gammon. 

6 JDead Men are Bakers— so called from the loaves false- 
ly charged to their masters customers. The following is 
from an Account of the Battle fought by JNfasworthy, the 
Baker, with Martin, the Jew : 

“First round. Nosworthy, on the alert, planted a tre- 
mendous hit on Martiri’s mouth, which not only drawed forth 
a proMsion of cZaj*et, but he went down.— Loud shouting 
fiamihe Dead Men! 

“Second Round. Nosworthy began to serve the Jew in 
style, and his hits told most tremendously. Martin made a 
good round of it, but fell rather distressed. Th& Dead Men \ 
now opened thoir mouths wide, and loudly bfibred six to | 
fom on the Master of the Rolls \ 

7 The head. 8 The stomach. 9 The mouth. 

10 The eyes. 11 Novices. j 

12 Getting the head under the arm, for the purpose of 
fibbing. 

13 A prison. — See Br. Grey’s explanation of this phrase ^ 
in his notes upon Hudibtas. 

14 The Germans sleep between two beds; and it is re- 
lated that an Irish traveller, upon finding a feather bed thus 
laid over him, took it into his head that the people slept in 
stratai one upon the other, and said to the attendant, “ will 
you be good enough to toll the gentlemaii or lady that is to 
lie over me, to make haste, as 1 want to go asleep I” j 


All pitied the patient — and loud exclamations, 

“Afy eyesD^ and “my wigP’’ spoke the general sen 
sations — 

’Twas thought Sandy’s soul was squeezed out of 
his carpus, 

So heavy the crush . — Two to one on the Porpus! 

Nota hene . — ’T was curious to see ail the pigeons 
Sent off by Jews, Flashmen, and other religions, 

To office,^ with all due despatch, through the air, 

To the Bulls of the alley the fate of the Bear; 

(For in these Fancy times, ’t is your hits in the mum. 
And your choppers and floorers, that govern the 
Funds) — 

And Consols, which had been all day shy enough, 
When ’t was known in the Alley that Old Blue and 
Buff 

Had been down on the Bear, rose at once — up to 
snuff 

Seventh Round. Tliough hot~press’d,d.nd as flat 
as a crumpet, 

Long Sandy show’d game again, scorning to rump it; 
And, fixing his eye on the Porpus’s snout, ^ 

Which he knew that Adonis felt peerif about, 

By a feint, truly elegant, tipp’d him b. punch in 
The critical place, where he cupboards his luncheon. 
Which Imock’d all the rich Curacoa into cruds, 

And doubled him up, like a bag of old duds!^ 

There he lay almost frummagem’d^—eYevj one said 
’T was all Dicky with Georgy, his mug hung so dead. 
And ’t was only by calling “ your wife, Sir, your wife!” 
(As a man would cry “ fire 1”) they could start him 
to life. 

Up he rose in a funk,^ topp’d a toothful of brandy, 
And to it again — Any odds upon Sandy. 

Eighth Round. Sandy work’d like a first-rate efe- 
molislier: 

Bear as he is, yet his lick is no polisher; 

And, take him at ruffianing work (though in com- 
mon, he 

Hums about Peace and all that, like a Domini) 
Sandy ’s the boy, if once to it they fail, 

That will play up old gooseberry soon with them all. 
This round was but short— after humouring awhile, 
He proceeded to serve an ejectment, in style, 

Upon Georgy’s front grinders,^ which damaged his 
smile 

So completely that bets ran a hundred to ten 
The Adonis would ne’er flash his ivory^^ again — 
And ’twas pretty to see him rolVd round with the 
shock, 

Like a cask of fresh blubber in old Greenland Dock ! 


1 To signify by letter. 

2 This phrase, denoting elevation of various kinds, is- 
often rendered more emphatic by such adjuncts as “ Up to 
snuff and ticoyemy . — Dp to snuff, and a pinch above it^'* 
etc. etc. 

3 Nose. 4 Suspicious. 5 Clothes. 

6 Ghoaked. 7 Fright. 

8 A Parson.— Thus in that truly classical song the Chris- 
tening of Little Joey: 

When J9o7nfns had named the iTtd, 

Then home again they pi’/cai it; 

A jlash of lightning was prepared 
For every one that Hked it.” 

iO Show his teetM 


9 Teeth. 


m _ MOOEE’S WORKS. 


Ninth Eounh, One of Georgy^s bright ogles^ was 
put 

On tlie haiiknipicy Usft with its shop-windows shit; 
While the other soon made quite as a show, 

All riiniii'd round with blacky like the Caw,r/er in woe! 
Much alarm was now seen ’mong the Israelite Kids^ 
And B — K — G, — the devits own boy for the quids,^ — 
Despatch’d olf a pigeon (the species, no doubt. 

That they call B — r — g’s &*foc/r-dove) with word “to 
sell out.” 

From tliis to the finish ’twas all faddh—- 
Poor Georgy, at last, could scarce hold up hisi 
daddle — 

With ' grh tiers dislodg’d and with peepers both 
poach d,^ 

T was not till the Tenth Round his claret* was 
broach d: 

As the cellarage lay so deep down in the fat, 

Like his old M a’s piirsCj ’t was cursed hard to 

get at. , 

But a pelt in the smellers^ (too pretty to shun. 

If the lad even could) set it going like fun ; 

And this betug the first Royal Claret let flow, 

Since To5I took the Holy Alliance in tow, 

The umvrMrtg produced much sensation about, 

As bets had been Jlttsk on the first painted snout. 
Nota bene. — A note was wing’d olf to the Square, 
Just to ilifit of this awful phlebotomy there • 

Bob Greg son, wiiose wit at such things is exceeding,® 
Inclosing a large sprig of “Lone lies a bleeding!'^ 

In short, not to dwell on each facer aqd/oZ?, 

Toot Geoir.gy WAS done up in m time at all. 

And his spunkiest backers were forced to sing smalU 
In vain did they try to fig up the old lad ; 

’T was like using persuaders^ upon a dead prad;^ 

In. vain Bogy^'^ B — ck — gh — m fondly besought him, 
To show like himself, if not game at least bottom,; 
While M—rl — Y,Ahat very great Count, stood de- 
ploring 

He had n’t taught Georgy his new modes oihoringd^ 
All useless — no art can transmogrify truth — 

It was plain the conceit was mill'd out of the youth. 
In the Twelfth and Last Round Sandy fetch’d him 
a downer, 

That left him all ’s one as cold wmt for the Crowner 
On which the whole populace flash d the white grin 
Like a basket of chips, and poor Georgy gave in:^^ 
While the fiddlers (old Potts having Upp'd them a 
bandyfi* 

Play’d “Green grow the rTishesf^^^ in honour of 
Sandy 1 

1 BytiS. 2 Money. 

3 French cant ; Les yeux pockes an beurre noir.-—SeQ 
the Dictionnairc Coniique. 

4 Blood. 5Theixose. 

6 Some specimens of Mr. Gregson’s lyrical talents are 
given in the Appendix, No. 4. 

7 To be humbled or abashed. 8 Spurs. 9 Horse. 

10 For the meaning of this term, see Grose. 

^ 11 “ The ponderosity of Crib, when In close quarters with 
his opponem, evidently bored in upon him,” etc* 

12 The Coroner. 

13 The anoieni Greeks had a phrase of similar structure 

eedot] . 

14 A bandy w cripple, a sixpence; ‘‘that piece being 
commonly much bent aapbd dfetorte!d.”---fiiq*( 5 rs'e, 

15 The well-kaewn eotnplimeht paid to the Emperor of 
« t the Russias by some Irish musicians. 


[ Now, what say your Majesties ?— is n’t this primBl 
‘Was there ever French Bulletin half so sublime? 

Or could old Nap himself, in his glory, ^ have wish’d ' 
To shorn tip a fat Gemman more handsomely dishd 
Oh, bless your great hearts, let them say what they 
will, 

Nothing’s half so genteel as a regular Mill; , 

And, for seUling of balances, all I know is, 

’T is the way Caleb Baldwin prefers settling his.^ 

As for backers, you ’ve lots of Big-wigs obont Court, 
That will hack you-— the raff being tired of that 

sport, — t 

And if quids should be wanting to make the match 
good, . 

There’s B — r — ng, the Prince of Rag Rhino, who i 
stood 

(T’ Other day, you know) bail for the seedy'^ Right 
Liners : 

Who knows but, if coax’d, he may shell out the 
shiners ?* 

The shiners ! Lord, Lord, what a bounce do I say ! 

As if we could hope to have t'ags done away, | 

Or see any thing shining, while Van. has the sway ! 

As to iraming, a Court ’s but a rum sort of station 
To choose for that sober and chaste operation 
For, as old Ike? Pig® said, of Courts, “by do 
heavens, 

Dey ’re all, but tlie Fives Court, at sixes and sevens?' 
What with swoocmg,’ high grubUngf und guzzling 
. like Cloe, 

Your Majesties, pardon me, all get so doughy. 

That take the whole kit, down from Sandy the Bear 
To him wh 2 %akes duds for the Virgin to wear, 

I ’d chuse but Jack Scroggins, and feel disappointed 
If Jack did n’t tell out the wlioie Lord’s Anointed I 

But, barring these nat’raj,. defects (which, I feel, 

Bly remarking on thus may be thought ungenieel,) 

And allowing for delicate fams,^ whiblxhave merely 
Been handling the sceptre, and too, but queerly, 

I ’m not without hopes, and would stand a tight bet, 
That 1 ’ll make something game of your Majesties yet. 

So, say but the word— if you ’re up to the freak, ' 

Let us have a prime matek of it, Greek against Greek, 
And I ’ll put you on beefsteaks md sweating mit 
week—. 

While, for teaching you every perfection, that throws a 
Renown upon milling — the tact of Mendoza— 


1 See Appendix, No. 5. 

2 A trifling instance of which is recorded in Bosiana;— 
“ A/rccas occurred beUveen Caleb Baldwin and the keepers 
of the gate. The latter not immediately recognizing the 
veteran of the ring, refused his vehicle admittatice wUhout 
the usual tip; but Caleb, finding argufif/ig the topic w'ould 
not do, instead of paying them in the new coinage, dealt 
out another sort of currency, and, although destitute of the 
W. W. P. it had such ah instantaneous eflect upon the 
Johnny Raws, that the gate flew open, and Caleb rode 
through in Triumph.” 

3 Poor. 4 Produce the guineas. 

5 The extreme rigour, in thc.se respects, of the ancient 
sy.stem of training, may be inferred from the instances men- 
tioned by ASlian.” Not only pugilists, but even players on 
the harp, were, during the time of their jaobation, ir\tvriicriag 
apaSsi; -/.'xi ciTrstpo;.-— Animal, lib. 6. cap, ,1. 

6 A Jew, so nick-named — one of the Big ones. He waa 
beaten by Crib, on Blackheath, in the year 1805. 

7 Sleeping. 8 Feeding 

9 Fams or f ambles, hands. 
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The charm, by which Humphries* contrived to 
infuse 

The three Gmces themselves into all his One-Twos — 
The nohbers of Johnson®— Big Ben’s’ hanging 
hrain-htmos — > 

The weaving of Sam,* that turn’d faces to rainbows — 
Old Corcoran’s click, ^ that laid customers flat — 
Paddy Ryan from HuSKn’s® renown’d “coup de 
Put,*” 

And MY own improved method of tkkling a rih, 

- You may always command— 

Your devoted 

Tom Crib. 


APPENDIX. 

No. L 

Account of a Grand Pugilistic Meeting, held at Bel- 
cher’s (Castle Tavern, Hblhorn,) Tom Crib in 
the Chair, to take into consideration the propriety 
of sending Representatives of the Fancy to Con- 
gr ess. ---Evtracted from a letter written on the occa- 
sion hy Harry Harmer, the Hammerer,^ to Ned 
Painter. 

AXX.' ouSstg TO KAN 
A£*4'^*5 ^“5 

Tov jjJijwS’see ccxoucr» TOM.'^ 

:j: sjc i4e sjc 4c • >ft 

Last Friday night a hang-up set 
Of milling Modes at Belcher’s met ; / 

All high-bred Heroes of ^ : 

Whose very gumwon would delight one ; 

Who, nursed beneath The Fancy's wing. 

Show all her j?h«^Aerjr-7-but the awMie oTic?. 

Brave Tom, the Champion, with an air 
Almost Corinthian,^ took the Chair ; 

And kept the Cows® in quiet tune, 

By showing such d.fst of mutton 
As, on a Point of Order, soon 
■ Would take the shine from Speaker Sutton. * 


1 Humphries was called “The Gentleman Boxer.” He 
was (says the author of Boxiana) remarkably graceful, and 
Ms attitudes were of the most elegant and impressive nature. 

2 Tom who, till his fight with Big Ben, was 

hailed as the Champion of England. 

3 Ben Brain, alias Big Ben, wore the honours of the 
Championship till his death. 

4 Dutch Sam, a hero, of whom all the lovers of the 
Fancy speak, as the Swedes do of Charles the Twelfth, 
with tears in their eyes. 

5 Celebrated Irish pugilists. 

6 So called in his double capacity of and Copper- 
smith. 

7 The passage in Pindar, from which the followmg lines 
of “ Hark, the merry Christ Church Bells,” are evidently 
borrowed; 

The devil a man, 

Will leave hia can, 

Till he hears the Mighty Tom. 

8 X. e. With the air, almost, of a man of rank and fashion. 
Indeed, according to Horace’s notions of a. peerage, Tom^s 
claims to it are indisputable ; 


And all the lads look’d gay and bright. 

And gin and genius flash’d about, 

And whosoe’er grew unpolite, 

The well-bred Champion served him ovM, 

As we’d been summon’d thus to quaff 
Our Deady^ o’er some State affairs, 

Of course we mix’d not with the raff. 

But had the Sunday room, up stairs. 

And when we well had sZuiccd our ^o5s,® 

’Till all were in prime twig for chatter, 

Tom rose, and to our learned ndbs 
Propounded thus the important matter;— 

“ Gemmsn," says he— T om’s words, you know 
Come like his hitting, strong but slow — 

“ Seeing as how those Swells, that made 
Old Boney quit the hammering trade 
(All prime ones in their own conceit,) 

Will shortly at the Congress meet— 

(Some place that ’s like the Finish,* ladsj 
Where aU your high pedestrian pads, 

That have been up and owtail night, 

Running their rig's among the rattlers 
At morning meet, and — honour hright — 

Agree to share the hlunt and tattlers I^)-— 
Seeing as how, I say, these Swells 
Are soon to meet, by special summons, 

To chime together like * helTs hells' 

And laugh at all mankind as rum ones-— 

I see no reason, when such things 
Are going on among these Kings, 

WTiy We, who ’re of the Fancy lay,^ 

As dead hands at a mill as they, 

And quite as ready, cy^jier it, 

To share the spoil and grM) the hit^ 

Should not be there to join the chat. 

To see, at least, what fun they’re at, 

And help their Majesties to find 
New modes of punishing mankind. 

What say you, lads /? is any spark 
Among you ready for a hrk ^ 

To this same Congress ?-t-CALEB, Joe, 

Bill, Bob, what say you ?— yes or no ?” 

Thus spoke the Champion, Prime of men, 
And loud and long we cheer'd his prattle 
With shouts, that thunder’d through the hen. 
And made Tom’s Sunday tea-things ratlk*! 

A pause ensued — ’till cries of “ Gregson” 
Brought Bob, the Poet, on his legs soon— 
{My eyes, how prettily Bob writes ! 

Talk of your Camels, Hogs, and CruFw,’** 


9 Fellow®. 


ilium Buperare pugnia 

MoMlem. 


1 Deady’s gin, otherwise Beady’s brilliant stark 

2 Had drunk heartily. 

3 A public-house in Covent-Garden, memorable as one 
of the places where the Gentlemen Depredators of the night 
(the Holy League of the Koad) meet, early in the morning, 
for the purpose of sharing the spoil, and arranging other 
matters connected with their most Christian Alliance. 

4 Robbing travellers in chaises, etc. 

5 The money and watches. 

6 Particular pursuit or enterprize. Thus, “he is on the 
IM-layf i. e- stopping children with parcels and robbing 
them— the hen-crachlay, house-breaking, etc. etc. 

7 To Boiase the money. 

8 A frolic or party of Pleasure. 9 House- 

10 By this curious zoological assemblage (something like 
Bend’s “porci, e poeti, e piddochi,”) the writer means, I 
suppose, Messrs. Campbell, Crabbe, and Ho^g. 
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I Thougli no great shakes at learned chat, 

If settling Europe be the sj)ar«, 

1 They’ll find I’m just the boy for that, 

As tipping settlers^ is my forte 

Then up rose Ward, the veteran Joe, 

And, ’twixt Ms wMffs,'' suggested briefly 

That but a/ew, at first, should go, 

And those, the ligU-weigU Gemmen chiefly | 

As if too many “ Mig ones went, 

They might alarm the Continent ! /” 

Joe added, then, that as ’t was known 
The R—g— T, bless his wig ! had shown 

A taste for Art (like Joey’s owM) 

And meant, ’mong other sporting tHngs, 
iTo have the heads of all those Kings, 

And conqu’rors, whom he loves so dearly. 

Taken off— on canvas, merely ; 

1 God forbid the other mode !— 

He (Joe) would from his own abode 
(The dragon‘s— f'dmed for Fancy works, 

Drawings of Heroes, and of corks) 

Furnish such Gemmen of the Fist,^ 

As would complete the R— g--t’s hst. ^ 

“Thus, Champion Tom,” said he, would look 
Right well, hung up beside the Duke— 

ITom’s noddle being (if its frarm 
Had hat the gUding) much the same- 
And, as a partner for Old Blu, 

Bill Gibbons or myself would do.” 

Loud cheering at this speech of Joey’s— 

Who, as the DUeUanti know, is 
(With all his other learned parts) 

Down as a hammer^ to tlie Arts ! 

Old Bill, the Black, you know him, Neddy- 
(With mug,^ whose hue the ebon shames, 

1 A kind of blow, whose sedative nature is sufficiently 
“S'teleVnfpaSirirfS of “tto costly and gesfle- 

w “s? Jrr 

1 A tum-up is properly a casual f tep^roomhoS;ams^!^^^ 

1 In thTyoarJSOS, y-hou Crib defeated Gbbgsos. 

into lie regular Flash, by such classic heroes os Scroggins, 

Crockey, etc. 

10 Friends. 


‘And twenty more such Pidcock frights—* 

Bob’s worth a hundred of these dabs: 

For a short turn up^ at a sonnet, 

A round of odes, or Pastoral hout, 

AU Lombardrsireet to nine-pence on it,* 

Bobby ’ s the boy would chan them autn 
Gemmen,'' saj^s he— (B ob’s eloquence 
lies much in C — nn — g’s line, t is said; 

For, when Bob can’t afford us sense. 

He tips us poetry, instead)— 

“ Gemmen, before I touch the matter. 

On which I’m here had up for patter, 

A few short words I first must spare, 

To him, THE Hero, that sits there. 

Swigging Blue in that chair. 

mear— hear)— Jlis fame I need not tell, ^ 

For diat, my friends, all England’s loud with; 

Butthisrilsay,acivilerStoeZZ 

I’d never wish to blow a cloud with . 

At these brave words, %ve, every one. 

Sung out “ hear— hear”— and clapp d like fun. 
For, "knowing how, on Moulsey’s plain. 

The CHAMPioN/i&6’d the Poet’s nob, 

This butterhig-up,^ against the gram, 

We thought was cursed genteel in Bob. 

And here again, we may remark 
Bob’s likeness to the Lisbon jobber 
For, though all know that jlashy spark 

From C— ST— R—GH received a noo&er, 

That made Mm look like sneaking Jerry, 

And laid him up in ordinary,^ 

Yet now, such loving peds^^ are they, 

That Georgy, wiser as he ’s older, 

Instead of /ucin|r C—st—R—gh, 

Is proud to be his botth-holder 

But to return to Bob’s harangue, 

’Twas deuced fine— no slum or slang— 

But such as you could smoke the bard in, 

All full oi flowers, like Common Garden, 
With loU of figures, neat and bright, _ 
like Mother Salmon’s— wax-work qmte . 

The next was Turner— no6&tn.5^_NE^ 

Who put Ms right leg forth,” and said, 

« Tom, I admire your notion much V 
AmiM. phase the pigSi if ^ 

I somehow thinks I’ll G 

Myself, at this sMd Congress party. 


ing impromptu 

Though you are one of Fuseli’s scaolars, 

This question I’U dare to propose,— ^ 

How the devil could you use tcoter-cplours, 

In painting Bill Gibbons’s nose ? 

lOFnends. ' , . nswellasinde- 6 To be down to any thing is ptty much the same as 

11 Ned’sfavouriteProZe^menam battle as it,and“doM» as ahammeris, of course, th® 

ate. AstM8posM<misjaidtorendet^him_v^^^^^^^ 

7 Richmond. 


xxm position is so-iu w . 

DC got at,” 1 would recommend poor Mr. v — ns-t- 
, AS ft Inal rauKTkunm.in hts next set-to with INlr. "" 


8 Face 
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Reflected in a pint of Deady^ 

Like a large Collier in the Thames) 
Though somewhat cut,^ just begg’d to say 
He hoped that Swell, Lord C — st — R — gHj 
Would show the Lily-Whites^ fair play; 

“ And not— as once he did”— says Bill, 

“ Among those Kings, so high and squirish, 
Leave us, poor Blacks, to fare as ill 
As if we were but pigs, or Irish !” 

Bill Gibbons, rising, wish’d to know 
Whether ’twas meant Bull should go— 


1 Cut, tipsy ; another remarkable instance of the simi- 
larity that exists between the language of the Classics and 
that of St. Giles’s.— In Martial we find “Incaluit quotiea 
saucia vena vieroy Ennius, too, has “ sauciavit se flore 
Liberi and Justin, “ hesterno mero sauciV 

2 Lily- Whites (or Snow-balls,) Negroes. 


No. 11. 


Virgil. JBneid. Ltb. v. 426. 

CoNSTiTiT in digitos extemplo arrectus uterque, 
Brachiaque ad superas interritus extulit auras. 
Abduxere retro longe capita ardua ab ictu ; 
Immisccntque manus manibus, pugnamque lacessunt. 
llle, pedum melior motu, fretusque juventa : 

Hie, membris et mole valens; 

sed tarda trementi 
Genua labant, vastos quatit seger anhelitus artus. 

Multa yiri nequicquam inter se vulncraj actant, 

Multa cavo lateri ingeminant, et pectore vastos 
Dant sonitus ; erratque aures et tempora circum 
Crebra manus ; duro crepitant sub vulneie malse. 


Stat gravis Entellus, nisuque immotus eodem, 
Corpore tela modo atque oculis vigilantibus exit. 


Hie, velut celsam oppugnat qui moUbus urbem, 
Aut montana sedet circum castella sub aimis ; 
Nunc hos, nunc illos aditus, omnemque pererrat 
Arte locum, et variis assultibus irritus urget. 


“ As, should their Majesties be dull,” 

Says Bill, “ there ’s nothing like a Bull :* 

“ And blow me tight , — (Bill Gibbons ne’er 
In all his days was known to swear. 

Except light oaths, to grace his speeches, 
like *^dash my wig^"* or “ hum my breeches 
\ ^^Blowrm — ” 

— ^Just then, the Chair,® already 
Grown rather lively with the Beady, 

I * * * * * « ® 


1 Bill Gibbons has, I believe, been lately rivalled in this 
peculiar Walk of the Fancy, by the superior merits of Tom 
Oliver’s Game Bull. 

2 From the respect which I bear to all sorts of dignita- 
ries, and my unwillingness to meddle with the “ imputed 
weaknesses of the great,” 1 have been induced to suppress 
the remainder of this detail. 


No. II. 


' Account of the MdUng-match between Entellus and 
Bares, translated from the Fifth Book of the JEneid, 
BY ONE OF THE FANCY. 

With daddies^ high upraised, and nd) held back, 

In awful prescience of the impending thwack, 

Both Kiddies^ stood — and with prelusive spar. 

And light manceuvring, kindled up the war ! 

The One, in bloom of youth — a light-weight blades 
I The Other, vast, gigantic, as if made, 

I Express, by Nature for the hammering trade; 

But aged,® slow, with stiff limbs, tottering much, 

And lungs, that lack’d the bellows-mender^s touch. 

Yet, sprightly to ike Scratch both Buffers came. 
While r^ers rung from each resounding frame. 

And divers digs, and many a ponderous 
Were on their broad breadbaskets heard and felt. 
With roving aim, but aim that rarely miss’d, 

Round lugs and ogles* flew the frequent fist ; 

While showers offerers told so deadly well. 

That the crush’d jaw-bones crackled ab they fel ! 
But firmly stood Entellus— and still hright, 
Though bent by age, with all The Fancy’s light, 
Stopped with a skill, and rallied with a fire 
The Immortal Fancy could alone inspire ! 

While Dares, shifting round, with looks of though^ 
An opening to the Cove’s huge carcase sought 
(Like General Preston, in that awful hour, 

When on me leg he hopp’d to— take the Tower !) 
And here, and there, explored with active/a* 

And sHlful/ein<, some guardiess pass to win, 

And prove a boring guest when once let in* 


A nanas. 

2 Fellows, usually ymng feuows. 

3 Macrobius, ia ms explanation of the various properties 
of the number Seven, says, that the fifth Hebdomasof man’s 
life (the age of is the completion of his strength; that 
therefore pugilists, if not successful, usually give over their 
profession at that time.—*'* Inter pugiles denique hmc cou- 
Buetudo conservator, ut quos Jam coronavere victori®, nihil 
de se amplius in incrementis viriura sperent; vero 

I pertes hqjiu glori® usque illo manserunt, a promsione dir. 
tcadant.** In Somn' S<^. Lib. 1. 

1 4 Ban md Eye*. » A*Pi ' 
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Ostendit dextram insurgens Entellus, et alte 

Extelit : ille ictuna Yenientem a vertice velos 

Prsevidit, celerique elapsus corpore cessit. 

Eateliiis vires in ventum effudit, et uitro 
Ipse gravis graviterque ad terram pondere Yasto . 
Concidit: nt quondam cava concidit, aut Erymantho, 
Ant Ida in magna, radicibns ernta pinus. 


Consurgunt studiis Teueri et Trinacria pubes ; 

It clamor ccelo ; primusque accurrit Acestes 
jEquaevuiaque ab bumo miserans attollit amicum. 


And now Entellus, with an eye that plann’d 
Funishin g deeds, Mgb raised bis heavy band ; 

But, ere the sledge came down, young Dahes spied 
Its shadow o’er his brow, and slipp’d aside— 

So nimbly slipp’d, that the vain nohher pass’d 
Through empty air ; and He, so high, so vast, 

Who dealt the stroke, came thundering to the ground!- 
Not B— CK— GH— M Mmself, with bulkier sound,* 
Uprooted from the field of Whiggish glories, 

Fell sotise, of late, among the astonish’d Tories !® 
Instant the Ring was broke, and shouts and yells 
From Trojan Flaslmen and Sicilian Swells 
Fill’d the wide heaven— while, touch’d with grief to 


At non tardatus casu, neque territus heros 
Acrior ad pugnam redit, ac vim suscitat ira : 
Turn pudor incendit vires, et conscia virtus ; 
Prfficipitemque Daren ardens agit jequore toto. 
Nunc dextra ingeminans ictus, nunc ille simstra. 


Nec mora, nec requies : quam rnulta grandme nimbi 
Culrrdnibus crepitant, , sic densis ictibus heros 
Creber utraque manu pulsat versatque Dareta. 


Turn pater iEneas procedere longius iras, 

Et s®vire animis Entellum baud passus acerbis ; 
Sed finem imposuit pugn®, fessumque Dareta 
Eripuit, mulcens dictis, ac talia fatur : 


Infelix ! qn® tanta animum dementia cepit ? 
Non vires alias, conversaque numina sentis ? 
Cede Deo. 


see 

His pul,® well-known through many a hrk and spree/ 
Thus TUTTtly JlooT^ dj the kind Acestes ran, 

* And pitying raised from earth the game old man. 
Uncow’d, undamaged to the sport he came, 

His limbs all muscle, and his soul all flame. 

The memory of his milling glories past, 

The shame that aught but death should see him grass’d, 
i AH fired the veteran’s pZucfc — with fury flush’d, 

Full on his light-limb’d customer he rush’d,— 

And hammering right and left, with ponderous swing,' 
Ruffian' d the reeling youngster round the Ring— 
Nor rest, nor pause, nor breathing-time was given, 
But, rapid as the rattling hail from heaven 
Beats on the house-top, showers of Randall’s skt® 
Around the Trojan’s lugs flew peppering hot ! 

’Till now JlNEAS, fill’d with anxious dread, 

Rush’d in between them, and, with words well-bred, 
Preserved alike the peace and Dares’ head, 

Both which the veteran much inclined to 6rea^— 
Then kindly thus the punish'd youth bespak© ; 

“ Poor Johnny Raw! what madness could impel 
‘ So rum a Flat to face so prime a Swell 7 
See’st thou not, boy, the Fancy, heavenly Maid, 
Herself descends to this great Mammerer's aid, 
And, singling him from all heifiash adorers, 

Shines in his hits, and thunders in Ms jZoorers ? 
Then, yield thee, youth— nor such a spooney be. 
To tbink mere man can mill a Deity 1” 


Di»tque, et prffilia voce diremit. 

Ast ilium fidi squales, genua $gra trahentem, 
Jactantemque ntroque caput, crassumque cruorem 
Ore r^ectantem, mixtosque in sanguine dentes, 
BTOunt ad naves. 


Thus spoke the Chief— and now, the scrwmge o’er, 
His faithful paJ!s the done->up Dares bore 
Back to his home, with tottering gams, sunk heart, 
And mum and noddile pink'd in every part. 


1 As the uprooted trunk in the original is said to be 
“ cava,” the epithet here ought, perhaps, to be hoUower 

sound, QQjiversion of the Erymanthian pine into Ms 

. Kannv ntifl ilJffeniOUS. It WAS SUff 


■ifL : 


2 I trust my conversion of the Erymanthian pmo into Ms 
T,— ds— p will be thought happy and ingenious. It was sug 
tested indeed, by the recollection that Erymanthus was 
llso famous fiv Lother sort of 

Mmmon in society at all periods, and which no one but 
Hercules ever seems to have known how_to manage. 
Though even Ae is described by Valerius Flaccua as- 

“ ’’rpStyT&ure and frolia, 

5 This phrase is but too applicable to the round MtUw 
of the ancients, who, it appears by the engravings inMe^ 
curialia de Art. Gymnast, knew as utile of our straight for 
ward mode as the uninitiated Irish of the present day. I 
have, by the by, discovered some errors m Mercurialis, aa 

vSWln two other modern authors upon Pugilisrn (viz. 
IPelruTFaber, in his Agonisticon, and that indefatigable 
* classic antiquary, M. Burette, in his » M6moire Pour servir a 
I’Histoire du Pugilat des Anciens,”) which I sbal! hp the 
I pleasure of pointing out in my forthcoming IParaM. 

^ ^ 6 A favourite blow of thk Nonpakikl s, ^ called. 

7 There are two three Epigrams m the Greek Antho 


TOM CRIB’S MEMORIAL TO CONGRESS. 


197 


WMie from liis gd> the guggling chret gush’d, ' 
And lots of grinderSf from their sockets crush’d. 
Forth with the crimson tide in rattling fragments 
rush’d! 


No. III. 

As illustrative of the Noble Lord’s visit to Congress, I take 
the liberty of giving the two following pieces of poetry, 
which appeared some time since in the Morning Chroni- 
cle, and which are from the pen, I suspect, of that face- 
tious Historian of the Fudges, Mr. Thomas Brown, the 
Younger. 

LINES 

m THE DEPARTtJIlE OF LOROS C—ST — R—GH AND 
ST — w — RT FOR THE CONTINENT. 

Jit Parish et Fratres, el qui rapuere sub illis 
Vix tenuere manus (scis hoc, MenelaS) nefandaa. 

Ovid. Metam. lib. 13. v. 202. 

<jro, Brothers in wisdom— -go, bright pair of Peers, 
And may Cupid and Fame fan you both with their 
pinions ! 

The One, the best lover we have — of Ms years f 
And the other Prime Statesman of Britain’s domi- 
nions. 

Go, Hero of Chancery, blest with the smile 
Of the Misses that love and the monarchs that 
prize thee ; 

Forget Mrs. Ang— lo T— yl— r awhile. 

And all tailors but him who so well dandifies thee. 

Never mind how thy juniors in gallantry scoff, 

Never heed how perverse affidavits may thwart 
thee, 

But show the young Misses thou ’rt scholar enough 
To translate ” Amor Fortis,” a love about forty! 

And sure ’tis no wonder, when, fresh as young Mars, 
From the battle you came, with the Orders you’d 
earn’d in ’t. 

That stveet Lady Fanny should cry out “my stars/” 
And forget that the Moon, too, was some way con- 
cern’d in ’t. 

logy, ridiculing the state of mutilation and disfigurement to 
which the pugilists were reduced by their combats. The 
following four lines are from an Epigram by LucilUus, lib. 2. 
Kocpxfvov »i «rou, A7roXXo<f sev£5, 

U r^v (ruroKOiTfiJv Tx KUTM. 

OtfTWS iWWpjM.)1X«!V TpVjrSJjttSSTW opS», 

X’pxfcfcxrxrmv Xupjxuiv AvSix <Iipuy<s4. 

Literally, as follows “ Thy head, O Apollophanes, is per- 
forated like a sieve, or like the leaves of an old worm-eaten 
book ; and the numerous scars, both straight and cross- 
ways, which have been left upon thy pato by the cestus, 
very much xesemble the score of a Lydian or Fhrygian piece . 
of music,” Periphrastically, thus : 

Your noddle, dear Jack, full of holes like a sieve, : 

Is so figured, and dotted, and scratch’d, I declare, 

By your customeTS' fists, one would almost believe 
They had ptinch'’4 a whole verse of “ The Woodpecker” 
there I 

It ought to be mentioned, that the word ^^punching^^ is 
used both in boxing and music-engraving. 

1 Ovid is mistaken in saying that it was “ At Paris” these 
rapacious transaeffons, took place— we should read '‘*At 
Vienna.” , ■ 


For not the great R — g— t himself has endured 
(Though I ’ve seen him with badges and orders all 
shine. 

Till he look’d like a house that was over insured,) 
j A much heavier burthen of glories than thine. 

And ’tia plain, when a wealthy young lady so mad is, 
Or any young ladies can so go astray, 

As to marry old Dandies that might be their daddies, 
The stars* are in fault, my Lord St — w — RT, not 
i ■ ^hey I 

Thou, too, t’ other brother, thou Tully of Tories, 
Thou Malaprqp Cicero, over whose lips 
Such a smooth rigmarole about “ monarchs,” and 
“ glories,” 

And ^^nvUidgef^ and “features,” like syllabub 
slips. 

Go, haste, at the Congress pursue thy vocation 
Of adding fresh sums to this National Debt of ours, 
Leaguing with Kings, who for mere recreation, 
Break promises, fast as your Lordship breaks me- 
taphors. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well, bright Pair of Peers ! 
And may Cupid and Fame fan you both with their 
pinions ! s 

The One, the best lover we have — of his years. 

And the Other, Prime Statesman of Britain’s do- 
minions. 


TO THE SHIP IN WHICH LORD G— ST-R- 
— GH SAILED FOR THE CONTINENT. 

Imitated from Horace, Lib. 1. Ode 3 

So may my Lady’s prayers prevail,* 

And C — NN — g’s too, and lucid Br— gge’s. 

And Eld— N beg a favouring gale 
From Eolus, that older Bags,^ 

To speed thee on thy destined vyay, 

Oh ship, that bear’st our C — st — R — gh,** 

Our gracious R—g — t’s better half,® 

And, therefore, quarter of a King— 

(As Van, or any other calf, 

May find without much figuring.) 

Waft him, oh ye kindly breezes, 
i Waft this Lord of place and pelf, 

Any where his Lordship pleases. 

Though ’t were to the D — ^1 himself! 

Oh, what a face of brass was his,^ 

Who first at Congress show’d his jpbiz— 

1 “ When weak women go astray, 

The stars are more in fault than they.” 

2 It is thus the Noble Lord pronounces the word “ know 
I ledge”— deriving it, as far as his own share is concerned, 
from the Latin “ hullus.” 

3 Sic te diva potens Cypri, 

Sic fratres Helen®, lucida sidera, 
Ventorumque regat pater. 

4 See a d^criptioft of the or Sags of Eolus, in 

the Odyssey, Ub. 10. 

5 Navis, qua tibicreditura 

Debes Virgilium. 

6 ^Anim® diraidium raeum. 

7 Uli robur et ms triplex 

Circa pectus erat, qui, etc. 
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To sign away tlie Rights of Man 
To Russian threats and Austrian juggle ; 

And leave the sinking African* 

To fall without one saving struggle— 

’Mong ministers from North and South, 

To show his lack of shame and sense, 

And hoist the sign of “ Bull and Mouth” 

For blunders and for eloquence ! 

In vain we wish our Secs, at home® 

To mind their papers, desks, and shelves, 

If silly Secs, abroad will roam 

And make such noodles of themselves. 

But such hath always been the caster— 

For matchless impudence of face. 

There ’s nothing like your Tory race 1* 

First, Pitt,'’’ the chosen of England, taught her 
A taste for famine, fire, and slaughter. 

Then came the Doctor,^ for our ease. 

With E — P— NS, Ch — TH— MS, H— WK — B— s, 
And other deadly maladies. 

Wlien each, in turn, had run their rigs, 
Necessity brought in the Whigs 
And oh, I blush, I blush to say, 

When these, in turn, were put to flight, too, 
Illustrious T— MP— E flew away 
W ith lots of pens he had no right 

In short, what wiU not mortal man do I* 

And now, that — strife and bloodshed past— 
We*ve done on earth what harm we can do, 
We gravely take to Heaven at last ;® 

And think its favouring smile to purchase 
{Oh Lord, good Lord!) by— bunding churches ! 


No. IV. 

BOB GREGSON, 

POET tAUEEATE OP THE FANCY. 

•*For hitdng and getting away (says the elegant 
Author of BoxuiTia) Richmond is distinguished ; and 
the brave Molineux keeps a strong hold in the cir- 
cle of boxers, as a pugilist of the first class ; while 


the Champion op England stands unrivalled for hia 
\pumshment, game, and milling on the reireui/— but, 
notwithstanding the above variety of qualifications, it 
has been reserved for Bob Gregson, alone, from his 
union of pugilism and poetry, to recount the deeds 
of his Brethren of the Fist in heroic verse, like the 
bards of old, sounding the praises of their warlike 
champions.” The same author also adds, that “al- 
though not possessing the terseness and originality 
of Dryden, or the musical cadence and correctness 
of Pope, yet still Bob has entered into his peculiar 
subject with a characteristic energy and apposite 
spirit.” VoLi.p. 357. 

This high praise of Mr. Gregson’S talents is fully 
borne out by the specimen which nis eulogist has 
given, page 358 — a very spirited Chont, or Nemean 
ode, entitled “ British Lads and Black Millers.^^ 

The connexion between poetical and pugnacious 
propensities seem to have been ingeniously adum- 
brated by the ancients, in the bow with which they 
armed Apollo : 

yccp xat TOSOK BjrirptTreTKi xstt AOIAH, 

Callimach. Hymn, in ApoUin. t>, 44. 
The same mythological bard informs us that, when 
Minerva bestowed the gift of inspiration upon Tire- 
sias, she also made him a present of a large cudgel ; 

MET A BAKTPON; 
another evident intimation of the congeniality sup- 
posed to exist between the exercises of the Imagina- 
tion and those of The Fancy, To no one at the 
present day is the double wreath more justly due than 
to Mr. Bob Greg son. In addition to his numerous 
original productions, he has condescended to give 
imitations of some of our living poets — particularly 
of Lord Byron and Mr. Moore ; and the amatory 
style of the latter gentleman has been caught, with 
peculiar felicity, in the following lines, which were 
addressed, some years ago, to Miss Grace Maddox, 
a young Lady pf pugilistic celebrity, of whom I have 
already made honourable mention in the Preface, 


■ ■ ■ ■ ■ — praeipitem Afrfcam 
Decertantem Aquilonibus. 

2 Nequicquam Beus abscidit 

Prudens ooeano dissociabili 
Terras, si taraen inipiiB 
Non tangenda Rates transiliunt vada. 

This last line, wo may suppose, alludes to some distinguish- 
«d Rats that attended the voyager, 

3 Andax omnia perpeti 
Gens ruit per vetitum nefas. 

4 Audasc Japeti genus 

Ignem fraude mala gentibusintulit. 

5 Post - 


-macies, et nova febrium 


Terris incubuit cohors. 

0 - t arda necessitas 

Lethi corripuit gradum. 

7 Bxpertus vacuum Dmdalus a§ra 
Penms non komini datis. 

This allttsion to the 12001. worth of stationary, which hia 
Lordship ordered, when onthe point of vacating his place. 
Is particularly happy.— Ed. 

8 Nil mortalibus arduum est. 

9 Cesium ipsum peflmus stultitia. 


■V LINES' 

TO MISS GEACE MADDOX, THE FAIR PUGILIST. 
WrUtm in imitation of the style of Moore. 

BY , BOB GREGSON, P. P. 

Sweet Maid of the Fancy ! — ^whose ogles, ^ adorning 
That beautiful cheek, ®er budding like bowers, 
Are bright as the gems that the first Jew® of morning 
Hawks round Covent-(3rarden, ’mid cart-loads of 
flowers ! 

Oh Grace of the Graces ! whose kiss to my lip 
Is as sweet as the brandy and tea, rather tHnnish, 
That Knights of the Rumpad^ so rurally sip, 

At the &st blush of dawn, in the Tap of the Finish!^ 


1 Eyes./ ■ ■ 

2 By the trifling alteration of “dew” into “Jew,” Mr. 
Gregson has contrived to collect the three chief ingredients 
of Moore’s poetry, viz. dews, gems, and flowers, into the 
short compass of these two lines. 

3 Highwaymen. 

4 See JVbtfi, page 193. Brandy and tea is the favourite 
beverage at the Finish, 
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Ab, never be false to me, fair as thon art, 

Nor belie all the many kind things thou hast said ; 
The falsehood of other nymphs touches the Hearty 
But WY Jibbing t mj dear, plays the dev’i with the 
Head! 

Yet, who would not prize, beyond honours and pelf, 
A maid to whom Beauty sueh treasures has granted, 
That, ah ! she not only has black eyes herself, 

But can furnish a friend with a pair, too, if wanted ! 

Lord St — — rt’s a hero (as many suppose,) 

And the Lady he woos is a rich and a rare one; 
His }ieart is in Chancery^ every one knows, 

And so would his head be, if thou wert his fair one» 

Sweet Maid of the Fancy! when love first came o’er 
me, 

I felt rather queerisk, I freely confess ; 

But now I’ve thy beauties each moment before me, 
The pleasure grows more, and the queerishness less. 

Thus a new set oT darbies J when first they are wont, 
Makes the Jail-bird^ uneasy, though splendid their 
ray ; 

But the links will lie lighter the longer they’re borne. 
And the comfort increase, as the shin£ fades away 1 


I had hoped that it would have been in my power 
to gratify the reader with several of Mr. Gregson’s 
lyrical productions, but I have only been able to pro- 
cure copies of Two Songs, or Chaunts, which were 
written by him for a Masquerade, or Fancy Ball, 
given lately at one of the most Fashionable Cock-and- 
Hca clubs in St. Giles’s. Though most of the com- 
pany were without characters, there were a few very 
lively and interesting maskers; among whom, we 
particularly noticed Bill Richmond, as the Emperor 
of Eaytij^ attended by Sutton, as a sort of black 
Mr. Y — ]srs — ^t— t ; and Ikey Pig made an excel- 
lent L — s D — XH — T. The beautiful Mrs. Grockey,"- 
who keeps the Great Rag Skopin Bermondsey, went 
as tiie Old Lady of Tkreadneedle Street. She was 
observed to flirt a good deal with the black Mr. 
V — NS — 'T — T, but, to do her justice, she guarded her 
*‘Hesperidummala” with all the vigilance of a dra- 
goness. Jack Holmes,^ the pugilistic Coachman, 
personated Lord C— st— r—gh, and sang in admira- 
ble style 

Ya-hip, my Hearties ! here am I 
That drive the Constitution Ply. 

This Sorg (which whs written for him by Mr. 


1 Fetters. 

2 Frisoner— This being the only bird in the whole range 
of Ornithology which the author of Lalla Rookh has not 
pressed into his service. Mr. Gregson may consider himself 
very lucky in being able to lay hold of it. 

3 His Majesty (in a Song which I regret I cannot give) 
professed his intentions— 

To take to strong measures like some of his kin— 

To turn away CoMTJt Lemona.de, and bring in 
A mote spirited ministry midet Duke Gin I 

4 A relative of poor Crockey, who was lagged sometime 
since. ^ 

6 The same, I suppose, that served oMt Blake (alias Tom 
Tottgfe) some years ago, at Wikden Green. The JPancy 
Gazette, on that occasion, remarked, that poor Holmes’s 
perfectly unintelligible J* 


Gregson, and in which the language and sentiments 
of Coachee are transferred so ingeniously to the No- 
ble person represented) is as follows 

YA-HIP, MY HEARTIES! 

Sung by Jack Holmes, the Coachman, at a late Masque- 
rade in St. Giles’s, in the character .of Loid C— sT — ^R— sh* 

I FIRST was hired to peg a HacJd 
They, call “ The Erin,” sometime back, 

Where soon I learn’d to patter flash, ^ 

To curb the tits^ and tip ike lash — 

VSThich pleased the Master of the Crown 
So much, he had me up to town, 

And gave me lots of quids^ a year 
liQtool^ “The Constitution” here, 

So, ya-hip, Hearties 1 here am I 
That drive the Constitution Fly. 

Some wonder how the Fly holds out, 

So rotten ’t is, within, without ; 

So loaded too, through thick and thin, 

And with such heavy creturs In. 

But Lord, ’twill ^ast our time— or if 
The wheels sUould, now and then, get stilf, 

O'd of Palm ’s® the thing that, flowing, 

Sets the naves and felloes^ going ! 

So, ya-hip. Hearties ! etc. 

Some wonder, too, the that pull 
This rum concern along, so full, 

Should never back or holt, or kick 
The load and driver to Old Nick. 

But, never fear — ^the breed, though British, 

Is now no longer game or skittish ; 

Except sometimes about their com. 

Tamer Houyknhnms^ ne’er were bom. 

So, ya-hip, Hearties ! etc. 

■■■ 

And then so sociably we ride ! — 

While some have places, snug, inside, 

Some hoping to be there anon. 

Through many a dirty road hang on. 

And when we reach a filthy spot 
(Plenty of which there are, God wot,) 

You’d laugh to see, with what an air 
We take the spatter — each his share I 
So, ya-hip, Hearties ! etc. 


1 To drive a hackney coach. Hack, however, seems in 
this place to mean an old broken down stage-coach. 

2 To talk slang, parliamentary or otherwise. 

3 Horses. 4 Money. 

5 A process carried on successfully under the Roman Em- 
perors, as appears from what Tacitus says of the “ Instru- 
menta Regni.” — To tool is a technical phrase among the 
Knights of the Whip ; thus, that illustrious member of the 
Society, Richard C;^pher, Esq. says ; “I’ve dash’d, at every 
thing— at a jervy — tool'd a mail-coach.” 

6 Money. 

7 In Mr. Gregson’s MS. these words are spelled “ knaves 
and fellows'* but I have printed them according to the 
proper wheelright orthography.” 

8 The extent of Mr. Gregson’s learning will, no doubt, 
astonish the reader; and it appears by the following lines, 
from a Panegyric written upon him, by One of the Fancy, 
that he is also a considerable adept in the Latin language . 

** As to sciences — B ob knows a little of all, 

And, in Latin, to show that he ’s no ignoramus, 

He wrotaonce an Ode on his friend, Major Paul, 

And the motto was Paulo majora eanamus f'* 
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The other song of Mr. Gregson, which I have been 
lucky enough to lav hold of, was sung by Old 
Prosy, the Jew, who went in the character of Major 
C — RTW — GHT, and who having been, at one time 
of his life, apprentice to a mountebank doctor, was 
able to enumerate, with much volubility, the virtues 
of a certain infallible nostrum, which he called his 
Annual Pill. The pronunciation of the Jew 
added considerably to the effect. 


Sung by Old Peosy, the Jew, in the Character of Major 

C~aTW—- GHT. 

ViLL nobodies try my nice Annucd Pitt, 

Dat’s to purify every ting nashty avay ? 

Pless ma heart, pless ma heart, let ma say vat I vill, 
Not a Chrishtian or Shentleman minds vat I say ! 
*T is so pretty a bolus l—just down let it go, 

And at vonce, such a radical shange you vill see, 
Eat I’d not be surprish’d, like de horse in de show. 
If our heads all were found, vere our tailsh ought 
to be ! 

Vdl nobodies try my nice Annual Pill, etc. 

’Twill cure all Electors, and purge avay clear 
Eat mighty bad itching dey’ve got in deir hands— 
’Twill cure, too, all Statesmen, of dullness, ma tear, 
Though the case vas as desperate as poor Mister 
Van’s. 

Dere is noting at all vat dis Pill vill not reach— 

Give de Sinecure Shentleman von little grain, 

Pless ma heart, it vill act like de salt on de leech. 
And he’ll throw de pounds, shiEings, and pence, up 
again! 

Vill nobodies try my nice Annual Pitt, etc. 

’T would be tedious, ma tear, all its peauties to paint— 
But, among oder tings fundamentally wrong, 

It vill cure de Proad Poitom^--a. common complaint 
Among M, P’s. and weavers— from sitting too 
long.® 

Should symptoms of speeching preak out on a dunce, 
(Vat is often do case) it vill stop de disease, 

1 Meaning, I presume, Coalition Administrations. 

2 Whether sedentary habits have any thing to do with 
this peculiar shape, I cannot determine ; but that some have 
supposed a sort of connexion between them, appears from 
the following remark, quoted in Koramann’s curious book, 
d« Virginitatis Jure— “Ratio perquam lepida eat apud 
Kirchner. in Eegato, cum natura illas partes, qua ad ses- 
sionem sunt destinatm, latiores in fsemixiis fecerit quam in 
viris, innuens domi ®as manere debere.** Cap. 40. 


And pring avay all de long speeches at vonce, 

Eat else vould, lUte tape-vorms, come by degrees! 
Vill nobodies try my nice Annual Pill, 

Eat ’s to purify every ting nashty avay ? 

Pless ma heart, pless ma heart, let ma say vat I vill, 

1 Not a Chrishtian or Shentleman minds vat I say ! 


No. V. 

The following poem is also from the Morning Chronicle, 
and has every appearance of being by the same pen as 
the two others I have quoted* The Examiner, indeed, in 
extracting it from the Chronicle, says, “ we think we can 
guess whose easy and sparkling hand it is.” 

TO SIR HUESON LOWE. 


Effare causam nominis, 

Utrum ne mores hoc tui 
Nomen dedere, an nomen hoc 
Becuta morum regula. 

^usonius. 

SiE Hudson Lowe, Sir Hudson Low 
(By name, and ah ! by nature so,) 

As thou art fond of persecutions, 

Perhaps thou’st read, or heard repeated, 

How Captain Gulliver was treated, 

When thrown among the Lilliputians. 

They tied him down— these little men did — 
And having valiantly ascended 
Upon the Mighty Man’s protuberance, 
They did so strut ! — upon my soul, 

It must have been extremely droll 
To see their pigmy pride’s exuberance ! 

And how the doughty mannildns 
Amused themselves with sticking pins 
And needles in the great man’s breeches ; 
And how some very little things, 

That pass’d for Lords, on scaffoldings 
Got up and worried him with speeches. 

Alas, alas ! that it should happen 
To mighty men to be caqght napping I— 
Though different, too, these persecutions ; 
For Gulliver, took the nap, 

Whffe, here, the Nap, oh sad mishap, 

1 Is taken by the Lilliputians ! 


THE ANNUAL PILL. 


RHYMES ON THE ROAD» 


EXTRACTED FROM THE JOURNAL 


TRAVELLING MEMBJIR OF THE POCOCURANTE SOCIETY, 1819 


The Gentleman, from whose Journal the following 
extracts are taken, was obliged to leave England some 
years ago (in consequence of an unfortunate atcach- 
ment, which might have ended in bringing him into 
Doctors’ Commons,) and has but very recently been 
able to return to England. The greater part of these 
poems were, as he himself mentions in his Introduc- 
tion, written or composed in an old caZeche, for the 
purpose of beguiling the ennui of solitary travelling ; 
and as verses made by a gentleman in his sleep have 
lately been called “ a. psychological curiosity,” it is to 
be hoped that verses made by a gentleman to keep 
himself awake may be honoured with some appella- 
tion equally Greek. 


INTRODUCTORY RHYMES. 


Different Atlitud^s in which Authors compose. — Bayesj 
Henry Stephens^ Herodotus^ etc. — Writing inBed . — | 
in the Fields. — Plato and Sir Richard Blachmore . — 
FidcUing with Ghves and Twigs. — Madame de 
Stad. — Rhyming on the Road, in an old Caleche. 

What various attitudes, and ways, 

And tricks, we authors have in writing I 
While some write sitting, some, like Bayes, 
Usually stand while they’re inditing. 

Poets there are, who wear the floor out, 

Measuring a line at every stride ; 

While some, like Henry Stephens, pour out 
Rhymes by the dozen, while they ride.^ 

Herodotus wrote most in bed ; 

And Richerand, a French physician, 

Declares the clock-work of the head 
Goes best in that reclined position. 

If ton consult Montaigne^ and Pliny on 
The subject, ’t is their joint opinion 

That Thought its richest harvest yields 
Abroad, among the woods and fields ; 

That bards, who deal in small retail, 

At home may, at their counters, stop ; 

But that the grove, the hill, the vale, 

Are Poesy’s true wholesale shop. 


carmina equitans com^oBmt--Paramcin. \ 

2 Mes pens6es dorraent, si je les a88is.-J|foTOta2>«fi. 

ambulant, atfollitur,- 


And truly I suspect they’re right — 

For, many a time, on summer cYCfH, 

Just at that closing hour of light. 

When, like an eastern PrlBi*e,wl)o leavui 

For distant war his Haram , 

The Sun bids farewell to the 

Whose heads are sunk, whose tears are iowlnf 

’Mid all the glory of his going”- 

Even / have felt beneath those 1)0:5111*4, 

When wand’ring through the fields altiMi", 
Thoughts, fancies, intellectual 
That, far too bright to be my own, 

Seem’d lent me by the Smiiiy Power, 

That was abroad at that still liour. 


If thus I’ve felt, liow must they feel, 

The few, whom genuine Genius warms, 
And stamps upon their soul his soul, 

Graven with Beauty’s countless furms 
The few ^ upon- this earth who seem 
Born to give truth to Plato’s dream, 

:Since- in their souls, as in a glaw, 

Shadows of thinp divine appear— 
Reflections .of bright forms that pass 
Through fairer worlds beyond our sphere ! 

But this reimuds me I digress 
■ For Plato, too, produced, *t Is said 
(As one indeed might almost gue?s,) 

His glorious visions all in bed.* 

’T was in his carriage the sublime 

Sir Richard Blackmoee useti to rhyme; 

And (if the wits don’t do him 
’Twixt death and epics pass’d his time, 
Scribbling and killing all <lay 
Like Phoebus in his car, at ease, 

Now warbling forth a lofty edust, 

Now murdering the young Nioben. 

There was a hero ’mong the Danes, 

Who wrote, we’re told, ’mid all the ptiw 
And horrors of exenteration, 

Nine charming odes, which, if you look, 

, , You’ll find preserved, with a translation, 
By Bartholinus in his book.^ 


_ * A itnow lor raputing- tiiw nmt 

.Hato, Herodotus, IS a Latin poem by If. de Vi5 
his Bed, m which he says; 

LmferHerodotum vMit vesperque cuhantem ; 
Deseiit totos hie Plato sape dies. 

minores inter cruciates animam 
com agenu fmt Asbiorno Pmd» Danico 
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in short, ’t were endless to recite 
The various modes in which men write. 

Some wits are only in the mind 
When beaux and belles are round them prating ; 
Some, when they dress for dinner, find 
Their muse and valet both in waiting, 

And manage, at the self-same time. 

To adjust a neckcloth and a rhyme. 

Some bards there are who cannot scribble 
Without a glove, to tear or nibble, 

Or a small twig to whisk about— 

As if the hidden founts of Fancy, 

Like those of water, were found out 
By mystic tricks of rhabdomancy. 

Such was the little feathery wand* 

That, held for ever in the hand 
Of her who won and wore the crown 
Of female genius in this age, 

Seem’d the conductor, that drew down 
Those words of lightning on her page. 

As for myself— to come at last, 

To the odd way in which I write — 

Having employed these few months past 
Chiefly in travelling, day and night. 

I’ve got into the easy mode, 

You see, of rhyming on the road— 

Making a way-bill of my pages, 

Counting my stanzas by my stages — 

’Twixt lays and re-lays no time lost — 

In short, in two words, writing post. 

My verses, I suspect, not ill 
Resembling the crazed vehicle 
(An old ccdeckej for which a villain 
Charged me some twenty Naps at Milan) 

In which I wrote them — patch’d-up things, 

On weak, but rather easy, springs, 

Jingling along, with little in ’em. 

And (where the road is not so rough, 

Or deep, or lofty, as to spin ’em, 

Down precipices) safe enough. — 

Too ready to take fire, I own. 

And tkeuy too, nearest a break-down j 
But, for my comfort, hung so low, 

I have n’t, in falling, far to go. — 

With all this, light, and swift, and airy. 

And carrying (which is best of all) 

But little for the Doganieri^ 

Of the Reviews to overhaul. 


RHYMES ON THE ROAD. 


EXTRACT I. 

Geneva. 

Vhw of the Lake of Geneva from theJura.^ — Anxious 
to reach it before the Sun went down. — Obliged to 
proceed on Foot-^Alps.^Mont Bhnc.-^Bffect of 
the Scene. 

’T WAS late — the sun had almost shone 
His last and best, when I ran on, 

ipsum, intftaUaa extrahens, immaniter torqueret, tone enim 
ttovem carmina cecinit, etc. — Bartholin, de camis con" 
tmptmort. , I 

1 Made of paper, twkted up like a fan or feather. ! 

S Cmtom-Qouse ofticem. 3 Between Vattay and Oox. | 


Anxious to reach that splendid view 
Before the day-beams quite withdrew ; 

And feeling as all feel, on first 
Approaching scenes where, they are told 
Such glories on their eyes shall burst 
As youthful bards in dreams behold 
’T was distant yet, and, as I ran, 

Full often was my wistful gaze 
Turn’d to the sun, who now began 
To call in all his out-post rays, 

And form a denser march of light, 

Such as beseems a hero’s flight. 

Oh, how I wish’d for Joshua’s power, 

To stay the brightness of that hour ! 

But no — ^the sun still less became, 
Diminish’d to a speck, as splendid 
And small as were those tongues of flame, 
That on th’ Apostles* heads descended I 

’Twas at this instant — ^while there glow’d 
This last, intensest gleam of light — 
Suddenly, through the opening road, 

The valley burst upon my sight ! 

That glorious valley, with its lake, 

And Alps on Alps in clusters swelling, 
Mighty, and pure, and fit to make 
The ramparts of a Godliead’s dwelling ! 

I stood entranc’d and mute — as they 
Of Israel think th’ assembled world 
Will stand upon that awful day, 

When the Ark’s Light, aloft unfurl’d, 
Among the opening clouds shall shine, 
Divinity’s own radiant sign ! 

Mighty Mont Blanc ! thou wert to me, 
That minute, with thy brow in heaven, 

As sure a sign of Deity 
As e’er to mortal gaze was given. 

Nor ever, were I destined yet 
To live my life twice o’er again, 

Can I the deep-felt awe forget — 

The ecstasy that thrill’d me then I 

’T was all that consciousness of power, 
And life, beyond this mortal hour, — 

Those mountings of the soul wdthin 
At thoughts of Heaven — as birds begin 
By instinct in the cage to rise, 

■y^en near their time for change of skies— 
That proud assurance of our claim 
To rank among the Sons of Light, 
Mingled with shame— oh, bitter shame !— 
At having risk’d that splendid right, 

For aught that earth, through all its range 
Of glories, offers in exchange ! 

’T was all this, at the instant brought, 

Like breaking sunshine, o’er my thought— 
’Twas all this, kindled to a glow 
Of sacred zeal, which, could it shine 
Thus purely ever — man might grow, 

Even upon earth, a thing divine, 

And be once more the creature made 
To walk imstain’d the Elysian shade I 

No— never shall I lose the trace 
Of what I’ve felt in this bright place. 



And should my spirifs hope grow weak— 
Should I, 0 God ! e’er doubt thy power. 
This mighty scene again I’ll seek, 

At the same calm and glowing hour; 
And here, at the sublimest shrine 
That Nature ever rear’d to Thee, 
Kekindle all that hope divine, 

And feel my immortality ! 


EXTRACT 11. 


'Venice. 


Fall of Venice not to he lamented. — Former Glory. 
—•Expedition against Constantinople. — Giustinia- 
nis. — Republic. — Characteristics of the old Govern- 
ment. — Golden Book. — Brazen Mouths. — Spies . — 
Dungeons. — Present Desolation, 

Mouhn not for Venice— let her rest 
In ruin, ’mong those States unbless’d, 

Beneath whose gilded hoofs of pride, 

Where’er they trampled, Freedom died. 

No— let us keep our tears for them, 

Where’er they pine, whose fall hath been 
Not from a blood-stain’d diadem, 

Like that which deck’d this ocean-queen, 

But from high daring in the cause 
Of human Rights— the only good 
And blessed strife, in which man draws 
His powerful sword on land or flood. 

Mourn not for Venice— though her fall 
Be awful, as if Ocean’s wave 
Swept o’er her— she deserves it all, 

And Justice triumphs o’er her grave. 

Thus perish every King and State 
That run the guilty race she ran, 

Strong but in fear, and only great 
By outrage against God and man ! 

True, her high spirit is at rest. 

And all those days of glory gone. 

When the world’s waters, east and west, 

Beneath her white-wing’d commerce shone ; 
When, with her countless barks she went 
To meet the Orient Empire’s might,^ 

And the Giustinianis sent 
Their hundred heroes to that fight.* 

Vanish’d are all her pomps, ’tis true. 

But mourn them not— for, vanish’d, too, 
(Thanks to that Power, who, soon or late, 

Hurls, to the 'dust the"'guilty Great,) 

Are all the outrage, falsehood, fraud, 

The chains,. the .rapine, and the blood, 

That filfd each spot, at home, abroad. 

Where the Republic’s standard stood J 

Desolate Venice t when I track 

Thy haughty course through centuries back,— 


1 Under the Doge Michaeli, in 1171. 

2 “ La familie entiere des Justiniani, Pune des plus iUus- 
^res de 'Venise, voulut marcher toute entiere dans cette ex- 
pedition; elle fournit cent combattans; e’etait renouveler 
fexemple d*une illustre familie de Rome; le m^me malbeur 
ks atkndah.*’— re»w, par Daru. 


Thy ruthless power, obeyeGb but curs’d,— 
The stem machinery of thy State, 

Which hatred would, like steam, have hurst. 
Had stronger fear not chill’d even hate ; 
Thy perfidy, still worse than aught 
Thy own unblushing Saepi* taught, — 

Thy friendship, which, o’er all beneath 
Its shadow, rain’d down dews of death,—* 
Thy Oligarchy’s Book of Gold, 

Shut against humble Virtue’s name,® 

But open’d wide for slaves who sold 
Their native land to thee and shame, — * 
Thy all-pervading host of spies. 

Watching o’er every glance and breath, 
Till men look’d in each other’s eyes, 

To read their chance of life or death, — 
Thy laws, that made a mart of blood. 

And legalized the assassin’s knife, — ^ 

Thy sunless cells beneath the flood. 

And racks, and leads® that burn out life 
WTien I review all this, and see 
What thou art sunk and crush’d to now; 
Each harpy maxim, hatch’d by thee, 

Return’d to roost on thy own brow, — 

Thy nobles towering once aloft, 

Now sunk in chains — in chains, that have 
Not even that borrow’d grace, which oft 
The master’s fame sheds o’er the slave. 
But are as mean as e’er were given 
To stiff-neck’d Pride, by angry Heaven— 

I feel the moral vengeance sweet, 

And, smiling o’er the wreck, repeat — 

“Thus perish every King and State, 

That treads the steps which Venice trod ; 
Strong but in fear, and only great 
By outrage against man and God 1” 


EXTRACT m 

Venice. 

■’s Memoirs., Written by himself. — Re^ 
flections, when about to read them. 

Let me, a moment— ere with fear and hope 
Of gloomy, glorious things, these leaves I ope — 


1 The celebrated Fra Paolo. The collection of maxima 
which this bold monk drew up at the request of the Venetian 
Government, for the guidance of the Secret Inquisition of 
State, are so atrocious as to seem rather an over-charged 
satire upon despotism, than a system of policy seriously in 
culcated, and but too readily and constantly pursued. 

2 Conduct of Venice towards her allies and dependen- 
cies, particularly to unfortunate Padua.— Fate of Francesco 
Carrara, for which see Doru, vol. ii. p. 141. 

3 “ A Pexceplioa des trente citadins admis au grand con- 
seil pendant la guerre de Ch iozzi, il n’est pas arriv6 une 
sueie fois que les talens ou les services aient paru k cette 
noblesse o^ueilleuse des titres suffisans pour s’asseoir 
elle.” — Daru. 

4 Among those adrhitted to the honour of being inscribed 
in the Lihto d’Ora were some families of Brescia, Treviso 
and other places, whose only claim to that distinction was 
the zeal with which they prostrated themselves and 
country at the feet of the repubric. 

5 By the infamous statutes of the State Inquisition, 
only was assassination recognized as a regular mode 
punishment, hut this secret power over life was delegated 
their minions at a distarica, with nearly as much facilityas 
a licence is given under the game laws of England. The 
only restriction seems to have been the necessity of appMng 
for a new certificate, after every individual exercise of the 
power. 

fi “Les prisons dei plomba; e’est-a-dire cm Iburnauiaa 
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As one, in fairy tale, to whom the key 
Of some enchanter’s secret halls is given, 

Doubts, 'while he enters, slowly, tremblingly. 

If he shall meet with shapes from hell or heaven— 
Let me, a moment, think what thousands live 
O’er the wide earth this instant, who would give, 
Gladly, -whole sleepless nights to bend the brow 
Over these precious leaves, as I do now. 

How all who know— and where is he unknown ? 

To what far region have his songs not flown, 

Like Psaphon’s birds,* speaking their master’s name, 
In every language syllabled by Fame ?— 

How all, who ’ve felt the various spells combined 
Within the circle of that splendid mind, 

Like powers, derived from many a star, and met 
Together in some wondrous amulet, 

Would burn to know when first the light awoke 
In his young soul, — and if the gleams that broke 
From that Aurora of his genius, raised 
More bliss or pain in those on whom they blazed — 
Would love to trace the unfolding of that power. 
Which hath grown ampler, grander, every hour; 
And feel, in watching o’er its first advance, 

As did the Egyptian traveller,** when he stood 
By the young Nile, and fathom’d with his lance 
The first small fountains of that mighty flood. 

They, too, who ’mid the scornful thoughts that dwell 
In his rich fancy, tinging all its streams. 

As if the Star of Bitterness which fell 
On earth of old, and touch’d them with its beams 
Can track a spirit, which, though driven to hate, 
From Nature’s hands came kind, affectionate ; 

And which, even now, struck as it is with blight, 
Comes out, at times, in love’s own native light — 
How gladly all, who ’ve watch’d these struggling rays 
Of a bright, ruin’d spirit through his lays. 

Would here inquire, as from his own frank lips, 
What desolating grief, what wrongs had driven 
That noble nature into cold eclipse— 

Like some fair orb, that, once a sun in Heaven, 
And born, not only to surprise, but cheer 
With warmth and lustre all within its sphere. 

Is now so quench’d, that, of its grandeur, lasts 
Nought but the wide cold shadow which it casts ! 

Eventful volume ! whatsoe’er the change 
Of scene and clime — ^the adventures, bold and strange i 
The griefs— the frailties, but too frankly told— 

The loves, the feuds thy pages may unfold ; 

If truth with half so prompt a hand unlocks 
His virtues as his failings— w^e shall find 
The record there of friendships, held hke rocks, 

And enmities, like sun-touch’d snow, resign’d— 
Of fealty, cherish’d without change or chill, 

In those who served liim young, and serve him still— 
Of generous aid, given with that noiseless art 
Which wakes not pride, to many a wounded heart— 
Of acts ^but, no — not from himself must aught 
Of the bright features of his life be sought. 


ardentos qu’on avait distributes 
terrasses qul couvrent le palais.’ 

to attract mo <j,i,toMwu« oi lue woria, 

whmca the proverb, 


I petites cellules sous 1 
t the attention of the world, 


,2 Bruce. 


While they who court the world, like Milton s 
cloud,* 

“ Turn forth their silver lining” on the crow'd, 

This gifted Being wraps himself in night, 

And, keeping all that softens, and adorns, 

And gilds his social nature, hid from sight. 

Turns but its darkness on a world he scorns. 


EXTRACT IV. 


Venice. 


The English to le met with eoery where.-^AIps and 
TkTeadneedlestreet.—The Simplon and the Stocks. 
—Rage for travelling.— Blue Stockings among the 
Wahabees.— Parasols and Pyramids.— Mrs. Hop- 
kins and the Wall of China. 

And is there then no earthly place 
Where we can rest, in dream Elysian, 

Without some cursed, round English face, 
Popping up near, to break the vision! 

’Mid northern lakes, ’mid southern vines, 

Unholy cits we’re doom’d to meet; 

Nor highest Alps nor Apennines 
Are sacred from Threadneedle-street ! 

If up the Simplon’s path we wind, 

Fancying we leave this world behind, 

Such pleasant sounds salute one’s ear 

As— “ Baddish news from ’Change, my dear— 

“The Funds— (phew, curse this ugly hill !) 

Are lowering fast— (what ! higher still ?)— 

And— (zooks, we’re mounting up to Heaven !)— 
Will soon be down to sLxty-seven.” 

Go where we may — ^rest where we will, 

Eternal London haunts us still 
The trash of Almack’s or Fleet-Ditch — 

And scarce a pin’s head difference which 
Mixes, though even to Greece we run, 

With every rill from Helicon ! 

And, if this rage for travelling lasts, 

If Cockneys, of all sects and castes, 

Old maidens, aldermen, and squires, 

Will leave their puddings and cOal fires, 

To gape at things in foreign lands 

No soul among them understands— 

If Blues desert their coteries, 

To show off ’mong the Wahabees— 

If neither sex nor age controls, 

Nor fear of Mamelukes forbids 
Young ladies, with pink parasols, 

To glide among the Pyramids—** 

Wily, then, farewell all hope to find 
A spot that ’s free from London-kind ! 

Who knows, if to the West we roam, 

But we may find some RZw “at home” 

Among the Blacks of Carolina— 

Or, flying to the Eastward, see 


■“ Did a sable cloud 


Tam forth her silver lining on the night.' 


Comus. 


spencers^ I believe, that the imaginatiffc 
of the French traveller conjured up. 
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Some Mrs. Hobkins, taking tea 
And toast upon the Wall of China ! 


This entireness of love, which can only be found 
Where Woman, like something thaf s holy, watch’d 


EXTRACT V. 

Florence. 

No—’t is not the region where love ’s to be found — 
They have bosoms that sigh, they have glances 
that rove, 

They have language a Sappho’s own lip might re- 
sound, 

When she warbled her best— but they’ve nothing 
like Love. 

Nor is it that sentiment only they want, 

Which Heaven for the pure and the tranquil hath 
made — 

Calm, wedded affection, that home-rooted plant. 
Which sweetens seclusion, and smiles in the shade; 

That feeling, which, after long years are gone by, 
Remains like a portrait we’ve sat for in youth. 
Where, even though the flush of the colours may fly, 
The features still live in their first smiling truth ; 

That union, where all that in Woman is kind, 

With all that in Man most ennoblingly towers, 
Grow wreathed into one — like the column, combined 
Of the strength of the shaft and the capital’s j^otoers. 

Of this — ^bear ye witness, ye wives, every where. 

By the Arno, the Po, by all Italy’s streams — 

Of this heart-wedded love, so delicious to share, 

Not a husband hath even one glimpse in his dreams. 

But it is not this, only— born, full of the light 
Of a sun, from whose fount the luxuriant festoons 
Of these beautiful valleys drink lustre so bright, 

That, beside him, our suns of the north are but 
moons! 

We might fancy, at least, like their climate they 
burn’d, 

And that Love, though unused, in this region of 
spring, 

To be thus to a tame Household Deity turn’d, 

Would yet be all soul, when abroad on the wing. 

And there may be, there are those explosions of heart, 
Which burst, when the senses have first caught the 
flame ; 

Such fits of the blood as those climates impart. 
Where Love is a sun-stroke that maddens the frame. 

But that Passion, which springs in the depth of the soul, 
Whose begizinings are virginly pure as the source 
Of some mountainous rivulet, destined to roll 
As a torrent, ere long, losing peace in its course— 

A course, to which Modesty’s struggle but lends 
A more head-long descent, without chance of recal; 
But which Modesty, even to the last edge attends. 
And, at length, throws a halo of tears round its fall I 

This exquisite Passion — ay, exquisite, even 
In the ruin its madness too often hath made, 

As it keeps, even then, a bright trace of the heaven, 
The heaven of Virtue, from which it has stray’d— 


over, 

And fenced, from her childhood, with purity round, 
Comes, body and soul, ffesh as Spring, to a lover ! 

: Where not an eye answers, where not a hand presses, 

[ Till spirit with spirit in s 3 nmpathy move ; 

And the Senses, asleep in their sacred recesses, 

Can only be reach’d through the Temple of Love ! 

This perfection of Passion — ^how can it be found, 
Where the mysteries Nature hath hung round the 
tie 

By which souls are together attracted and hound, 

Are laid open, for ever, to heart, ear, and eye — 

Where nought of those innocent doubts can exist, 
That ignorance, even than knowledge more bright, 

Which circles the young, like the mom’s sunny mist, 
And curtains them round in their own native light— 

Where Experience leaves nothing for Love to reveal, 
Or for Fancy, in visions, to gleam o’er the thought, 

But the truths which, alone, we would die to conceal 
From the maiden’s young heart, are the only ones 
taught — 

Oh no — ’tis not here, howsoever we’re given, 
Whether purely to Hymen’s one planet we pray, 

Or adore, like Sabaeans, each light of Love’s heaven, 
Here is not the region to fix or to stray ; 

For, faithless in wedlock, in gallantry gross, 

Without honour to guard, or reserve to restrain, 

What have they a husband can mourn as a loss? — 
What have they a lover can prize as a gain ? 


EXTRACT VI. 

Rome. 

Refledicns on reading Be Cerceau’s Account of ike 
Conspiracy of Riemd, in 1347. — The Meeting of 
the Conspirators on the night of the 19ih of May.--- 
Their Procession in the Morning to the CapUot — 
Rienzi’s Speech. 

’T WAS a proud moment — even to hear the words 
Of Truth and Freedom ’mid these temples breathed# 
And see, once more, the Forum shine with swords. 
In the Republic’s sacred name unsheathed — 

; That glimpse, that vision of a brighter day 
I For his dear Rome, must to a Roman be — 

Short as it was— worth ages pass’d away 
In the dull lapse of hopeless slavery. 

’T was on a night of May— beneath that moon 
Which had, through many an age, seen Time untune 
The strings of this Great Empire, till it fell 
From his rude hands, a broken, silent shell — 

The sound ofthe church clock,* near Adrian’s Tomb, 
Summon’d the warriors, who had risen for Rome, 


1 It is not easy to discover what church is meant by De 
Cerceau here : — “ II fit crier dans les rues de Rome, a son do 
trompe, quo chacun out a se trouver, sans arraes, la nuit du 
lenderoain, dixneuvieme, dans I’^glise du chateau de Saint- 
Ange au son de la cloche, afin de pourvoir au Bmi £tat ** 
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To meet unarm’d, ■with nought to watch them there 1 
But God’s own Eye, and pass the night in prayer. 
Holy beginning of a holy cause, 

When heroes, girt for Freedom’s combat, pause 
Before high Heaven, and, humble in their might, 

Call down its blessing on that awful fight. 

At dawn, in arms, went forth the patriot band. 

And, as the breeze, fresh from the Tiber, fann’d 
Their gilded gonfalons, all eyes could see 
The palm-tree there, the sword, the keys of Hea- 
ven—’ 

T3rpes of the justice, peace, and liberty. 

That were to bless them when their chains were 
riven. 

On to the Capitol the pageant moved. 

While many a Shade of other times, that still 
Around that grave of grandeur sighing roved, 

Hung o’er their footsteps up the Sacred Hill, 

And heard its mournful echoes, as the last 
High-minded heirs of the Republic pass’d. 

^T was then that thou, their Tribune (name which 
brought 

Dreams of lost glory to each patriot’s thought,) 

Didst, from a spirit Rome in vain shall seek 
To call up in her sons again, thus speak : 

“Romans ! look round you— on this sacred place 
There once stood shrines, and gods, and godlike 
men— 

What see you now ? what solitary trace 
Is left of all that made Rome’s glory then ? I 
The shrines are sunk, the Sacred Mount bereft 
Even of its name — and nothing now remains 
But the deep memory of that glory, left 
To whet our pangs and aggravate our chains ! 

But shall this be?— our sun and sky the same, 
Treading the very soil our fathers trode, 

What withering curse hath fallen on soul and frame, 
What visitation hath there come from God, j 
To blast our strength and rot us into slaves, 

Here, on our great forefathers’ glorious graves ? 

It cannot be — rise up, ye Mighty Dead, 

If we, the living, are too weak to crush 
These tyrant priests, that o’er your empire tread, 

Till all but Romans at Rome’s tameness blush I” 

** Happy Palmyra ! in thy desert domes. 

Where only date-trees sigh and serpents hiss ; 

And thou, whose pillars are but silent homes 
For the stork’s brood, superb Persebolis I 
Thrice happy both that your extinguish’d race 
Have left no embers — no half-living trace — 

Ho slaves, to crawl around the once-proud spot, 

Till past renown in present shame *s forgot ; 

While Rome, the Queen of all, whose very wrecks, 
If lone and lifeless through a desert hurl’d, 

Would wear more true magnificence than decks 
The assembled thrones of all the existing world— 
Rome, Rome alone, is haunted, stain’d, and cursed, 
Through every spot her princely Tiber laves, 

By living human things — the deadliest, worst, 

That earth engenders — ^tyrants and their slaves i 


1 For a descript‘*on of these banners, see Notes. 


And we’ — oh shame! — ^we, who have ponder’d o’er 
I The patriot’s lesson and the poet’s lay ; 

[Have mounted up the streams of ancient lore, 
i Tracking our country’s glories all the way — 

I Even we have tamely, basely kiss’d the ground 
j Before that Papal Power, that Ghost of Her, 

I The World’s Imperial Mistress— sitting, crown’d 
! And ghastly, on her mouldering sepulchre 
I But this is past — too long have lordly priests 
And priestly lords led us, with all our pride 
Withering about us — ^like devoted beasts, 

Dragg’d to the shrine, -with faded garlands tied, 

’T is o’er — ^the dawn of our deliverance breaks ! 

Up from his sleep of centuries awakes 
The Genius of the Old Republic, free , 

As first he stood, in chainless majesty, 

And sends his voice through ages yet to come, 
Proclaiming Rome, Rome, Rome, Eternal Rome !” 


EXTRACT Vn. 

Eome. 

Mary Magdalen. — Her Story. — Numerom Pictures 
of her. — Correggio. — Guido. — Raphael, etc. — Ca- 
nova^s two exquisite Statues. --‘The Scmarim 
Magdalen — Chanirefs Admiration of Canom'a 
Works. ' 

No wonder, Mary, that thy story 
Touches all hearts — for there we see 
The soul’s corruption and its glory, 

Its death and life, combined in thee. 

From the first moment, when we find 
Thy spirit, haunted by a swarm 
Of dark desires, which had inshrined 
Themselves, like demons, in thy form, 

Till when, by touch of Heaven set free, 

Thou earnest, with those bright locks of gold, 
(So oft the gaze of Bethany,) 

And, covering in their precious fold 
Thy Saviour’s feet, didst shed such tears 
As paid, each drop, the sins of years !— 

Thence on, through all thy course of love 
To him, thy Heavenly Master,— Him 
Whose bitter death-cup from above, 

Had yet this sweetening round the brim, 

That woman’s faith and love stood fast 
And fearless by him to the last ! 

Till— bless’d reward for truth like thine !— 

Thou Wert, of all, the chosen one, 

Before whose eyes that Face Divine, 
i When risen from the dead, first shone, 

[ That thou mightst see how, like a cloud. 

Had pass’d away its mortal shroud, 


1 The fine Canzone of Petrarch, beginning “ Spirto gen- 
til,” is supposed, by Voltaire and others, to have been ad- 
dressed to Rienzi; but there is much more evidence of its 
having been written, as Ginguene asserts, to the youM Ste- 
phen Colonna, on his being created a Senator of Some. 
That Petrarch, however, was filled with high and patriotic 
hopes by the first measures of this extraordinary man, ap- 

ears from one of his letters, quoted by De Cerceau, where 
e says: “Pour tout dire, en un mot, j’atteste, non comma 
lecteur, mais comme t^moin oculaire, qu’il nous a ramene 
la justice, la paix, la bonne foi, la »6curit6,. et toutes Im 
autres vestiges de I’igo d’or..” 

2 See Note. 
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And make that bright revealment knowa 
To hearts less trusting than thy own— 

All is affecting, cheering, grand ; 

The kindliest record ever given, 

Even under Goo’s ovim kindly hand, 

Of what Repentance wins from Heaven ! 

No wonder, Mary, that thy face, 

In all its touching light of tears, 

Should meet us in each holy place. 

Where man before his Goo appears, 
Hopeless — ^were he not taught to see 
All hope in Him who pardon’d thee I 
No wonder that the painter’s skill 
Should oft have triumph’d in the power 
Of keeping thee most lovely still 
Throughout thy sorrow’s bitterest hour — 
That soft Correggio should diffuse 
His melting shadows round thy form ; 

That Guido’s pale unearthly hues 
Should, in portraying thee, grow warm t 
That all— from the ideal, grand, 

Inimitable Roman hand, 

Down to the small, enamelling touch 
Of smooth Carlino— should delight 
In picturing her who “loved so much,” 

And was, in spite of sin, so bright ! 

But, Mary, ’mong the best essays 
Of Genius and of Art to raise 
A semblance of those weeping eyes — 

A vision, worthy of the sphere 
Thy faith hath given thee in the skies, 

And in the hearts of ail men here, 

Not one hath equall’d, hath come nigh 
Canova’s fancy ; oh, not one 
Hath made thee feel, and live, and die 
In tears away, as he hath done, 

In those bright images, more bright 
With true expression’s breathing light 
Than ever yet beneath the stroke 
Of chisel into life awoke ! 

The one,* pourtraying what thou wert 
In thy first grief, while yet the flower 
Of those young beauties was unhurt 
By sorrow’s slow consuming power, 

And mingling earth’s luxurious grace 
With Heaven’s subliming thoughts so well, 
We gaze, and know not in which place 
Such beauty most was form’d to dwell ! — 
The other, as thou look’dst when years 
Of fasting, penitence, and tears 
Had worn thee down — and ne’er did Art 
With half such mental power express 
The ruin which a breaking heart 
Spreads, by degrees, o’er loveliness ! 

Those wasted arms, that keep the trace, 

Even now, of all their youthful grace— 
Those tresses, of thy charms the last 
Whose pride forsook thee, wildly cast — 


1 This statue is one of the hist works of Canova, and was 
not yet in marble when I left Rome. The other, which 
seems to prove, in contradiction to very liigh authority, that 
expression, of the intensest kind, is fully within |lie sphere 
of sculpture, was executed many years ago, and is in the 
possession of the Count Somariva, at Paris. 


Those features, even in fading worfti 
The freshest smiles to others given, 

And those sunk eyes, that see not earth, 
But whose last looks are full of Heaven ! 

Wonderful artist ! praise like mine— 
Though springing from a soul that feels 
Deep worship of those works divine. 
Where Genius all his light reveals— 

Is little to the words that came 
From him, thy peer in art and fame, 

Whom I have known, by day, by night, 
Hang o’er thy marble with delight, 

And, while his lingering hand would steal 
O’er every grace the taper’s rays,^ 

Give thee, with all the generous zeal 
Such master-spirits only feel, 

That best of fame — a rival’s praise I 


EXTRACT VIII. 

Les Charmettcs. 

A Visit to the House where Rousseau lived with Ma^ 
dame de Warens.’ — IVieir Menage, — Jts Gross- 
ness, — Claude Anet, — Reverence with which the 
Spot is now visited, — Absurdity of this blind Devo- 
tion to Fame, — Feelings excited hy the Beauty and 
Seclusion of the Scene. — Disturled hy its Associa- 
tions with Rousseau's History. — Impostures of Men 
of Genius. — Their Power of mirrdcTdng dll the best 
Feelings^ Love^ Independencej etc. 

Strange power of Genius, that can throw 
O’er all that ’s vicious, weak, and low, 

Such magic lights, such rainbow dyes, 

As dazzle even the steadiest eyes t 

About a century since, or near, 

A middle-aged Madame lived here. 

With character, even worse than most 
Such middle-aged Madames can boast. 

Her footman was — to gloss it over 
With the most gentle term— her lover ; 

Nor yet so jealous of the truth 
And charms of this impartial fair, 

As to deny a pauper youth. 

Who join’d their snug minage^ his share 
And there they lived, this precious three, 

With just as little sense or notion 
Of what the world calls decency, 

As hath the sea-calf in the ocean. 

And, doubtless, ’mong the grave, and good, 

And gentle of their neighbourhood, 

If known at all, they were but known 
As strange, low people, low and bad — 

Madame, herself, to footmen prone, 

And her young pauper, all hut mad. 

Who could have thought this very spot 
Would, one day, be a sort of shrine, 

Where— all its grosser taints forgot, 

Or gilt by Fancy till they shine — 

Pilgrims would meet, from many a shore. 

To trace each mouldering chamber o’er ; 


1 Canova always shows his fine statue, the Venere Ti»- 
citrice, by the light of a small candle. 
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Foung bards to dream of virtuous lame, 

Young maids to lisp De Waren’s name, 

And mellower spinsters— -of an age 
Licensed to read Jean JAcauEs’s page — 

To picture all those blissful hours 
He pass’d in these sequester’d bowers, 

With his dear Maman and his flowers ! 
Spinsters, who— if, from glowing heart 
Or erring head, some living maid 
Had wander’d even the thousandth part 
Of what this worthy Maman stray’d — 

Would bridle up their virtuous chins 
In horror at her sin of sins, 

And— could their chaste eyes kill with flashes — 
Frown the fair cplprit into ashes I 

’Tis too absurd — ’t is weakness, shame. 

This low prostration before Fame — 

This casting down, beneath the car 
Of Idols, whatsoe’er they are, 

Life’s purest, holiest decencies. 

To be career’d o’er as they please. 

No— -let triumphant Genius have 
All that his loftiest wish can crave. 

If he be worshipp’d, let it be 
For attributes, his noblest, first — 

Not with that base idolatry, 

Which sanctifies his last and worst. 

I may be cold — ^may want that glow 
Of high romance, which bards should know ; 
That holy homage, which is felt 
In treading where the great have dwelt — 

This reverence, whatsoe’er it be, 

I fear, I feel, I have it not, 

For here, at this still hour, to me 
The charms of this delightful spot— 

Its calm seclusion from the throng, 

From all the heart would fain forget — 

This narrow valley, and the song 
Of its small murmuring rivulet— 

The flitting to and fto of birds, 

Tranquil and tame as they were once 
In Eden, ere the startling words 
Of man disturb’d their orisons ! — 

Those little, shadowy paths, that wind 
Up the hill side, with fruit-trees lined, 

And lighted only by the breaks 
The gay wind in the foliage makes, 

Or vistas here and there, that ope 
Through weeping willows, like the snatches 
Of far-off scenes of light, which Hope, 

Even through the shade of sadness, catches !— 
All this, which— could I once but lose 
The memory of those vulgar ties. 

Whose grossness all the heavenliest hues 
Of Genius can no more disguise, 

Than the sun’s beams can do away 
The filth of fens o’er which they play — 

This scene, which would have fill’d my heart 
With thoughts of all that happiest is— 


Of Love, where self hath only part, 

As echoing back another’s bliss— 

Of solitude, secure and sweet, 

Beneath whose shade the Virtues meet ; 

Which, while it shelters, never chills ^ 

Our sympathies with human woe, 

But keeps them, like sequester’d rills, 

Purer and fresher in their flow— 

Of happy days, that share their beams 
’Twixt quiet mirth and wise employ— 

Of tranquil nights, that give in dreams 

The moonlight of the morning’s joy !— 

All this my heart could dwell on here, 

But for those hateful memories near, 

Those sordid truths, that cross the track 
Of each sweet thought, and drive them back 
Full into all the mire, and strife, 

And vanities of that man’s life, 

Who, more than all that e’er have glow’d 
With Fancy’s flame (and it was his 
If ever given to mortal) showed 
What an impostor Genius is— 

How with that strong, mimetic art 
Which is its life, and soul, it takes 
All shapes of thought, all hues of heart, 

Nor feels, itself, one throb it wakes — 

How like a gem its light may smile 
O’er the dark path, by mortals trod, 

Itself as mean a worm, the while, 

As crawls along the sullying sod— 

What sensibility may fall 
From its false lip, what plans to bless, 

While home, friends, kindred, country, all, 

Lie waste beneath its selfishness— 

How, with the pencil hardly dry 
From colouring up such scenes of love 
And beauty, as make young hearts sigh, 

And dream, and think through "Heaven they rove, 
They, who can thus describe and move, 

The very workers of these charms, 

Nor seek, nor ask a Heaven above 
Some Maman’s or Theresa’s arms ! 

How afl, in short, that makes the boast 
Of their false tongues, they want the most , 

And while, with Freedom on their lips, 

Sounding her timbrels, to set free 

This bright world, labouring in the eclipse 

Of priestcraft and of slaveiy, 

They may, themselves, be slaves as low 

As ever lord or patron made, 

To blossom in his smile, or grow, 

Like stunted brushwood, in his shade V 
Out on the craft— I’d rather be 
One of those hinds that round me tread, 

With Just enough of sense to see 

The noon-day sun that ’s o’er my head, 

Than thus, with high-built genius cursed, 

That hath no heart for its foundation, 

Be aU, at once, that’s brightest— worst--^, 

Sublimest— meanest in creation ! 
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NOTES^ 


Page 203, line 57. 

Thy perfidy, still worse than aught 
Thy own unblushing Sarpi taught. 

The spirit in which these maxims of Father Paul 
are written, may be sufficiently judged from the in- 
structions which he gives for the management of the 
Yenetian colonies and provinces. Of the former he 
gays ; — “ 11 faut les trailer comme des animaux fero- 
ces, les rogner les dents, et les griffes, les humilier 
souvent, surtout leur oter les occasions de s’aguerrir. 
Du pain et le baton, voila ce qu’il leur faut ; gardens 
i’humanitd pour une meilleure occasion.” 

For the treatment of the provinces he advises thus : 
“ Tendre a depouiller les villes de leurs privileges, 
faire que les habitans s’appauvrissent, et que leurs 
biens soient achet4s par les V4nitiens. Ceux qui, 
dans les conseils municipaux, se montreront ou plus 
audacieux ou plus devours aux int4rdts de la popula- 
tion, il faut les perdre ou les gagner a quelque prix 
que ce soit : enjin, s^il se irouve dans les provinces 
quelques chefs de parti^ il faut les exierminer soits un 
pretexts quelconquCi inais en evitant de recourir a la 
justice ordinaire. Que le poison fasse V office du hour^ 
reau^ cela esi moins odieux et heaucoup plus profitable.^'' 

Page 203, note. 

By the infamous statutes of the State Inquisition, etc. 

M. Daru has given an abstract of these Statutes, 
from a manuscript in the Biblioth^que du Roi, and it 
is hardly credible that such a system of treachery 
and cruelty should ever have been established by any 
government, or submitted to, for an instant, by any 
people. Among various precautions against the in- 
trigues of their own nobles, we find the following; — 
** Pour persuader aux etrangers qu’il etait difficile et 
dangereux d’entretenir quelque intrigue secrete avec 
les nobles Venitiens, on imagina de faire avertir mys- 
t^rieusement le Nonce du Pape (afin que les autres 
ministres en fussent informes) que I’lnquisition avail 
autoris4 les patriciens a poignarder quiconque essaie- 
rait de tenter leur fid^lit^^ Mais craignant que les 
ambassadeurs ne pr^ttlsent foi difficileipent h une 
deliberation, qui en effet n’existait pas, I’lnquisition 
voulait prouver qu’elle en etait capable. Eile or- 
donna des recherches pour decouvrir s’il n’y avail 
pas dans Tenise quelque exile audessus du commun, 
qui eut rompu son ban ; ensuite un des patriciens qui 
etaient aux gages du tribunal, recut la mission d’as- 
sassiner ce malheureux, et I’ordre de s’en vanter, en 
disant qu’il s’etait poitd k cet acte, parce que ce banni 
etait i’agent d’un ministre etranger, et avail cherche 
a le corrompre.” — “ Remarquons,” adds M. Daru, 
“ que ceci n’est pas une simple anecdote ; e’est une 
mission projetee, deliberee, ecrite d’avance ; une r^gle 


de conduite tracee par des hommes gravesj leura 
successeurs, et consignee dans des statuts.” 

The cases in which assassination is ordered by 
these statutes are as follow : — 

“ Un ouvrier de 1’ arsenal, un chef de ce qu’on ap- 
pelle parmi les marins le menstrance, passait-il au 
service d’une puissance etrangere, ii fallait le faire 
assassiner, surtout si e’etait un homme repute brave 
et habile dans sa profession.” — {Art. 3, des Statuts.) 

“ Avait-il commis quelque action qu’on ne jugait 
pas h propos de punir juridiquement, on devait le 
faire empoisonner.” — (Art. 14.) 

“Un artisan passait-il a 1’ etranger en v exportant 
quelque precede de I’industrie nationale : e’etait en- 
core un crime capital, que la loi inconnue ordonnait 
de punir par un assassinat.” — (Art. 26.) 

The facility with which they got rid of their Duke 
of Bedfords, Lord Fitzwilliams, etc. was admirable ; 
it was thus : — 

“ Le patricien qui se permettait la moindre propos 
centre le gouvernement, etait admondte deux fois, et 
a la troisieme noye comme incorrigible. — (Art. 29.) 

Page 205, line 77. 

Keflexions on reading, etc. 

The “Conjuration de Nicolas Gabrini, dit de Ri- 
enzi,” by the Jesuit de Cerceau, is chiefly taken from 
the much more authentic work of Fortifiocca on the 
same subject. Rienzi was the son of a laundress. 

Page 206, line 9. 

Their gilded gonfalons. 

“Les gentilshommes conjures portaient devant lui 
trois 4tendarts. Nicolas Guallato, surnomme h bon 
diseur, portait le premier, qui dtait de couleur rouge, 
et plus grand que les autres. On y voyait des carac- 
t^res d'or avec une femme assize sur deux lions, 
tenant d’une main le globe du monde, et de I’autre 
une Palme pour representer la ville de Rome. 
C’etait le Gonfalon de la Liberie. Le Second, a 
fonds blanc, avec un St. Paul tenant de la droite une 
Epee nue et de la gauche la couronne de Justice^ dtait 
porte par Etienne Magnacuccia, notaire apostolique.- 
Dans le troisifeme, St. Pierre avail en main les clefs 
de la Concorde et de la Paix. Tout cela insinuait le 
dessein de Rienzi, qui ^tait de retablir la libertd, la 
justice, et la paix,” — Du Cerceau^ liv. 2. 

Page 206, line 63. 

That Ghost of Her, 

The world’s imperial Mistress. 

This image is borrowed from Hobbes, whose words 
are, as near as I can recollect “ For what is the 
Papacy, hut the Ghost of the old Roman Empire 
sitting crowned on the grave thereof?” 



FABLES FOR THE **** *»***•*»* 



Eripe. 


— tu Eegibus alas 

Virgil. Georg, lib. iv. 

clip the wings 

Of these high-flyingj arbitrary Kings. 

Drijderi’s Translation. 


Just fancy how a bard like me. 

Who reverence monarchs, must have trembled. 
To see that goodly company 
At such a ticklish sport assembled. 

Nor were the fears, that thus astounded 
My loyal soul, at all unfounded ; 

For, lo ! ere long, those walls so massy 
Were seized with an ill-omen’ d dripping, 

And o’er the floors, now growing glassy, 

Their Holinesses took to slipping. 

The Czar, half through a Polonaise, 

Could scarce get on for downright stumbling, 
And Prussia, though to slippery ways 
So used, was cursedly near tumbling. 

Yet still ’t was who could stamp the floor most, 
Russia and Austria ’mong the foremost. 

And now, to an Italian air. 

This precious brace would hand in hand go ; 
Now — while old ****** from his chair, 

Intreated them his toes to spare — 

Call’d loudly out for a fandango. 

And a fandango, ’faith, they had, 

At which they all set to like mad — 

Never were IGngs (though small the expense is 
Of wit among their Excellencies,) 

So out of all their princely senses. 

But, ah i that dance — that Spanish dance— 
Scarce was the luckless strain begun. 

When, glaring red — as ’t were a glance 
Shot from an angry southern sun — 

A light through all the chambers flamed, 
Astonishing old Father Frost, 

Who, bursting into tears, exclaim’d, 

“ A thaw, by Jove ! — ^we’re lost, we’re lost ’ 

Run, F ! a second Waterloo 

Is come to drown you — same qui peui 

Why, why will monarchs caper so 
In palaces without foundations ? 

Instantly all was in a flow : 

Crowns, fiddles, sceptres, decorations , 

Those royal arms, that look’d so nice, 

Cut out in the resplendent ice ; 

Those eagles, handsomely provided 
With double heads for double dealings — 

How fast the globes and sceptres glided 
Out of their claws on all the ceilings i 


And all were pleased, and cold, and stately. 
Shivering in grand illumination — 

Admired the superstructure greatly, 

Nor gave one thought to the foundation. 
Much too the Czar himself exulted, 

To all plebeian fears a stranger, 

Madame Krudener, when consulted, 

pledged her word there was no danger, 
earless quite, 
extremely clever, 
all his might, 
last for ever. 


the Empress Anne built a palace 
i' 40 , which was fifty-two feet in 
witeii liluinmatud bad a sjurpnsnjg cflect.” 


FABLE I. 


THE DISSOLUTION OF THE HOLY ALLIANCE. 


A Dream. 


I’ve had a dream that bodes no good 
Unto the Holy Brotherhood. 

I may be wrong, but I confess — 

As far as it is right or lawful 
For one, no conjuror, to guess — 

It seems to me extremely awful. 


Methought, upon the Neva’s flood 
A beautiful Ice Palace stood ; 

A dome of frost-work, on the plan 
Of that once built by Empress Anne,* 
Which shone by moonlight — as the tale is — 
Like an aurora borealis. 


In this said palace — furnish’d all 
And lighted as the best on land are — 

I dream’ d there was a splendid ball. 

Given by the Emperor Alexander, 

To entertain, with all due zeal. 

Those holy gentlemen who ’ve shown a 
Regard so kind for Europe’s weal, 

At Troppau, Laybach, and Verona. 


The thought was happy, and designed 
To hint how thus the human mind 
May — ^like the stream imprison’d there — 
Be chock’d and chill’d till it can bear 
The heaviest Kings, that ode or sonnet 
E’er yet be-praised, to dance upon it. 
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Proud Prussia’s double bird of prey, 

Tame as a spatch-cock, slunk away; 
While— just like France herself, when she 
Proclaims how great her naval skill is— 
Poor ******’ drowning 
Imagined themselves water-MYieB. 

And not alone rooms, ceiUngs, shelves. 

But — still more fatal execution — 

The Great Legitimates themselves 
Seem’d in a state of dissolution. 

The indignant Czar— when just about 
To issue a sublime Ukase— 

“Whereas, all light must be kept out” 
Dissolved to nothing in its blaze. 

Next Prussia took his turn to melt, 

And, while his lips illustrious felt 
The influence of this southern air. 

Some word like “Constitution,” long 
Conceal’d in frosty silence there, 

Came slowly thawing from his tongue. 
While **’*‘’^**, lapsing by degrees. 

And sighing out a faint adieu 
To truffles, salmis, toasted cheese, 

And smoking fondus, quickly grew 
Himself into a fondu too ; — 

Or, like that goodly King they make 
Of sugar, for a twelfth-night cake, 

When, in some urchin’s mouth, alas, 

It melts into a shapeless mass ! 

In short, I scarce could count a minute 
Ere the bright dome, and all within it — 
Kings, Fiddlers, Emperors — all were gone ! 

And nothing now was seen or heard 
But the bright river, rushing on, 

Happy as an enfranchised bird, 

And prouder of that natural ray. 

Shining along its chainless way — 

More proudly happy thus to glide 
In simple grandeur to the sea, 

Than when in sparkling fetters tied, 

And deck’d with all that kingly pride 
Could bring to light its slavery ! 

Such is my dream — and, I confess, 

[ tremble at its awfuiness. 

That Spanish dance — that southern beam — 
But Isay nothing— there ’s my dream — 
And Madame Krudener, the she-prophet, 
May make just what she pleases of it. 


FABLE n. 

THE LOOKING-GLASSES. 

, Pfom. 

HEEE Kings have been by mob-elections 
Raised to the throne, ’t is strange to see 
What different and what odd perfections 
Men have required in royalty. 

Some, likeing monarchs large and plumpy, 

Have chosen their Sovereigns by the weight; 
Some wish’d them tall ; some thought your dumpy, 
Dutch-built the true Legitimate.^ 

1 The Goths had a law to chobse always a short thick 
man for their king Gjirmw/. lib. iii. p. 164. 


The Easterns, in a Prince, ’t is said, 

Prefer what ’s call’d a jolter-head 
The Egyptians weren’t at all partic’lar, 

So that their Kings had not red hair — 

TMs fault not even the greatest stickler 
For the blood-royal well could bear. 

A thousand more such illustratioiis 
Might be adduced from various nations; 

But, ’mong the many tales they tell us, 

Touching the acquired or natural right 
Which some men have to rule their fellows, 
There ’s one which I shall here recite ■ 

Fable. 

There was a land — ^to naTjze the place 
Is neither now my wish nor duty — 

Where reign’d a certain royal race, 

By right of their superior beauty. 

What was the cut legitimate 
Of these great persons’ chins and noses, 

By right of which they ruled the state, 

No history I have seen discloses. 

But so it was — a settled case — 

Some act of Parliament, pass’d snugly, 

Had voted them a beauteous race, 

And all their faithful subjects ugly. 

As rank, indeed, stood high or low, 

Some change it made in visual organs ; 

Your Peers were decent — Knights, so so — 

But all your common people gorgons ! 

Of course, if any knave but hinted 
That the King’s nose was turn’d awry, 

Or that the Queen (God save us !) squinted — 
The judges doom’d that knave to die. 

But rarely thingsdike this occurr’d : 

’The people to their King were duteous, 

And took it, oh his royal word, 

That they were frights and he was beauteous 

The cause whereof, among all classes, 

Was simply this s — ^these island elves 
Had never yet seen looking-glasses, 

And, therefore, did not Ttnoto themselves. 

Sometimes, indeed, their neighbours’ faces 
Might strike them as more full of reason, 
More fresh than those in certain places — 

But, Lord ! the very thought was treason ! 

Besides, howe’er we love our neighbour, 

And take his face’s part, ’tis known 
We never half so earnest labour, 

As when the face attack’d ’s our own. 

So, on they went— the crowd believing 
(As crowds well govern’d always do,) 

Then rulers, too, theittseives deceiving— 

So old the joke they thought it true. 

But jokes, we know, if they too far go, 

Must have an end ; and so, one day, 


1 “Ina Prince, a jolter head is invaluable."— 
Field Sports. 
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Upon that coast there was a cargo 
Of looking-glasses cast away. 

’'T was said, some Radicals, somewhere, 

Had laid their wicked heads together, 

And forced that ship to founder there — 

While some believe it w’as the weather. 

However this might be, the freight 
Was landed without fees or duties ; 

And, from that hour, historians date 
The downfall of the race of beauties. 

The looldng-glasses got about, 

And grew so common through the land, 

That scarce a tinker could walk^out 
Without a mirror in his hand. 

Comparing faces, morning, noon. 

And night, their constant occupation — 

By dint of looking-glasses, soon 
They grew a most reflecting nation. 

In vain the Court, aware of errors 
In all the old, established mazards, 

Prohibited the use of mirrors, 

And tried to break them at all hazards : 

In vain — their laws might just as well 
Have been waste paper on the shelves j 
That fatal freight had broke the spell ; 

People had look’d — and knew themselves 

If chance a Duke, of birth sublime. 

Presumed upon his ancient face 
(Some calf-head, ugly from all time,) 

They popp’d a mirror to his Grace — 

Just hinting, by that gentle sign, 

How little Nature holds it true, 

That what is call’d an ancient line 
Must be the line of Beauty too. 

From Dukes’ they pass’d to regal phizzes, 
Compared them proudly with their own. 

And cried, “ How could such monstrous quizzes, 
In Beauty’s name, usurp the throne?’* 

They then wrote essays, pamphlets, books, 
Upon cosmetical economy, 

Which made the King try various looks, 

But none improved his physiognomy. 

And satires at the Court they levell’d. 

And small lampoons, so full of slynesses, 
That soon, in short, they quite be-devil’d 
Their Majesties and Royal Highnesses. 

At length— but here I drop the veil, 

To spare some loyal folks’ sensations ; 
Besides, what follows is the tale 
Of all such late-enlighten’d nations ; 

Of all to whom old Time discloses , 

A truth they should have sooner known — 
That Kings have neither rights nor noses 
A whit diviner than their own. 


FABLE HI. 

THE PLY AND THE BULLOCK. 
Proem. 

Op all that, to the sage’s-survey 
This world presents of topsy-turvey, 

There ’s nought so much disturbs hds patience 
As little minds in lofty stations. 

’T is like that sort of painful wonder 
Which slight and pigmy columns under 
Enormous arches give beholders ; 

Or those poor Caryatides, 

Condemn’d to smile and stand at ease, 

With a whole house upon their shoulder® 

If, as in some few royal cases, 

Small minds are horn into such places — 

If they are there, by Right Divine, 

Or any such sufficient reason, 

Why — Heaven forbid we should repine !— 
To wish it otherwise were treason ; 

Nay, even to see it in a vision, 

Would be what lawyers call misprision. 

Sir Robert Filmer says— and he, 

Of course, knew all about the matter — 

“ Both men and beasts love monarchy 
Wliich proves how rational — the latter 
Sidney, indeed, we know, had quite 
A different notion from the knight ; 

Nay, hints a King may lose his head 
By slipping awkw'ardly his bridle : 

But this is Jacobin, ill-bred, 

And (now-a-days, when Kings are led 
In patent snaflles) downright idle. 

No, no — ^it is n’t foolish Kings 
(Those fix’d, inevitable things — 

Bores paramount, by right of birth) 

That move my wrath, but your pretenders 
Your mushroom rulers, sons of earth. 

Who, not like t’ others, crown*d offenders 
(Regular gratia Dei blockheads, 

Bom with three kingdoms in their pockets,) 
Nor leaving, on the scale of mind, 

These royal Zeros far behind, 

Yet, with a brass that nothing stops. 

Push up into the loftiest stations, 

And, though too dull to manage shops 
Presume, the dolts, to manage nations . 

This class it is that moves my gall, 

And stirs up spleen, and bile, and all 
While other senseless things appear 
To know the limits of their sphere — 

While not a cow on earth romances 
So much as to conceit she dances — 

While the most jumping Frog we know of, 
Would scarce at Astley’s hope to show off— 
Your and dare, 

Pigmy as are their minds, to set them 
To any business, any where, 

At any time that fools will let them. 

But leave we here these upstart things — 

My business is, just now, with Kings ; 

To whom, and to their right-line glory, 

I dedicate the following story * 


FABLES, ETC, 


Fable. 

The wise men of Egypt were secret as dummies ; 

And, even when they most condescended, to teach, 
They pack’d up their meaning, as they did their 
mummies, 

In so many wrappers, ’t was out of one’s reach. 

They were also, good people, much given to Kings — 
Fond of monarchs and crocodiles, monkeys and 
mystery, 

Bats, hieraphants, blue-bottle flies, and such things — 
As will partly appear in this very short history. 

A Scythian philosopher (nephew, they say. 

To that other great traveller, young Anacharsis) 
Stepp’d into a temple at Memphis one day. 

To have a short peep at their mystical farces. 

He saw a brisk blue-bottle Fly on an altar,* 

Made much of, and worshipp’d as something 
divine ; 

While a large handsome Bullock, led there in adialter. 
Before it lay stabb’d at the foot of the shrine. 

Surprised at such doings, he whisper’d his teacher — 
“ If ’t is n’t impertinent, may I ask why 
Should a Bullock, that useful and powerful creature, 
Be thus offered up to a blue-bottle Fly 1” 

“ No wonder,” said t’ other, “you stare at the sight, 
But we as a symbol of monarchy view it ; 

That Fly on the shrine is Legitimate Right, 

And that Bullock, the people that’s sacrificed to it.” 


FABLE IV. 

CHSjnCH ANJO STATE. 

From. 

“ The moment any religion becomes national, or establish- 
ed, its parity must certainly bo lost, because it is then iin* 
»iossible to keep it unconnected, with men’s interests ; and, 
if connected, it must evidently be perverted by them.”— 
Soame Jmyns. 

Thus did Soame Jenyns— -though a Tory, 

A Lord of Trade and the Plantations— 

Feel how Religion’s simple glory 
Is stained by State associations. 

When Catherine, after murdering Poles 
Appeal’d to the benign Divinity, 

Then cut them up in protocols, 

Made fractions of their very souls—® 

All in the name of the bless’d Trinity ; 

Or when her grandson, Alexander, 

That mighty nortliem salamander, 

Whose icy touch, felt all about, 

Puts every fire of Freedom out — 

When he, too, winds up his Ukases 
With Gob and the Panagia’s praises— 

When he, of royal saints :the type, 

In holy water dips the sponge, 


1 According to jfllian, it was in the island of Lewcadia 
they practised this coremany— S'vuv poow — JDe 

Jib. ii. cap. 8. 

"2 ■ Ames, dami-aines, etc. 
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With which, at one imperial wipe, 

, He would all human rights expunge I 
When ****** (whom, as King and eater, 

Some name ***-***+, and some ********** 
Calls down “ Saint Louis’ God” to witness 
The right, humanity, and fitness 
Of sending eighty th ousand Solons — 

Sages with muskets and laced coats — 

To cram instruction, wZens, 

Down the poor struggling Spaniard’s throats — 
I can’t help thinking (though to Kings 
I must, of course, like other men, bow) 

That when a Christian monarch brings 
Religion’s name to gloss these things — 

Such blasphemy out-Benbows Benbow ! 

Or — not so far for facts to roam, 

Having a few much nearer home — 

When we see churchmen, who, if ask’d, 

“ Must Ireland’s slaves be tithed and task’d, 

And driven, like negroes or Croats, 

That you may roll in wealth and bliss ?” 

Look from beneath their shovel hats 
With all due pomp, and answer “ Yes !” 

But then, if question’d, “ Shall the brand 
Intolerance flings throughout that land, 

Betwixt her palaces and hovels, 

Suffering nor peace nor love to grow, 

Be ever quench’d ?” — ^from the same shovels 
Look grandly forth, and answer “No !” — 
Alas, alas ! have t/iese a claim 
To merciful Religion’s name ? 

If more you want, go, see a bevy 
Of bowing parsons at a levee 
(Chusing your time, when straw ’s before 
Some apoplectic bishop’s door :) 

There, if thou canst with life escape 
That sweep of lawn, that press of crape, 

Just watch their rev’rences and graces, 
Should’ring their way on, at all risks, 

And say, if those round ample faces 
To heaven or earth most turn their disks ? 

This, this it is — ^Religion, made, 

’Twixt Church and State, a truck, a trade— 

This most ill-match’d, unholy Co. 

From whence the ills we witness flow— 

The war of many creeds with one, 

The extremes of too much faitli, and none — 

The .qualms, the fumes of sect and sceptic, 

And all that Reason, grown dyspeptic 
By swallowing forced or noxious creeds, 

From downright indigestion breeds ; 

Till, ’twixt old bigotry and new, 

’Twixt Blasphemy and Cant — the two 

Rank ills with which this age is cursed- 

We can no more tell which is worst, 

Than erst could Egypt, when so rich 
In various plagues, determine which 
She thought most pestilent and vile— 

Her frogs, like Benbow and Carlile, 

Croaking tHeir native mud-notes loud, 

Or her fat locusts, like a cloud 
Of pluralists, obesely lowering. 

At once benighting and devouring ! 
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This — this it is — and here I pray 
Those sapient wits of the Reviews, 

Who make ns poor, dull authors say, 

Not w’hat we mean, but what they choose ; 

Who to our most abundant shares 
Of nonsense add still more of theirs, 

And are to poets just such evils 
As caterpillars find those flies* 

That, not content to sting like devils, 

Lay eggs upon their backs likewise — 

To guard against such foul deposits, 

Of others’ meanings in my rhymes 
(A thing more needful here because it ’s 
A su^ect ticklish in these times,) 

I here to all such wits make known, 

Monthly and weekly, Whig and Tory, 

’T is this Religion— this alone — 

I aim at in the following story ; 

Fdhh, 

When Royalty was young and bold, 

Ere, touch’d by Time, he had become — 

If ’t is not civil to say oU — 

At least, a ci-demntjeune homme. 

One evening, on some wild pursuit, 

Driving along, he chanced to see 
Religion, passing by on foot, 

And took him in his vis-^i-vis. 

This said Religion was a friar, | 

The humblest and the best of men. 

Who ne’er had notion or desire 
Of riding in a coach till then. 

“ I say” — quoth Royalty, who rather 
Enj oy’d a masquerading j oke— 

“ I say, suppose, my good old father, 

You lend me, for a while, your cloak.” 

The friar consented— little knew 

What tricks the youth had in his head ; 

Besides, was rather tempted, too, 

By a laced coat he got in stead. 

Away ran Royalty, slap-dash. 

Scampering like mad about the town ; 

Broke windows— shiver’d lamps to smash, 

And knock’d whole scores of watchmen down. 

While nought could they whose heads were broke, 
Learn of the “ why” or the “ wherefore,” 
Except that ’t was Religion’s cloak 
The gentleman, who crack’d them, wore. 

Meanwhile, the Friar, whose head was turn’d 
By the laced coat, grew frisky too — 

Look’d big — his former habits spurn’d — 

And storm’d about as great men do — 

Dealt much in pompous oaths and curses — 

Said “ Damn you,” often, or as bad — 

Laid claim to other people’s purses- 
In short, grew either knave or mad. 


t “ The gmatest number of the ichneumon tribe are seen 
settlmg upon the back of the caterpillar, and darting at dif- 
ferent intarx'als thehr stings into its body*— at every dart tliey 
<iepo3it an 


As work, like this was unbefitting, 

And flesh and blood no longer bore it, 

The Court of Common Sense then sitting, 
Summon’d the culprits both before it. 

Where, after hours in wrangling spent 
(As courts must wrangle to decide well,) 

Religion to Saint Luke’s was sent, 

And Royalty pack’d off to Bridewell : 

With this proviso — Should they be 
Restored in due time to their senses. 

They both must give security 
In future, against such offences — 

Religion ne’er to lend Jiis chafe. 

Seeing what dreadful work it leads to ; 

Ajud Royalty to crack his joke — 

But not to crack poor people’s heads, too. 


FABLE V. 

THE LITTLE GRAND LAMA. 

Proejn. 

Novella, a young Bolognese, 

The daughter of a learn’d law doctor,* 
Who had with all the subtleties 
Of old and modern jurists stock’d her, 

Was so exceeding fair, ’tis said. 

And over hearts held such dominion, 

That when her father, sick in bed, 

Or busy, sent her, in his stead. 

To lecture on the Code Justinian, 

She had a curtain drawm before her, 

Lest, if her charms were seen, the students 
Should let their young eyes wander o’er her. 
And quite forget their jurisprudence.® 

Just so it is with Truth — when seen, 

Too fair and bright — ’t is from behind 
A light, thin allegoric screen, 

She thus can safest teach mankind. 

Fahh, 

In Thibet once there reign’d, we ’re told, 

A little Lama, one year old — 

Raised to the throne, that realm to bless, 

Just when his little Holiness 

Had cut — as near as can be reckon’d — 

Some say his^rsi tooth, some his second. 
Chronologers and verses vary, 

Which proves historians should be wary. 

We only know the important truth — 

His Majesty had cut a tooth.^ 

And much his subjects were enchanted, 

As well all Lamas’ subjects may be, 


1 Andreas. 

2 Q,«and il Atoit occupy d’aucune esaoine, il envoyaifc 
Novelle, sa fiile, en son lieu lire aux escholes en charge, et, 
afin que la biaut6 d’ elle n’ empfechdt la pens6e des oyants, 
pile avoit une petite courtine devant elle. — Christ. doFise, 
Cite des Dames, p. 11. chap. ?6. 

3 See Turner's Embassy to Thibet for an account of bis 
interview with the Lama. “Teshoo Lama (he says) was at 
this time eighteen months old. Though he was unable to. 
speak a word, he made the most expressive signs, and con 
ducted himself with astonishing dignity and decorum ” 
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And would have given their heads, if wanted, 
To make tee-totums for the baby 
As he was there by Right Divine 
(What lawyers call Jure Divino^ 

Meaning a right to yours, and mine, 

And every body’s goods and rhino) — 

Of course his, faithful subjects’ purses 
Were ready with their aids and succours — 
Nothing was seen but pension’d nurses, 

And the land groan’d with bibs and tuckers. 

Oh ! had there been a Hume or Bennet 
Then sitting in the Thibet Senate, 

Ye gods, what room for long debates 
Upon the Nursery Estimates ! 

What cutting down of swaddling-clothes 
And pin-a-fores, in nightly battles ! 

What calls for papers to expose 
The waste of sugar-plums and rattles 1 
But no— if Thibet had M. Ps., 

They were far better bred than these ; 

Nor gave the slightest opposition, 

During the Monarch’s whole dentition 

But short this calm ; for, just when he 
Had reach’d the alarming age of three, 

When royal natures — and, no doubt 
Those of all noble beasts — break out, 

The Lama, who till then %vas quiet, 

Show’d symptoms of a taste for riot ; 

And, ripe for mischief, early, late, 

W^ithout regard for Church or State, 

Made free with whosoe’er came nigh — 
Tweak’d the Lord Chancellor by the nose, 
Turn’d all the Judges’ wigs awry, 

And trod on the old General’s toes— 

Pelted the Bishops with hot bans. 

Rode cock-horse on the City maces, 

And shot, from little devilish guns, 

Hard peas into his subjects’ faces. 

In short, such wicked pranks be play’d, 

And grew so mischievous (God bless him !) 
That his chief Nurse — thougli with the aid 
Of an Archbishop — was afraid, 

• When in these moods, to comb or dress him ; 
And even the persons most inclined 
For Kings, through thick and thin, to sticlde, 
Thought him (if they ’d but speak their mind, 
Which they did not) an odious pickle. 

At length, some patriot lords— a breed 
Of animals they have in Thibet, 

Extremely rare., and fit, indeed, 

For folks like Pidcock to exhibit — 

Some patriot lords, seeing the leifgth 
To which things went, combined their strength, 
And penn’d a manly, plain and free 
Remonstrance to,, the Nursery ; 

In which, protesting that they yielded 
To none, that ever went before ’em— 

In loyalty to him wLo wielded 
The hereditary pap-spoon o’er ’em— 

That, as for treason, ’t was a thing 
That made them almost sick to think of— 


That they and theirs stood by the King, 
Throughout his measles and his cliin-cough, 
When others, thinking him consumptive, 

Had ratted to the heir Presumptive ! — 

But, still— -though much admiring Kings 
(And chiefly those in leading-strings) — 

They saw, with shame and grief of soul. 
There was no longer now the wise 
And constitutional control 
Of birch before their ruler’s eyes ; 

But that, of late, such pranks, and tricks, 

And freaks occurr’d the whole day long, 

As all, but men with bishopricks, 

Allow’d, even in a King, were wrong — 
Wherefore it was they humbly pray’d 
That Honourable Nursery, 

That such reforms be henceforth made, 

As all good men desired to see ; — 

In other words (lest they might seem 
Too tedious,) as the gentlest scheme 
For putting all such pranks to rest, 

And in its bud the mischief nipping— 

They ventured humbly to suggest 
His Majesty should have a whipping ! 

When this was read — no Congreve rocket. 
Discharged into the Gallic trenches, 

E’er equall’d the tremendous shock it 
Produced upon the Nursery Benches. 

The Bishops, who of course had votes, 

By right of age and petticoats, 

Were first and foremost in the fuss — 

“ What, whip a Lama ! — suffer birch 

To touch his sacred infamous ! 

Deistical ! — assailing thus 
The fundamentals of the Church ! 

No — no— such patriot plans as these 
(So help them Heaven — and their sees !) 
They held to be rank blasphemies.” 

The alarm thus given, by these and other 
Grave ladies of the Nursery side, 

Spread through the land, till, siich a pother, 
Such party squabbles, far and wide, 

Never in history’s page had been 
Recorded, as were then between 
The Whippers and Non-whippers seen. 

Till, things arriving at a state 
Which gave some fears of revolution, 

The patriot lords’ advice, though late, 

Was put at last in execution. 

The Parliament of Thibet met — 

The little Lama, call’d before it, 

Did, then and there, his whipping get, 

And (as the Nursery Gazette 
Assures us) like a hero bore it. 

And though ’mong Thibet Tories, some 
Lament that Royal MartyrcZom 
(Please to observe, the letter D 
In this last word ’s pronounced like B, ) 

Yet to the example of that Prince 
So rauchi is Thibet’s land a debtor, 

*Tis said, her little Lamas since 
Have aU behaved themselves much better 


- 
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FABLE VI. 

THE EXTINGUISHEKS, 

Proem. 

Though soldiers are the true supports, 

The natural allies of Courts, 

Woe to the Monarch who depends 
Too much on his red-coated friends ; 

For even soldiers sometimes think — 

Nay, Colonels have been known to reason ^ — 
And reasoners, whether clad in pink, 

Or red, or blue, are on the brink 
(Nine cases out of ten) of treason. 

Not many soldiers, I believe, are 
As fond of liberty as Mina ; 

Else — ^woe to Kings, when Freedom’s fever 
Once turns into a Scarleiina ! 

For then — ^but hold^ — ’tis best to veil 
My meaning in the following tale : — 

Fdbh, 

A LORD of Persia, rich and great. 

Just come into a large estate, 

Was shock’d to find he had, for neighbours, 
Close to his gate, some rascal Ghebers, 

Whose fires, beneath his very nose 
In heretic combustion rose. 

But lords of Persia can, no doubt, 

Do what they will — so, one fine morning, 
He turn’d the rascal Ghebers out, 

First giving a few kicks for warning. 

Then, thanking Heaven most piously, 

He knock’d their temple to the ground. 
Blessing himself for joy to see 
Such Pagan ruins strew’d around. 

But much it vex’d my lord to find, 

That, while all else obey’d his will, 

The fire these Ghebers left behind — 

Do what he would — kept burning still. 
Fiercely he storm’d, as if his frown 
Could scare the bright insurgent down ; 

But no — such fires are headstrong things, 

And care not much for lords or ^gs. 

Scarce could his lordship well contrive 
The flashes in one place to smother, 

Before — ^hey, presto— -all alive, 

They sprung up freshly in another. 

At length, when, spite of prayem and damns, 
’T was found the sturdy flame defied him, 
His stewards came, with low scdams, 

Ofiering, by contract, to provide him 
Some large extinguishers (a plan 
Much used, they said, at Ispahan, 

Vienna, Petersburgh— in short, 

Wherever light ’s forbid at court)— 

Machines no lord should be without, 

Which would, at once, put promptly out 
Fires of all kinds — ^from staring stark 
Volcanos to the tiniest spark — ' 

Till all things slept as dull and dark 


As, in a great lord’s neighbourhood, 

’T was right and fitting all things should. 
Accordingly, some large supplies 
Of these Extinguishers were furnish’d 
(All of the true, imperial size,) 

And there, in rows, stood black and burnish’d. 
Ready, where’er a gleam but shone 
Of light or fire, to be clapp’d on. 

But, ah ! how lordly wisdom errs, 

In trusting to extinguishers ! 

One day, when he had left all sure 
(At least believed so,) dark, secure— 

The flame, at all its exits, entries, 

Obstructed to his heart’s content, 

And black extinguishers, like sentries, 

Placed upon every dangerous vent — 

Ye gods ! imagine his amaze, 

His wrath, his rage, when, on returning, 

He found not only the old blaze, 

Brisk as before, crackling and burning— 

Not only new, young conflagrations, 

Popping up round in various stations- — 

But, still more awful, strange, and dire, 

The Extinguishers themselves on fire ! ! * 

They, they — ^those trusty, blind machines 
His lordship had so long been praising, 

As, under Providence, the means 
Of keeping down all lawless blazing, 

Were now themselves — alas, too true 
The shameful fact — ^turn’d blazers too, 

And, by a change as odd as cruel, 

Instead of dampers, served for fuel ! 

Thus, of his only hope bereft, 

“What,” said the great man, “must be done 
All that, in scrapes like this, is left 
To great men is— to cut and run. 

So run he did ; while to their grounds 
The banish’d Ghebers bless’d return’d : 

And, though their fire had broke its bounds, 
And ail abroad now wildly burn’d, 

Yet well could they, who loved the flame, 

Its wand’ring, its excess reclaim ; 

And soon another, fairer dome 
Arose to be its sacred home, 

Where, cherish’d, guarded, not confin’d, 

The living glory dwelt inshrined, 

And, shedding lustre, strong but even, 

Though born of earth, grew worthy Heaven 

Moral. 

The moral hence my Muse infers 
Is— that such lords are simple elves. 

In trusting to extinguishers 
That are combustible themselves. 


1 The idea of this fable was caught from one of those 
brilliant mots which abound in the conversation of my 
friend, the author of the Letters to Julia—s. production 
which contains some of the happiest specimens of playfii. 
poetry that have appeared in this or any age. 


CORRUPTION AND INTOLERANCE; 


TWO POEMS. 


PREFACE. rendering unnecessary the frequent exercise of pre^ 

rogative, that unwieldy power which cannot move a- 

step without alarm, it limited the only interference 

The practice r.-hioh has lately been introduced into *6 C^wn which is singl^y and independently ex- 
literature, of writing very long notes upon very indif- posed bfore the people, and vrhose abuses are there^ 

„ ^ ^ ^ ^ „ foif® obvious to their senses and capacities : like the 

eren verses, appears omera era appymve lo , over a certain statue in Minerva’s temple at 

for It supplies us with a mode of turning stupid poetry i n m j r ^ *1, • • x* i 

, ^ j ur Athens, It sKilfully veiled from their sight the only 

to account ; and as horses too dull for the saddle may , . • r. , ^ *• i. 

’ t. * 1 1 t, c obtrusive feature of royalty. At the same time, how- 

serve well enough to draw lumber, so poems oi this 4.1, * 4.1, T> 1 .• I -J J 4.I.* 1 

kind make excellent beasts of burden, and will bear f R'^volution abridged this impopular 
notes,though theymaynot bear reading. Besides, attribute, it amply compensated by the substitution of 
* t r.i-1 j 4U a new power, as much more potent m Its eiiect as It 

the comments m such cases are so little under the no- . ^ 1 - v t ..u v r c 

„ . ^ 4. 4.1 4 4. IS more secret in its operations. In the disposal of 

cessity of paying any servile deference to the text, . j ^ ^ 

41, 4 A r j to j 4 4U 4 o *• j an immense revenue, and the extensive patronage an- 

that they may even adopt that Socratic dogma, j * -4 *i, 4 r* j i:«4i • % 41, 

-u-i j „ nexed to It, the first foundations of this power of the 

“ Quod supra nos nihil ad nos. ^ i -i 41, • 4* p 4 j* 

T4i.4?4£-4i.i'ii • Tu 4 j Crown were laid : the innovation of a standing army 

In the first of the following poems, I have ventured . . j j 4 41, j -4 j 4if 

, r. *1, Tj 1 • i 1,- u 1, o^ce increased and strengthened it, and the few 

to speak of the Revolution m language which has r i,* i, • t • 1 4i, a 4 o 441 4 ■, 

A. , 1 j 1. rn -4 slight barriers which the Act of Settlement opposed 

sometimes been employed by Tory writers, and ^ , ,, , , ,, , 

^ 41 1 to Its progress have all been gradually removed dur- 

Which is therefore neither very new nor popular. . 41 . t, • 41, 4 ^ j j 4-11 4 1 _4 t, 

rj4t, ■c'Ti i, 1,1 mg the whiggish reigns that succeeded, till at length 

But, however an Englisliman may be reproached , f • ^ -41 • • 1 r* 

.V . 4.4 j /• • 4- 41, -4 A this spmt of influence is become the vital principle of 

with mgratitude, for appreoiaUng the merits and re- J 

suits ofa measurewhichho IS taught o reg«d as the of the constitution, lurks under aU its 

source of his liberties-however ungrateful it nught be ^ movements j and, like the 

in Alderman Birch to question for a moment the pu- . . -A i ^ t.* t, -j 41, 

rity of that glorious era to which he is indebted for ® ^ 

the seasoning of so many orations — yet an Irishman, 

who has none of these obligations to acknowledge, to “lUam, quicquid agit, quoquo vestigia flectit, 
whose country the Revolution brought nothing but Componit furtim subsequiturque.” 
injury and insult, and who recollects that the book The cause of liberty and the Revolution are so ha- 
of Molyneux was burned, by order of William’s bitually associated by Englishmen, that, probably, in 
Whig Parliament, for daring to extend to unfortunate objecting to the latter I may be thought hostile or in- 
Ireland those principles on which the Revolution was different to the former; to nothing can be more 
professedly founded— an Irishman tnay venture to unjust than such a suspicion ; — ^the very object which 
criticise the measures of that period, without expos- my humble animadversions would attain is, that in the 
ing himself either to the imputation of ingratitude, or crisis to which I think England is hastening, and be- 
the suspicion of being influenced by any popish re- tween which and foreign subjugation she may soon 
mains of jacobitisra. No nation, it is true, was ever be compelled to choose, the errors and omissions of 
blessed with a more golden opportunity of establish- 1688 may be remedied, and that, as she then had a 
ing and securing its liberties for ever than the con- Revolution without a Reform, she may now seek a 
juncture of Eighty-eight presented to the people of Reform without a Revolution. 

Great Britain. But the disgraceful reigns of Charles In speaking of the parties which have so long agi- 
and James had weakened and degraded the national tated England, it will be observed that I lean as little 
character. The bold notions of popular right, which to the Whigs as to their adversaries. Both factions 
had arisen out of the struggles between Charles the have been equally cruel to Ireland, and perhaps 
First and his Parliament, were gradually supplanted equally insincere in their efforts for the liberties of 
by those slavish doctrines for which Lord H — ^kesb-ry England. There is one name, indeed, connected 
eulogizes the churchmen of that period; and as the with whiggism, of which I can never think but •with 
Reformation had happened too soon for the purity of veneration and tenderness. As justly, however, 
religion, so the Revolution came too late for the might %ie light of the sun be claimed by any particu- 
spirit of liberty* Its advantages accordingly were for lar nation, as the sanction of that name be assumed 
the most part specious and transitory, while the evils by any party whatever: Mr. Fox belonged to man- 
which it entailed are still felt and still increasing. By JkiR^ a*d they have lost in him their ablest friend 
2 E' 
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With respect to the few lines upon Intolerance, 
which I have subjoined, they are but the imperfect 
beginning of a long series of Essays, with which I 
here menace my readers, upon the same important 
subject. I shall look to no higher merit in the task, 
than that of giving a new form to claims and remon- 
strances, which have been often much more elegantly 
urged, and which would long ere now have produced 
their effect, but that the minds of some men, like the 
pupil of the eye, contract themselves the more, the 
stronger light there is shed upon them. 


CORUUPTION, 

AN EPISTLE. 


Nuv 5 '’“ sesrwwS'’ wff-sr«p uyopxg sxvrsjrpxrxt ruvrec- xvrst- 
cr^xTut Se avTt tootuiv, ucp' wv a7roK(»\£ xxi vjvotDjxev 
Tavrtt ecrrt rt ; Bt rig Tt 

av ervyyvaofti) rotg Bkiyzo/XBvaig’ /utarog 

uv TOVTOi; Ttg s^irt/ux' rxkkXf ttxvtx^ ocrx ex tou 
SwpoSoxeiv y;pry[Txi, 

Demosth. Philipp. iU. 


Bo.\st on, my friend— though, stript of all beside 
Thy struggling nation still retains her pride 
That pride which once in genuine glory woke, 
When Marlborough fought, and brilliant St. Jolm 
spoke; 

That pride which still, by time and shame unstung. 
Outlives e’en Wh*tePcke’s sword and fPwksb’ry’ 
tongue I 

Boast on, my friend, wliile in this humbled isle,® 
Where honour mourns and freedom fears to smile, 
Where the bright light of England’s fame is known 
But by the baleful shadow she has thrown 
On all our fate'*— where, doom’d to wrongs and 


We hear you talk of Britain’s glorious rights, 


1 Angli sues ac sua omnia impenso mirantiir; cfpturas 
nationes despectui habent.— (as quoted in one of 
Dryden’s prefaces.) 

2 England begun very early to feel the effects of rruolty 
towards her dependencies. “ The severity of her Covtirh- 
ment (says Maepherson) contributed more to depriv<‘ her of 
the continental dominions of the family of IMnufagenet tJian 
the arms of Franco.’^— See his History, vol. i. paere 111. 

reduction of the ki'ngflun of Ireland, in 
lo91 (says Burke,) the ruin of the native Irish, and in a 
great measure too of the first races of the Engli«h, was com- 
pletely accomplished. The new English interest was setiled 
with as solid a stability as any tiling in humnn affairs can 
look (or. All the penal laws of that unparalleled code of 
oppression, which were made after the last event, were ma- 
nifestly the effects of national hatred and scorn towards a 
conquered people, whom the victors delighted to tramiile 
uiion, and were not at all afraid to provoke.” Yet this is 
the era to which the wise Common Council of Dublin refer 
us for “invaluable blessing.^,” etc. And this is the era 
which such Governors as his Grace the Duke of R-chm-ud 
■think It politic to commemorate, in the eyo.s of my insulted 
by an annual procession round the statuo of 
King Wilham ! 

An unvarying trait of the policy of Groat Britain towards 
Ireland has been her selection of such men to goveisi us as 
likely to deviate into justice and liberaldy, and 
conscientious 
symptoms of departure from the old 
<^PP*‘^ssjon* Our most favourite 
Go\ernor8 hare accordingly been our shortest visitors, and 


As weeping slaves, that under hatches lie, 

Hear those on deck extol the sun and sky ! 

Boast on, while wandering through my native haunts 
I coldly listen to thy patriot vaunts, * 

And feel, though close our wedded countries twine, 
More sorrow for my own than pride from thine. 

Yet pause a moment — and if truths severe 
Can find an inlet to that courtly ear 

Which loves no politics in rhyme but P e’s, 

And hears no news but W— rd’s gazetted lies • 

If aught can please thee but the good old saws 
Of “ Church and State,” and “William’s matchless 
laws,” 

And “ Acts and Rights of glorious Eighty-eight,”— 
Things, which though now a century out of date. 
Still serve to ballast, with convenient words, 

A few crank arguments for speeching Lords—* 

Turn, while I tell how England’s freedom found, 
Where most she looked for life, her deadliest wound; 
How brave she struggled, while her foe was seen, 
How faint since Influence lent that foe a screen; 
How strong o’er James and Popery she prevail’d 
How weakly fell, when Whigs and gold assail’d,® 


the first moments of their popularity have in general been 
the last of their government. Thus sir Anthony Bellin'diani 
after the death of Henry the Eighth, was recalled, “ for not 
sufficiently consulting the English interests,” or, in other 
words, lor not shooting the requisite quantity of wild Irish 
The same kind of delinquency led to the recall of Sir John 
Perrot, in Elizabeth’s time, and to that of the Earl of Rad- 
nor, in the reign of Charles the Second, of whom Lord Or- 
tord says, “ We are not told how he disappointed the Kin'^’a 
e.icpectations, probably not by too great complaisance, nor 
why his afiministration, which Burnet calls jtisL was dis- 
liked. If it is true that he was a good governor, the pre- 
sumption will be thlit his rule was not disliked by those to 
whom but from whom he was senV^—Iioval and Mbh 
Mhors. 

Wg are not without instances of the same illiberal policv 
in our owm times. ' ^ 

1 It. never seems to occur to those orators and addressers 
sentences and paragraphs with the 
Bill of Lights, the Act of Seltloment, etc. that all the pro- 
visions which iheso Acts contained for the preservation of 
parliamentary independence have been long laid aside as 
romantic and trouhiesome. 'The Revolution, as its greatest 
admirers acknowledge, was little more than a recognition 
of ancient privileges, a restoration of that old Gothic struc- 
Uire which was brought from the wood.s of Germany into 
Engla nd. Edward the First had long before made a similar 
recognition, and had even more expressly reverted to the 
first principles of the constitution, by declaring that “ tlie 
people should have their laws, liberties, and free customs 
as largely and vsdiolly as they have used to have the same 
at any time they had them.” But, luckily for the Crown 
and its interests, the concessions both of Edward and of Wil- 
liam have been equally vague and verbal, equallv ilieoreti- 
cal and insincere. The feudal system was continued, not- 
withstanding the former, and Lord M ’s honest head is 

upon his shoulders, in spite of the latter. So that I confkss 
I never meet with a politician who seriously quotes the De- 
daration of Rights, etc. to prove the actual existence of 
IJighsh liberty, that T do not think of the Marquis, whom 
Montesquieu mentions, (a) who set about looking for mine.s 
in the Pyrenees, upon the strength of authorities which he 
had read in some ancient authors. The poor Marquis 
toiled and searched in vain. He quoted his authorities to 
the last, buUie found no mines after all. 

2 The chief, perhaps the only, advantage which has re- 
sulted Irom the .sy.steni of influence, is the tranquil, uninfe- 
nipted flow which^ it Inns given lo the administration of 
Government. Jf Kings mvM be jiaramount in the State 
(and their Ministers at least seem to think so,) the country 
is indebted to the Revolution for enabling them to become 
so quietly, and for removing so skilfully the danger of those 
shocks and collisions which the alarming efforts ofprerof'a- 
tive never failed to produce. 

Liv. xxi. chap. n. 
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WMie Ejngs were poor, and all those schemes un- 
known 

Which drain the People, but enrich the Throne ; 

Ere yet a yielding Commons had supplied 
Those chains of gold by which themselves are tied; 
Then proud Prerogative, untaught to creep 
With Bribery’s silent foot on Freedom’s sleep, ^ 


II is the nature of a people ia general to attend but to the 
externals of Governaient. Having neither leisure nor abili- 
ty to discuss its measures, they look no deeper than the sur- 
face for their utility, and no farther than the present for their 
consequences. Mrs. Macaulay has said of a certain period, 
“The people at this time were, as the people of Great 
Britain always are, half-stupid, half-drunk, and half-asleep;” 
«ind however we may dissent from this petulant effusion of 
a Scotch-woman, it must be owned that the reasoning pow- 
ers of John Bull aic not very easily euiled into actimt, and 
that even where he does condescend to exert them, it is like 
Dogberry’s display of Iris reading and writing, “ where there 
is no need of such vanity us upon that deep question about 
the dangers of the church, which wms submitted for his dis- 
cussion by Mr. P-rc-v-I ut the late elections. It follows, 
however, from this apathy of the people, that as long as no 
glaring exertion of power, no open violation of forms is ob- 
truded upon them, it is of very little consequence how mat- 
ters are managed behind the curtain ; and a few quiet men, 
getting close to the ear of the Throne, may whisper away 
the salvation of the country so inaudibly, that ruin will be 
divested of half its alarming preparatives. If, in addition to 
this slumber of the people, a great majority of those whom 
they have deputed to watch for them, can be induced, by 
any irresistible argument, to prefer the safety of the govern- 
ment to the integrity of the constitution, and to think a con- 
nivance at the encroachments of power less troublesome 
than the difficulties which would follow reform, I cannot 
imagine a more tranquil state of affairs than must necessa- 
rily result from such general and well-regulated acquies- 
cence. Instead of vain and agitating efforts to establish 
that speculative balance of the constitution, which perhaps 
lias never existed but in the pages of Montes^uieuCa) and 
de Lolmei a preponderance would be silently yielded to one 
of the three estates, which would carry the other two almost 
insensibly, but effectually, along with it; and even though 
the path might lead eventually to destruction, yet its spe- 
cious and gilded smoothness would almost atone for the 
danger— like Milton’s bridge over Chaos, it would lead 
“Smooth, easy, inoffensive, down to 
1 Though the Kings of England were most unroyally 
harassed and fettered in all their pursuits by pecuniary dit- 
ficulties, before the provident enactments of William’s reign 
had opened to the Crown its present sources of wealth, yet 
w’e must not attribute to the Revolutionary Whigs the credit 
altogether of inventing tlvis art of government. Its advan- 
tages had long been understood by ministers and favourites, 
though the limits of tlie royal revenue prevented them from 
exercising it with effect. In the reign of Mary, indeed, the 
gold of Spain, being added to the usual resources of the 
Throne, produced such a spirit of ductility in her Parlia- 
ments, that the price for which each member had sold him- 
self was publicly ascertained: and if Charles the First could 
have commanded a similar supply, it is not too much to 
suppose that the Commonwealth never would have existed. 
But it was during the reign of the second Charles that the 
nearest approaches were made to that pecuniary system 
which our debt, oar funds, and our taxe.s, have since brought 
to such perfection ; and Clifford and Danby would not dis- 

f race even the present times of political venality. Still, 
owever, the experiment was but partial and imperfect, (/;) 
and attended with scarcely any other advantage than that of 
suggesting the uses to wliicli the power of the purse has been 
since converted, just, ns the fulminating dust of the chemists 
may have prepared the w’ay for the invention of gunpowder. 

(a) Montesquieu seems not a little natisfied with his own 
ingenuity in tinding out the character of the English from 
the nature of their political institutions; but it appears to 
me somewhat like that easy sagacity by which Lavater has 
discovered the genius of Sliakspeare in his features. 

(b) F!ee Preface to a Collection of Debate-s, etc. in 1694 
and 1095, for an account of the public tables kept at West- 
minster, in Charles the Second’s time, “ to feed the betrayer.s 
-of their country.” The payment of each day’s work was 
leu under tlieir respective plates. 


Frankly avow’d liia bold enslaving plan, 

And claim’d a right from God to trample man i 
But Luther’s light had too much warm’d mankind 
For Hampden’s truths to linger long behind ; 

Nor then, when king-like Popes had fallen so low, 
Could pope-like Kings' escape the levelling blow. 
That ponderous sceptre (in w^hose place we bow 
To the light talisman of influence now,) 

Too gross, too visible to work the spell 
Which Modern Powder performs, in fragments fell : 
In fragments lay, till, patch’d and painted o’er 
With deurs-de-lys, it shone and scourged once more! 
’T was then, my friend, thy kneeling nation quaff’d 
Long, long and deep, the churchman’s opiate draugfit 
Of tame obedience — till her sense of right 
And pulse of glory seem’d extinguish’d quite, 

And Britons slept so sluggish in their chain, 

That wakening Freedom call’d almost in vain! 

Oh England ! England I what a chance was thine, 
When the last tyrant of that ili-starr’d line 
Fled from his sullied crown, and left thee free 
To found thy own eternal liberty ! 

How bright, how glorious in that sun-shine hour. 
Blight patriot hands have raised the triple tower“ 

Of British freedom on a rock divine, 

Which neither force could storm nor treachery mine ! 
But no — the luminous, the lofty plan, 

Like mighty Babel, seem’d too bold for man ; 

The curse of jarring tongues again was given 
To thwart a work which raised men near to Heaven ! 
While Tories marr’d what W^higs had scarce begun,® 
While Whigs undid what Whigs themselves had done, 

1 The drivelling correspondence between James I. and 
his “dogSteenie” (the Duke of Buckingham,) which we 
find among the Hardwick Papers, sufficiently shows, if we 
wanted such illustration, into what doting, idiotic brains the 
plan of arbitrary power may enter. 

2 Tacitus has expressed his opinion, in a passage very 
frequently quoted, that .such a distribution of power as the 
theory of the British constitution e.xhibits is rnerely a subject 
of bright speculation, “ a system more easily praised than 
practised, and which, even could it happen to exist, would 
certainly not prove permanent;” and, in truth, if we reflect 
on the English history, we shall feel very much inclined to 
agree with Tacitus. We shall find that at no period what- 
ever has this balance of the three estates e.xisted ; that the 
nobles predominated till the policy of Henry VII. and his 
successor reduced their weight by breaking up the feudal 
system of property; that the power of the Crown became 
then supreme and absolute, till the bold encroachments of 
the Commons subverted the fabric altogether ; that the alter- 
nate ascendancy of prerogative and privilege distracted the 
period which followed the Restoration; and that, lastly, the 
Acts of 1688, by laying the foundation of an unbounded 
court influence, have secured a preponderance to the Throne 
which every succeeding year increases. So that the British 
constitution has never perhaps existed but in theory. 

3 “Those two thieves (says Ralph) between whom the 
nation was crucified ,” — and Mbuse of Parliaments^ 
page 164. 

4 The mbnarcRs of Great Britain can never be sufficiently 
grateful for that generous spirit which led the Revolutionary 
Wiigs to give away the Crown, without imposing any of 
those restraints or stipulations which other men might have 
taken advantage of such a moment to enforce, and in fram- 
ing of which they had so good a niodel to follow as the 
limitations proposed by the f ords Essex and Halifax, in the 
debate upon the E.xclusit>n Bill. I’hey not only condescend- 
ed, however, to accept of places, but they took care that 
these dignities should be no impediment to their “ voice po- 
tential” in affairs of legislation ; and though an Act was 
after many years suffered to pass, wiiich by one of its arti- 
cles disqualified placemen flora serving as members of the 
House of Commons, yet it was not allowed to interfere with 
the influence of the reigning monarch, nor indeed with that 
of his suocesBOJT Anne, as the purifying clause was not to 
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TJie time was lost, and William, with a smile. 

Saw Freedom weeping o’er the unfinish’d pile ! 
Hence all the ills you suffer, hence remain 
Such galling fragments of that feudal chain,* 
Whose links, around you by the Norman flung, 
'Though loosed and broke so often, still have clung. 
THence sly Prerogative, like Jove of old, 

Has turn’d his thunder into showers of gold, 
Whose silent courtslup wins securer joys,* 

Taints by degrees, and ruins without noise. 


take effect till after the decease of the latter sovereign, and 
she very considerately repealed it altogether. So that, as 
representation has continued ever since, if the King were 
simple enough to send to foreign courts ambassadors who 
were most of them in the pay of those courts, he would be 
just as faithfully represented as his people. It would be 
endless to enumerate all the favours which were conferred 
upon William by those “ apostate Whigs.” They compU- 
mented him with the first suspension of the Habeas Corpus 
Act which had been hazarded since the confirmation of that 
privilege ; and this example of our Deliverer’s reign has not 
been lost upon any of his successors. They promoted the 
establishment of a standing army, and circulated in its de- 
fence the celebrated “Balancing Letter,” in which it is 
insinuated that England, even then, in her boasted hour of] 
regeneration, was arrived at such a pitch of faction and cor- ' 
ruption, that nothing could keep her in order but a Whig 
ministry and a standing army. They refused, as long as 
they could, to shorten the duration of Parliaments ; and, 
though the declaration of rights acknowledged the necessity 
of such a reform, they were able, by arts not unknown to 
modern ministers, to brand those as traitors and republicans 
who urged it.(a) But the grand and distinguishing trait of j 
their measures was the power which they gave to the Crown 
of annihilating the freedom of elections, of muddying for 
ever that stream of representation, which had, even in the 
most agitated times, reflected some features of the people, 
but which then, for the first time, became the Pactolus of] 
the Court, and grew so darkened with sands of gold, that it 
served for the people’s mirror no longer. We need but con- 
sult the writings of that time, to understand the astonish- 
ment then excited by measures, which the practice of a cen- 
tury has rendered not only familiar but necessary. See a 
pamphlet called “ The Danger of mercenary Parliaments,” 
1698; State Tracts, Will. III. vol. ii. p. 638; and see also 
“ Some Paradoxes presented as a New Year’s Gift.” (^State 
Poems, vol. iii. p. 327.) 

1 The last great wound given to the feudal system was 
the Act of the 12th of Charles II. which abolished the tenure 
of knights’ service in capite, and which Blackstone com- 
pares, for its salutary influence upon property, to the boasted 
provisions of Magna Charta itself. Yet even in this Act we 
«ee the effects of that counteracting spirit, that Arimanius, 
which has weakend every effort of the English nation to- 
wards liberty, which allowed but half the errors of Popery 
to be removed at the Reformation, and which planted more 
«.buses than it suffered to be rooted out at the Revolution. 
The exclusion of copyholders from their share of elective 
rights was permitted to remain as a brand of feudal servi- 
tude, and as an obstacle to the rise of that strong counter- 
balance which an equal representation of property would 
oppose to the weight of the Crown. If the managers of the 
Revolution had been sincere in their wishes for reform, they 
would not only have taken this fetter off the rights of elec- 
tion, but they would have reno^ved the mode adopted in 
Cromwell’s time of increasing the number of knights of the 
shire, to the exclusion of those rotten insignificant boroughs, 
■which have tainted the whole mass of the constitution. 
Lord Clarendon calls this measure of Cromwell’s “ an al- 
Teration fit to be more warrantably made, and in a better 
time.” It formed part of Mr. Pitt’s plan in 1783; but Mr. 
Pitt’s plan of reform was a kind of dramatic piece, about 
as likely to be acted as Mr. Sheridan’s “ Foresters.” 

2 fore enim tutum iter et patens, 

Con verso in protium Dep. 

Aurum per medios ire satellites, 

(a) See a Pamphlet, published in 1693, upon the King’s 
refusing to sign the Triennial Bill, called “ A Discourse be- 
tween a Yeoman of Kent and a Knight of a Shire.’^-— 

Hereupon (says the Yeoman) the gentleman grew angry, 
and said that I talked tike a base commonwealth man.” 


While Parliaments, no more those sacred things 
Which make and rule the destiny of Kings, 

Like loaded dice by ministers are thrown, 

And each new set of sharpers cog their own ! 
Hence the rich oil, that from the Treasury steals, 
And drips o’er ail the Constitutions wheels, 
Giving the old machine such pliant play,* 

That Court and Commons jog one jobless way, 
While Wisdom trembles for the crazy car. 

So gilt, so rotten, carrying fools so far I 


Et perrumpere amat saxa, potentius, 

Ictu fulmineo. Horat. lib. iii. od. 16. 

The Athenians considered seduction so much more dan- 
gerous than force, that the penalty for a rape was merely a 
pecuniary fine, while the guilt of seduction was punished 
with death. And though it must be owned that, during the 
reign of that ravisher, Prerogative, the poor Constitution 
was treated like Miss Cunegund among the Bulgarians ; yet 
I agree with the principle of the Athenian law, that her pre- 
sent state of willing self-abandonment is much more hope- 
less and irreclaimable, and calls for a more signal vengeauca 
upon her seducers. 

It would be amusing to trace the history of Prerogative 
from the date of its strength under the Tudor princes, when 
Henry VII. and his successors “taught the people (as Na- 
thaniel Bacon says) (a) to dance to the tune of Allegiance,” 
to the period of the Revolution, when the Throne, in its 
attacks upon liberty, began to exchange the noisy explosions 
of Prerogative for the silent and effectual air-gun of Influ- 
ence. In considering it too since that memorable era, we 
shall find that, while the royal power has been abridged in 
branches where it might be made conducive to the inieresta 
of the people, it has been left in full and unshackled vigour 
against almost every point where tlie integrity of the con- 
stitution is vulnerable. For instance, the power of charter- 
ing boroughs, to whose capricious abuse in the hands of the 
Stuarts we are indebted for most of the present anomalies of 
representation, might, if suffered to remain, have in some 
degree atoned for its mischief by restoring the bid unchar- 
tered boroughs to their rights, and widening more equally 
the basis of the legislature. But, by the Act of Union with 
Scotland, this part of the prerogative was removed, lest 
Liberty should have a chance of being healed even by the 
rust of the spear which had wmunded lier. The power, 
however, of creating peers, which has generally been exer- 
cised /or the government against the constitution, is left in 
free, unqualified activity ; notwithstanding the example of 
that celebrated Bill for the limitation of this ever-budding 
branch of prerogative, which was proposed in the reign or 
George I. under the peculiar sanction and recommendation 
of the Court, but which tire Whigs rejected with that cha- 
racteristic delicacy, which has generally prevented them, 
when in office themselves, from taking any uncourtly advan- 
tage ©f the Throne. It will be recollected, however, that 
the creation of the twelve peers by the Tories in Anne’s 
reign (a measure which Swift, like a true party man, de- 
fends,) gave these upright Whigs all possible alarm for their 
liberties. 

With regard to this generous fit about his prerogative 
which seized tlie good king George I., historians have said 
that the paroxysm originated more in hatred to his son than 
in love to the constitution: (6) but no person acquainted 
.with the annals of the three Georges, could possibly suspect 
any one of those gracious Monarchs either of ill-will to his 
heir, or indifference for the constitution. 

1 “ They drove so fast (says Welwood of the Ministers 
of Charles I.,) that it was no wonder that the w'heels and 
chariot broke.” (Memoirs, p. 3.5.)— But this fatal accident, 
if we may judge from experience, is to be imputed less to 
the folly and impetuosity of the drivers, than to the want of 
that suppling oil from the Treasury which has Wn found 
so necessary to make a government like that of England run 
smoothly. If Charles had been as well provided with this 
article as his successors have been since the happy Revolu- 
tion, his Commons would never have merited from the Throne 
the harsh appellation of “ seditious vipers,” but would have 
been (as they are now, and I trust always will be) “dutiful 
Commons, loyal Commons,” etc. etc. and would have 
given him ship-money, or any other sort of money he might 
take a fancy to. 

(a) HistoHe. and Politic. Discourse, etc. part ii. p. 114 

(i) Coxe says that this Bill was projected by Sunderland 



CORRUJPTION. 


And the duped people, hourly doom’d to pay 
The sums that bribe their liberties away,* 

Like a young eagle, who has lent his plume 
To fledge the shaft by which he meets his doom, 

See their own feathers pluck d, to wing the dart 
Which rank corruption destines for their heart ! 

1 The period that immediately succeeds a coronation hsa 
been called very aptly the Floney-moon of a reign ; and if 
we suppose the Throne to be the wife, and the People the 
husbandj(a) I know no better model of a matrimonial trans- 
action, nor one that I would sooner recommend to a woman 
of spirit, than that winch the arrangements of 1688 afford. 
In the first place, she must not only obtain from her husband, 
an allowances of pin-money or civil-list establishment, suf- 
ficient to render her independent of his caprice, but she must 
also prevail on him to make her the steward of his estates, 
and to intrust her with the management of all his pecuniary 
concerns. I need not tell a woman of sense to what spirited 
uses she may turn such concessions. He will soon become 
so tame and docile under her hands, that she may make him 
play the strangest and most amusing tricks, such as quarrel- 
ling with his nearest and dearest relations about a dish of 
tea, (6) a turban, (c) or a warfare ;(d) preparing his house for 
defence against robbers, by putting fetters and handcuffs on 
two-thirds of its inmates; employing C-nn — g and P-rc-v-1 
in his sickest moments to read to him alternately doe Miller 
and the Catechism, with a thousand other diverting incon- 
sistencies. If her spouse have still enough of sense remain- 
ing to grumble at the ridiculous exhibition which she makes 
of him, let her withhold from him now and then the rights 
of the Habeas Corpus Act (a mode of proceeding which tlie 
women of Athens once adopted,) (e) and if the good man 
.oves such privileges, the interruption will soon restore him 
.o submission. If his former wife were a Papist, or had any 
tendency that way, I would advise my fiiir Sovereign, when- 
ever ho begins to argue with her unpleasantly, to shout out 
‘No Popery, no Popery!” as loud as she can, into his ears, 
and it is astonishing what an effect it will have in disconcert- 
ing all his arguments. This method was tried lately by an 
old woman of Northampton, and with much success. Seri- 
ously, this convenient bugbear of Popery is by no means the 
east among the numberless auxiliaries which the Revolution 
has manshiilled on the side of the Throne. — ^Those unskilful 
tyrants, Charles and James, instead of profiting wisely by 
that useful suteervioncy which has always distinguished the 
ministers of our religious e.stabHshment, were blind enough 
to plan the ruin of this best bulwark of their power, and 
connected their designs upon the Church so closely with 
their attacks upon the Constitution, that they identified in 
the minds of the people the interests of their religion and 
their liberties. During those times, therefore, “ No Popery” 
was the watchword of freedom, and served to keep the pub- 
lic spirit awake against the invasions of bigotry and prero- 
gative. The Revolution, however, by removing this object 
of jealousy, has produced a reliance on the orthodoxy of 
the Throne, of which the Throne has not failed to take every 
possible advantage, and the cry of “No Popery” haying, by 
this means, lost its power of alarming the people against the 
encroachments of the Crown, has served ever since the very 
different purpose of strengthening the Crown against the 
claims and struggles of the people. The danger of the 
Church from Papists and Pretenders was the chief prete.\-t 
Ibr the repeal of the Triennial Bill, for the adoption of a 
standing army, for the numerous suspensions of the Habeas 
Corpus Act, and, in short, for all those spirited infractions 
of the constitution by which the reigns of the last century 
wore so eminently distinguished. We have seen too, very 
lately, how the same scarecrow alarm has enabled the 
Throne to select its ministers from men, whose servility is 
their only claim to elevation, and w’ho are pledged (if such 
an alternative emhi arise) to take part with the scruples of 
the King against the salvation ot the empire. 

(a) This is contrary to the symbolical language of pro- 
phecy, in which (according i.o Sir Isaac Newton) the King 
IS the husband, and the people the wife. See Faber, on the 
Pmf»hecies. — I would beg leave to suggest to Mr. Faber, that 
his friend Sir R-ch — <l M-sgr-ve can, in his own proper per- I 
son, sui)ply him with an exposition of “the .Horns of the 
■.Beast.” _ j 

(S) America. ^ (c) India. (d) Ireland. j 

(ft) See the Lysistrata of Aristophanes.— The following ^ 
is the form of suspension, as he gives it : i 

' OjTui? .%v £ ,«96Xr«rTs4 /tov ' ,. | 

KDotlfwoS’’ mmtrti t* ayJfji rw’ /ttw 7rtKro,}Axt , j 


But soft ! my friend— I hear thee proudly say. 

What ! shall I listen to the impious lay, 

That dares, with Tory license, to profane 
The bright bequests of William’s glorious reign ? 
Shall the great wisdom of our patriot sires, 

Whom H — ^wk — sb— y quotes and savoury B — ^rch 
admires, 

Be slander’d thus ? shall honest St — le agree 
With virtuous R — se to call us pure and free, 

Yet fail to prove it ? Shall our patent pair 
Of wise State-Poets waste their words in air, 

And P — e unheeded breathe his prosperous strain, 
And C — ^nn — ^ng take the ;people*s seme in vain ?”* 

The people ! — ah ! that Freedom’s form should stay 
Where Freedom’s Spirit long hath pass’d away ! 
That a false smile should play around the dead, 

And flush the features where the soul has fled 
When Rome had lost her virtue with her rights, 
When her foul tyrant sat on Gapreae’s heights^ 

I Amid his ruffian spies, and doom’d to death 
Each noble name they blasted with their breath ! 

; Even then (in mockery of that golden time, 

When the Republic rose revered, sublime. 

And her free sons, diffused from zone to zone, 

Gave kings to every country but their own,) 

Even then the Senate and the Tribunes stood, 
Insulting marks, to show how Freedom’s flood 
Had dared to flow, in glory’s radiant day, 

And how it ebb’d, for ever ebb’d away 


1 Somebody has said “ Gluand tous les Pofites seraient 
inoyes, ce ne serait pas grand dornmage but I am aware 
jthat this would be most uncivil language at a time when our 
birth-day odes and state-papers are written by such pretty 
poets as Mr. P-e and Mr. C-im-ng. I can assure the latter, 
too, that I think him (like hia water-proof colleague Lord 
C-stl-r-gh) reserved for a very different fate from that 
which the author I have Just quoted imagines for his poeti- 
cal fraternity. AIM wish is, that he would change places 
with hia brother P-e, by which means we should havq some- 
what loss prose in our odes, and certainly less poetry in our 
politics. 

2 “ It is a scandal (said Sir Charles Sedley in William’s 
reign) that a Government so sick at heart as ours is, should 
look so well in the face;” and Edmund Burke has sjud, in 
the present reign, “When the people conceive that laws 
and tribunals, and even popular assemblies, are perverted 
from the ends of their institution , they find in these names 
of degenerated establishments only new motives to discon^ 
tent. Those bodies which, when full of life and beauty, lay 
in their arms and were their joy and comfort, when dead 
and putrid become more loathsome from the remembrance 
of former endearments .” — Thoughts on the present JDis* 
contents J 1770. 

3 . tutor liaheri 

Principis, Augusta Caprearum in rupe sedentis 
Cum grege Chaldffio. Juvenal. Sat. x. v. 92. 

The senate still continued, during the reign of Tiberius, to 
manage all the business of the public ; the money was then 
and long after coined by their authority, and every otlter 
public affair received their sanction. 

We are told by Tacitus of a certain race of men, who 
were particularly useful to the Roman Emperors; they 
were called “Instromenta regni,” or “Court Tools,” from 
which it appears, that my Lords M-lgr-ve, Ch-th-m, etc. 
etc, are by no means things of modern invention. 

4 There is something very touching in what Tacitus tells 
us of the hopes that revived in a few patriot bosoms, when 
the death of Augustus was near approaching, and the fond 
expectation with which they began “ bona libertatis incas- 
sum diss^rere.” 

Ferguson says, that Cassar’s interference with the rights 
of election “ made the subversion of the Republic more ffelt 
than any of the former acts of Ins power .” — Raman Ra- 
pvhlict book V. chap. 1 
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Oh ! look around — ^though yet a tyrant’s sword 
Nor haunts your sleep nor trembles o er your board, 
Though blood be better drawn by modern quacks 
With Treasury leeches than with sword or axe ; 

Yet say, could even a prostrate Tribune’s power, 

Or a mock Senate, in Rome’s servile hour, 

Insult so much the rights, the claims of man, 

As doth that fetter’d mob, that free divan, 

Of noble tools and honourable knaves, 

Of pension’d patriots and privileged slaves ? 

That party-colour’d mass, which nought can warm 
But quick Corruption’s heat — whose ready swarm 
Spread their light wings in Bribery’s golden sky. 
Buzz for a period, lay their eggs, and die! 

That greedy vampire, which from Freedom’s tomb 
Comes forth with all the mimicry of bloom 
Upon its lifeless cheek, and sucks and drains 
A people’s blood to feed its putrid veins ! — 
“Heavens, what a picture !” — ^yes, my friend, His 
dark — 

“ But can no light be found, no genuine spark 
Of former fire to warm us ? Is there none 
To act a Maiwell’s part fear, not one. 

To place and power all public spirit tends, 

In place and power all public spirit ends f 
Like hardy plants, that love the air and sky, 

When out, ’t will thrive, but talten in, ’t will die ! 

Not bolder truths of sacred freedom hung 
From Sidney’s pen or burn’d on Fox’s tongue, 

Than upstart "^^^gs produce each market-night, 
While yet their conscience, as their purse, is light ; 
While debts at home excite their care for those 
Which, dire to tell, their much-loved country owes, 
And loud and upright, till their price be known, 
They thwart the King’s supplies to raise their own — 
But bees, on flowers alighting, cease their hum — 

So, settling upon places, Whigs grow dumb ! 

And though I feel as if indignant Heaven 
Must think that wretch too foul to be forgiven. 

Who basely hangs the bright, protecting shade 
Of Freedom’s ensign o’er Corruption’s trade, ^ 

And makes the sacred flag he dares to show 
His passport to the market of her foe ! — ■ 


1 Andrew Marvell, the honest opposer of the court during 
the reign of Charles the Second, and the last Member of 
Parliament who, according to the ancient mode, took wages 
from his constituents. How very much the Commons have 
changed their pay-masters ’—-See the State-Poems for some 
rude but spirited etfusions of Andrew Marvell. 

2 The following artless speech of Sir Francis Winning- 
ton, in the reign of Charles the Second, will amuse those 
who are fully aware of the perfection which we have at- 
tained in that system of Government whose humble begin- 
nings seem to have astonished the worthy Baronet so much. 
“ I did observe (says he) that all those who had pensions, 
and most of those who had offices, voted all of a side, as 
they were directed by some great officer, exactly as if their 
business in this House had been to preserve their pensions 
and offices, and not to make laws for the good of them who 
sent them here.” — He alludes to that Parliament which was 
called, par excellence, the Pensionary Parliament! a dis- 
tinction, however, which it has long lost, and which we 
merely give it from old custom, just as we say The Irish Re- 
bcllioh. 

3 “ While they promise them liberty, they themselves are 
the servants of corruption.” 2 Pet. ii.— I suggest, with 
much deference, to the expounders of Scripture-Prophecy, 
whether Mr. C-nn-ng is not at present fulfilling the prediction 
of “the scoffers,” who were to ootUa “in the last days.” 


Yet, yet I own, so venerably dear 

Are Freedom’s grave old anthems to mv ear, 

That I enjoy them, though by rascals sung, 

And reverence Scripture even from Satan’s tongue 
Nay, when the Constitution has expired, 

I’ll have such men, like Irish wakers, hired 
To sing old Habeas Corpus by its side, 

And ask, in purchased ditties, why it died V 

See that smooth Lord, whom nature’s plastic pains 
Seem’d to have destined for those Eastern reigns 
When eunuchs flourish’d, and when nerveless things 
That men rejected were the choice of Kings.^ 

Even he, forsooth (oh, mockery accurst !) 

Dared to assume the patriot’s name at first — ® 

Thus Pitt began, and thus begin his apes ; 

Thus devils, •when first rais’d, take pleasing shs^ijes— 
But oh, poor Ireland ! if revenge be sweet 
For centuries of wrong, for dark deceit ' 

And withering insult — ^for the Union thrown 
Into thy bitter cup,'*' when that alone 
Of slavery’s draught was wanting® — ^if for this 
Revenge be sweet, thou /mi that demon’s blisa. ; 

1 1 believe it is in following the corpse to the grave, and 
not at the wakes (as we call "the watching of the dead,) that 
this elegiac howl of my countrymen is performed. Spenser 
says, that our howl “ is heathenish, and proceeds from a 
despair of salvation.” If so, I think England may join in 
chorus with us at present. — The AbbC de Motraye tells us, 
that the Jews in the East address tlieir deeid in a similar 
manner, and say, “ Hu ! Hu ! Hu ! why did you die 1 Hadn’t 
you a wife Had’nt you a long pipeT’ etc. etc. (See bis 
Travels.) I thought for a long time with Vallancey, that 
we were a colony of Carthaginians; but from this passage 
of de Motraye, and from the way in which Mr. F-rc-v-t 
w’ould have us treated, I begin to suspect we are no better 
than Jews. 

2 According to Xenophon, the chief circumstance which 
recommended eunuchs to the service of Eastern princes, 
was the ignominious station which they held in society, and 
the probability of their being, upon this account, more de- 
voted to the will and caprice of a master, from whose notice 
alone they derived consideration, and in whose favour they 
found a refuge from the contempt of mankind. 

ovTS? ot suvoujjei •srupn TOtg aXXOif avS'pwB’OJf xet* Sia 
rovTo Sscra-OTOu Esrrxoupou wpoo'S'sovTXt. (a)-— But I doubt 
whether even an Eastern Prince would have chosen an em 
tire Administration upon this principle. 

3 Does Lord C-stl-r — gh remember the reforming Resolu- 
tions of hk early dnya 7 

4 “And in the cup an Union shall be thrown.” 

Hamlet. 

Three Gs were branded in the Sibylline books, as fatal to 
the peace and liberties of Rome. Tpi« KtAwrrm xasxno-Tos 
(Cornelius Sylla, Cornelius Cinna, and Cornelius Lenlulus.) 
[b) And three Cs will be remembered in Ireland as long as 
C-md-n and cruelty, Cl-re and corruption, C-stl-r — gh and 
contempt, are alliteratively and appropriately associated. 

5 Among the many measures which, since the Revolu- 
tion, have contributed to increase the influence of the 
Throne, and to feed up this “Aaron’s serpent of the con- 
stitution to its present healthy and respectable magnitude, 
there have been few more nutritive than the Scotch and 
Irish Unions. Sir John Parker said, in a debate upon the 
former question, thati,“he would submit it to the House, 
whether men who had basely betrayed their trust, by giving 
up their independent constitution, were fit to be admitted 
into the English Rouse of Commons.” But Sir John would 
have known, if he had not been out of place at the time, 
that the pliancy of such materials was not among the least 
of their recommendations. Indeed the* promoters of the 
Scotch Union were by no^means disappointed in the lead- 
ing object of their measure, for the triumphant majorities of 
the Court-party in Parliament may be dated from the ad- 
mission of the 45 and the 16. Once or twice, upon the altera 

(a) Sec a pamphlet on the Union, by “a Philosopher.” 

(A) See a Treatise by Pontus De Thiard, “De recta No- 
minum Impositione,” p. 4?. 
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For oh ! ’t is more than hell’s revenge to see 
That England trusts the men who ’ve ruin’d thee ! 
That, in these awful days, when every hour 
Creates some new or blasts some ancient power, 
When proud Napoleon, like the burning shield* 
Whose light compell’d each wondering foe to yield, 
With baleful lustre blinds the brave and free, 

And dazzles Europe into slavery ! 

That, in this hour, when patriot zeal should guide, 
When Mind should rule, and — Fox should not have 
died, 

All that devoted England can oppose 
To enemies made fiends, and friends made foes, 

Is the rank refuse, the despised remains® 

Of that unpitying power, whose whips and chains 
Made Ireland first, in wild, adulterous trance, 

Turn false to England’s bed, and whore with 
France ! — 

Those hack’d and tainted tools, so foully fit 
For the grand artizan of mischief, P-tt, 

So useless ever but in vile employ, 

So weak to save, so vigorous to destroy ! 

Such are the men that guard thy threaten’d shore, 

Oh England ! sinldng England boast no more. 

tion of their law of treason and the imposition of the malt- 
tax (measures which were in direct violation of the Act of 
Union,) these worthy North Britons arrayed themselves in 
opposition to the Court; but finding this effort for their 
country unavailing, tliey prudently determined to think 
thenceforward of tiieraselves, and few men have kept to a 
laudable resolution more firmly. — The effect of Irish repre- 
sentation upon the liberties of England will be no less per- 
ceptible and no less permanent. 

OvP oys TATPOT 

ANTEAAONTOE. (a) 

The infusion of such cheap and useful ingredients as my 
Lord L-mr-ck, Mr. D-nn-s Br-wnc, etc. etc. into the Legis- 
lature, must act as a powerful alterative on the Constitution, 
and clear it by degrees of all the troublesome humours of 
honesty, 

1 The magician’s shield in Ariosto 

E tolto per vertu dello splendore 
La libertate a lora. Cant. 2. 

We are told that Csesar’s code of morality was contained 
in tire following linos of Euripides, which that great man 
very frequently repeated : 

EiTTSp yxp cA^ixstv xpyi TvpxvvtS'cg ■crsp. 

KaXXicTTOv icSixstV rxXKx o’ svrs/Sstv %pswv. 

This appears to be also the moral code of Bonaparte. 

2 When the Duke of Buckingham was assassinated, 
Charles the First, as a tribute to his memory, continued all 
his creatures in the same posts and favours which they had 
enjoyed under their patron ; and much in the same manner 
do we see the country sacrificed to the manes of a Minister 
at present. 

It is invidious perhaps to look for parallels in the reign 
of Charles the First, but , the expedient of threatening 
the Commons with dissolution, which has lately been played 
off* with much eclat, appears to have been frequently re- 
Borted to at that period. In one instance Hume tells us, 
that the Eing sent his Lord Keeper (wi Ms Jester) to me- 
nace the House, that, unless they despatched a certain Bill 
for subsidies, they must expect to sit no longer. By similar 
threats the excise upon beer and ale was carried in Charles 
the Second’s reign. Tt is edifying to know, that though Mr. 
C-nn-ng despises Puffendorf, ho has no objection to prece- 
dents derived from the Court of the Stuarts. 

3 The following prophetic remarks occur in a letter written 
by Sir Robert Talbot, who attended the Duke of Bedford to 
Paris in 1702. Talking of states which have grown power- 

(a) From Aratu.s (v. 715,) a poet who wrote upon astro- 
nomy, though, as Cicero assures us, he knew nothing what- 
ever about the subject— just as the groat Harvey wrote 
“De Generation,” though he had as little to do with the 
matter as my Lord Viscount C. 


INTOLERANCE. 

PART THE FIRST 


“ This clamour, which pretends to be raised for the safety 
of Religion, has almost worn out the very appearance of it, 
and rendered us not only the most divided but the most ira 
moral people upon the face of the Qu.xth:^— Addison, Free 
holder, No. 27. 


Start not, my Friend, nor think the Muse will stain 
Her classic fingers with the dust profane 
Of Bulls, Decrees, and fulminating scrolls, 

That took such freedom once with royal souls,* 


ful in commerce, he says, “According to the nature and 
common course of things, there is a confederacy against 
them, and consequently in the same projiortion as tlu^y in- 
crease in riches, they approach to destruction. The address 
of our King William, in making all Europe take the alarm 
at France, has brought that country before us near that ine- 
vitable period. We must necessarily have our turn, and 
Great Britain will attain it as soon as France shall have a 
declaimer with organs as proper for that political purpose 
as were those of our William the Third With- 

out doubt, my Lord, Great Britain must lower lier flight. 
Europe will remind us of the balance of commerce, as she 
has reminded France of the balance of power. The ad- 
dress of our statesmen will immortalize them by contriving' 
for us a descent which shall not be a fall, by making us- 
rather resemble Holland than Carthage and Venice.”— Let- 
ters on the French JSTation. 

1 The king-deposing doctrine, notwithstanding Its many 
mischievous absurdities, was of no little service to tiie cause 
of political liberty, by inculcating the right of resistance to 
tyrants, and asserting the will of the people to be the only 
true fountain of power. Bellarmine, the most violent of the 
advocates for papal authority, was one of the first to main- 
tain (see De JPontif. lib. i. cap. 7,) “ That King.s have not 
their authority or office immediately from God nor ins law, 
but only from the law of nations and in King James’s 
“ Defence of the Rights of Kings against Cardinal Perron,” 
we find his Majesty expressing strong indignation against 
the Cardinal for having asserted “ that to the depo.sing of a 
King the consent of the people must be obtained” — “for by 
these words (says James) the people are exalted above the 
King, and made the judges of the King’s deposing.” p. 424. 
—Even in Mariana’s celebrated book, where the nonsense 
of bigotry does not interfere, there are some liberal and en- 
lightened ideas of government, of the restraints which should 
be imposed upon Royal power, of the subordination of the 
Throne to the interests of the people, etc. etc, (De Eege et 
Regis Institutione. See particularly lib. i. cap. 6. 8, and 
9.) — It is rather remarkable, too, that England should be 
indebted to another Jesuit, for the earliest defence of that 
principle upon which the Revolution was founded, namely, 
the right of the people to change the succession. — (See 
Doleman’s “Conferences,” written in support of the title of 
the Infanta of Spain against that of James I.) — When Eng- 
lishmen, therefore, say that popery is the religion of slavery, 

I they should not only recollect that their boasted Constitution 
is the work and bequest of Popish ancestors; they should 
not only remember the laws of Edward IIL “ under whom 
(says Bolingbroke) the constitution of our Parliaments, and 
the whole form of our Government, became reduced info 
better form;” but they should know that even the errors of 
Popery have leaned to the cause of liberty, and that Papists, 
however mistaken their motives may have been, were the 
first promulgators of the doctrines which led to the Revolu- 
tion. — But, in truth, the political principles of the Roman 
Catholics have generally been made to suit the convenience 
of their oppressors, and they have been represented alter- 
nately as slavish or refractory, according as a pretext for 
tormenting them was wanting. The same inconsistency 
has marked Avery other imputation against them. They 
are charged with laxity in the observance of oaths, though 
an doth has been found sufficient to shut them from all 
worldly advaniagea. If they reject some decisions of their 
church, they are said to be sceptics and bad Cbrintians; if 
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When Heaven was yet the Pope’s exclusive trade, 
And icings were damrCd as fast as now they’re mad^! 
No, no — let D — gen-n search the Papal chair^ 

For fragrant treasures long forgotten there ; 

And, as the witch of sunless Lapland thinks 
That little swarthy gnomes delight in stinks, 

I^t sallow P-rc-v-l snuif up the gale 
Which wizard D — gen-n’s gather’d sweets exhale ! 
Enough for me, whose heart has learn’d to scorn 
Bigots alike in Rome or England bom, 

Who loathe the venom, whencesoe’er it springs, 
From Popes or Lawyers,^ Pastry-cooks or Kings ; 
Enough for me to laugh and weep by turns, 

As mirth provokes, or indignation bums. 

As C-nn-ng vapours, or as France succeeds, 

As H-wk-sb’ry proses, or as Ireland bleeds ! 

And thou, my Friend — if, in these headlong days. 
When bigot Zeal her drunken antics plays 
So near a precipice, that men the while 
Look breathless on and shudder while they smile — 
If, in such fearful days, thou’lt dare to look 
To hapless Ireland, to this rankling nook 
Which Heaven has freed from poisonous things in 
vain 

While G-ff-rd’s tongue and M-sgr-ve’s pen remain — 
If thou hast yet no golden blinkers got 
To shade thine eyes from this devoted spot, 

Whose wrongs, though blazon’d o’er the world they 
be, 

Placemen alone are privileged not to see — 

Oh ! turn awhile, and, though the shamrock wreathes 
My homely harp, yet shall the song it breathes 
Of Ireland’s slavery, and of Ireland’s woes, 

Live, when the memory of her tyrant foes 
Shall but exist, all future knaves to warn, 

Embalm’d in hate and canonized by scorn ! 

When C-stl-r — gh,^ in sleep still more profound 
Than his own opiate tongue now deals around, 

Shall wait the impeachment of that awful day 
Which even Ids practised hand can’t bribe away ! 


they admit those very decisions, they are branded as bigots | 
and bad subjects. We are told that confidence and kind- 
ness will make them enemies to the Government, though we 
know that exclusion and injuries have with difficulty pre- ; 
vented them from being its friends. In short, nothing can 
better illustrate the misery of those shifts and evasions by 
which a long course of cowardly injustice must be support- 
ed, than the whole history of Great Britain's conduct towards 
the Catholic part of her empire. 

1 The “Sella Stercoraria'^ of the Popes. — The Right 
Honourable and learned Doctor will find an engraving of 
this chair in Spanheim’s “Disquisitio Historica de Papa 
Foemina,” (p. 118 ;) and I recommend it as a model for the 
fashion of that seat which the Doctor is about to take in the 
Pni?y'Council of Ireland. 

2 When Innocent X. was entreated to decide the con- 
troversy between the Jesuits and the Jansenists, be an- 
swered, that “ he had been bred a Lawyer, and had there- ; 
fore nothing to do with divinity.”— It were to be wished that 
tome of our English pettifoggers knew their element as well 
as Pope Innocent X. 

3 The breach of faith which the managers of the Irish 
Union have been guilty of, in disappointing those hopes of 
emancipation which thejr excited in the bosoms of the 
Catholics, is no new trait in the annals of English policy. 
A similar deceit was practised to facilitate the Union with 
Scotland, and hopes were held out of exemption from the 
Corporation and Test Acts, in order to divert the Parlia- 
ment of that country from encambering the measure with 
any stipulation to that affect. 


And oh ! my friend, wert thou but near me now. 

To see the spring diffuse o’er Erin’s brow 
Smiles that shine out, unconquerably fair, 

Even through the blood-marks left by C-md-n* there! 
Couldst thou but see what verdure paints the sod 
Which none but tyrants and their slaves have trod, 
And didst thou know the spirit, kind and brave, 

That warms the soul of each insulted slave, 

Who, tired with struggling, sinks beneath his lot, 
And seems by all but watchful France forgot— “ 

Thy heart would burn— yes, even thy Pittite heart 
Would bum, to think that such a blooming part 
Of the world’s garden, rich in Nature’s charms, 

And fill’d with social souls and vigorous arms, 
Should be the victim of that canting crew, 

So smooth, so godly, yet so devilish too, 

WTio, arm’d at once with prayer-books and with 
whips,® 

Blood on their hands, and Scripture on their lips, 


1 Not the C-md-n who speaks thus of Ireland : 

“Atque uno verbo dicam, sive lernes fecunditateih, sive 

maris et portuum opportunitatem, sive incolas respicies qui 
bellicosi sunt, ingeniosi, corporum lineamentis conspicui 
miiifica carnis mollitie et propter musculorum teneritatem 
agilitate incredibili, a multis dotibus ita feiix est insula, ut 
non male dixerit Gyraldus, ‘ naturam hoc Zepbyri regnura 
benigniori oculo respexisse.’ ” 

2 The example of toleration, which Bonaparte has given, 
will produce, I fear, no other effect than that of determining 
the British Government to persist, from the very spirit of 
opposition, in their own did system of intolerance and injus- 
tice; just as the Siamese blacken their teeth, “because,” 
as they say, “ the devil has white ones.” (a) 

3 One of the unhappy results of the controversy between 
Protestants and Catholics, is the mutual exposure which 
their criminations and recriminations have produced. In 
vain do the Protestants charge the Papists with closing the 
door of salvation upon others, while many of their own 
writings and articles breathe the same uncharitable spirit. 
No canon of Constance or .Lateran ever damned heretics 
more effectually than the eighth of the Thirty-nine Articles 
consigns to perdition every single member of the Greek 
church, and I doubt whether a more sweeping clause of 
damnation was ever proposed in the most bigoted council, 
than that which the Calvinistic theory of predestination in 
the seventeenth of these Articles exhibits. It is true that no 
liberal Protestant avows such exclusive opinions ; that every 
honest clergyman must feel a pang while he subscribes to 
them; that some even assert the Athanasian Creed to be the 
forgery of one Vigilius Tapsensis, in the beginning of the 
sixth century, and that eminent divines, like Jortin, have not 
hesitated to say, “ There are propositions contained in our 
Liturgy and Articles, which no man of common sense 
amongst us beHeves.”(5) But while all this is freely con- 
ceded to Protestants ; while nobody doubts their sincerity, 
when they declare that their articles are not essentials of 
faith, but a collection of Opinions which have been promul- 
gated by fallible men, and from many of which they feel 
themselves justified in dissenting, — while so much liberty of 
retraction is allowed to Protestants upon their own declared 
and subscribed Articles of religion, is it not strange that a 
similar indulgence should be refused, with such inconvinci- 
ble obstinacy, to the Catholics, upon tenets which their 
church has uniformly resisted and condemned, in every 
country where it has flourished independently ? When the 
Catholics say, “ The decree of the council of Lateran, 
which you object to us, has no claim whatever upon either 
our faith or our reason ; it did not even profess to contain 
any doctrinal decision, but was merely a judicial proceeding 
of that assembly ; and it would be as "fair for us to impute a 
wife ktMng doctrine to the Protestants, because their first 
Pope, Henry VITI. was sanctioned in an indulgence of that 
propensity, as for you to conclude that we have inherited a 
king-deposing taste from the acts of the Council of Lateran, 
or the secular pretensions of our Popes. With respect, too 
to the Decree of the Council of Constance, upon the strength 

(a) See I’Histoire Naturelle et Folit. du Royaume de 
Siam, etc. 

(J) Strictures on the Artides, Subscriptions, etc. 
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Tyrants by creed, and torturers by text, 

Make tlm life hell, in honour of the next! 

Your R-desd-Ies, P-rc-v-Is — oh, gracious Heaven 1 
If Fm presumptuous, be my tongue forgiven. 

When here I swear, by my souFs hope of rest, 

Fd rather have been born, e’er man was blest 
With the pure dawn of Revelation’s light. 

Yes ! — rather plunge me back in Fagan night, 

And take my chance with Socrates for biiss,^ 

Than be the Christian of a faith lilte this, 

Which builds on heavenly cant its earthly sway, 
And in a convert mourns to lose a prey ; 

W^hich, binding polity in spiritual chains, 

And tainting piety with temporal stains,® 


of which you accuse us of breaking faith with heretics, we 
do not hesitate to pronounce that Decree a calumnious for- 
gery, a forgery, too, so obvious and ill-fabricated, that none 
but our enemies have ever ventured to give it the slightest 
credit for authenticity.” — When the Catholics make these 
declarations (and they are almost weary with making them;) 
when they show too, by their conduct, that these declarations 
are sincere, and that their faith and morals are no more regu- 
lated by the absurd decrees of old councils and Popes, than 
their science is influenced by the Papal anathema against 
that Irishman, (a) who first found out the Antipodes: — is it 
not strange that so many still wilfully distrust what every 
good man is so much interested in believing? That so 
many should prefer the dark-lantern of the 13th century to 
the sunshine of intellect which has since spread over the 
world, and that every dabbler in theology, from Mr. Le Me- 
surier down to the Chancellor of the Exchequer, should dare 
to oppose the rubbish of Constance and Lateran to the 
bright triumphant progress of justice, generosity, and truth? 

1 There is a singular work “ upon the Souls of the Pa- 
gans,” by one Franciseus Collius, in which he discusses, 
with much coolness and erudition, all the probable chances 
of salvation upon which a heathen philoso])her may calcu- 
late. He damns without much ditficulty Socrates, Plato, 
etc. and the only one at whose fate he seems to hesitate 
is Pythagoras, in consideration of his golden thigh, and 
the many miracles wiiich he performed ; but, having ba- 
lanced his claims a little, and finding reason to father all 
these miracles on the devil, ho at length, in the twenty-fifth 
chapter, decides upon damning him also. (De Animis Paga- 
iiorum, lib. iv. cap. 20 and 25.)— Dante compromises the 
matter with the Pagans, and gives them a neutral territory 
or Umbo of their own, where their employment, it must be 
owned, is not very enviable — “Senm spome vivemo in 
desio.” Cant, iv. — Among the many errors imputed to Ori- 
gen, he is accused of having denied the eternity of future 
punishment, and, if he never advanced a more irrational 
doctrine, we may forgive him. He went so far, however, as 
to include the devil himself in the general hell-delivery 
which ho supposed would one day or other take place, and 
in this St. Augustin thinks him rather too merciful — “Mise- 
dcordior profecto fuit Origenes, qui et ipsum diabolum,” 
etc. (Do Civitat. Dei, lib. xxi- cap. 17.)— St. Jerom says, 
that, according to Origen, “the devil, after a certain time, 
will be as well off as the angel Gabriel”— “Id ipsum fore 
Gabrielem quod diabolum.” (See his Epistle to Pamma- 
chius.) But Halloix, in his Defence of Origen, denies that 
he had any of this misplaced tenderness for the devil. — 
take the liberty of recommending those notitie upon dam- 
nation to the particular attention of the learned Chancellor 
of the Exchequer. 

2 Mr. Fox, in his Speech on the Repeal of the Test Act 
(1790,) condemns the intermixturo of religion with the politi- 
cal constitution of a state ; “ What purpose (he asks) can 
it serve, except the baleful purpose of communicating and 
receiving contamination? Under such an alliance corrup- 
tion must alight upon the one, and slavery overwhelm the 
other.” 

Locke, too, says of the connexion between Church and 
State, “The boundaries on both sides are fixed and im- 
movable. lie jumbles heaven and earth together, the things 
most remote and opposite, who mixes these two societies, 

(a) Virgilius, surnamed Solivagus, a native of Ireland, 
who maintained, in the 8th century, the doctrine of the An- 
tipodes, and was anathematized accordingly by the Pope. 
John Scotus Erigena, another Irishman, was the first that 
ever waste against transubstantiation. 


I Corrupts both State and Church, and makes an oath 
i The Imave and atheist’s passport into both — 

Which, while it dooms dissenting souls to know 
Nor bliss above nor liberty below, 

Adds the slave’s suffering to the sinner’s fear, 

And, lest he ’scape hereafter, racks him here F 


which are in their original, end, business, and in every thing, 
perfectly distinct and infinitely different from each other.”— 
First LiCttcr on Toleration. 

The corruption of Christianity may be dated from the 
period of its establishment under Constantine, nor could all 
the splendour which it then acquired atone for the peace and 
purity which it lost. 

1 I doubt whether, after all, there has not been as much 
bigotry among Protestants as among Papists. According 
to the hackneyed quotation — 

Iliacos intra muros peccatur et extra. 

The great champion of the Reformation, Melanchthon, 
whom Jortin calls “a divine of much mildness and good- 
nature,^^ thus expresses his approbation of the burning of 
Servetus : “ Legi (he says to Bullinger) qu® d© Served 
blaspbemiis respondistia, et pietatem ac judicia vestra probo. 
Judico etiam senatum Genevensera recte fecisse, quod ho- 
minem pertinacem etnon omissururn blasphemias sustulit; 
ac miratus sum esse qui severitatem illam improbent.”— 
I have great pleasure m contrasting with these “ mild and 
good-natured” sentiments the following words of the Papist 
Baluze, in addressing his friend Conringins: “ Interim ame- 
m«s, mi Conringi, et tametsi diversas opiniones tuemur in. 
causa religionis, moribus taraen diversi non simus, qui 
eadem Uterarum studia sectamur.” — Merman. Conring. 
Epistol. par. secund. p. 56. 

Hume tells ua that the Commons, in the beginning of 
Charles the First’s reign, “ attacked Montague, one ot the 
King’s chaplains, on account of a moderate book which he 
had lately composed, and which, to their great disgust, 
saved virtuous Catholics, as well as other Christians, from 
eternal torments.” — In the same manner a complaint was 
lodged before the Lords of the Council against that excel- 
lent writer Hooker, for having, in the Sermon against 
Popery, attempted to save many of bis Popish ancestors for 
ignorance.-rTo these examples of Protestant toleration I 
shall beg leave to oppose tlie following extract from a letter 
of old Roger Ascham (the tutor of Q-ueen Elizabeth,) which 
is preserved among the Harrington Papers, and was written 
in 1566, to the EaH of Leicester, complaining of the Arch- 
bishop Young, who had taken away his prebend in the 
church of York : “ Master Bourne (a) did never grieve me 
half 80 moche in offering me wrong, as Mr. D'udley and the 
Byshopp of York doe, in taking away my right. No 
byshopp in Cl. Mary’s time would have so dealt with me; 

I not Mr. Bourne hyraself, when Winchester lived, durst have 
so dealt with me. For suchegood estimation in those dayes 
i even the learnedest and wysest men, as Gardener and Car- 
dinal Poole, made of my poore service, that although they 
knewe perfectly that in religion, both by open wrytinge and 
pryvie talke, I was contrarye unto them ; yea, when Sir 
Francis Bnglefield by name did note me speciallye at the 
council-board, Gardener would not suffer me to be called 
thither, nor touched ellswheare, saiinge suche words of me 
in a lettre, as, though lettres cannot, I blushe to write them 
! to your Lordsfaipp. Winchester’s good-will stoode not in 
speaking faire and wisliing well, but he did in deede that for 
me, (i) whereby my wife and children shall live the better 
when f am gone.” (See Nug® Antiquse, vol. i. p. 98, 99 .) — 
If men who acted thus were bigots, what shall we call Mr 
P-rc-v-1? 

In SutclifTs “ Survey of Popery,” there is the following 
assertion : “ Papists, that positively hold the heretical and 
false doctrines of the modern church of Rome, cannot possi- 
bly be saved.’ — Aa a contrast to this and other specimens 
of Protestant liberality, which it would be much more easy 
: than pleasant to collect, I refer my reader to the Declaration 
of Le Pete Courayer, and, while he reads the sentiments of 
this pious man upon toleration, I doubt not he will feel in- 
clined to exclaim with Belsham, “ Blush, ye Protestant 
.bigotel and be confounded at the comparison of your 
own wretched and malignant prejudices with the generoua 

(a) 0ir John Bourne, Principal Secretary of State to 
Q,ueen Mary. 

(by By Gardener’s favour Ascham long held hl« fellaw 
ship, though not reaidwt. 
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But no — ^far other faith, far milder beams 
Of heavenly justice warm the Christian’s dreams 
His creed is writ on Mercy’s page above, 

By the pure hands of all-atoning Love ! 

He weeps to see his soul’s Religion twine 
The tyrant’s sceptre with her wreath divine. 

And 7ie, while round him sects and nations raise 
To the one God their varying notes of praise, 
Blesses each voice, whate’er its tone may be. 

That serves to swell the general harmony 
Such was the spirit, grandly, gently bright, 

That fill’d, oh Fox ! thy peaceful soul with light ; 
While blandly spreading, lilce that orb of air 
Which folds our planet in its circling care, 

The mighty sphere of thy transparent mind 
Embraced the world, and breathed for all mankind ! 
Last of the great, farewell ! — ^yet not the last — 
Though Britain’s sunshine hour with thee be past, 
lerae still one gleam of glory gives, 

And feels but half thy loss while Grattan lives. 


APPENDIX. 


The following is part of a Preface which was in- 
tended by a friend and countryman of mine for a coL 
lection of Irish airs, to which he had adapted Eng- 
lish \vords. As it has never been published, and is 
not inapplicable to my subject, I shall take the liberty 
of subjoining it here. 

;lc * * 

“ Our history, for many centuries past, is creditable 
neither to our neighbours nor ourselves, and ought 
not to be read by any Irishman who wishes either to 
love England or to feel proud of Ireland. The loss 
of independence very early debased our character, 
and our feuds and rebellions, though frequent and 
ferocious, but seldom displayed that generous spirit 
of enterprise with which the pride of an independent 
monarchy so long dignified the struggles of Scotland. 
It is true this i.sland has given birth to heroes who, 
under more favourable circumstances, might have 
left in the hearts of their countrymen recollections as 
dear as those of a Bruce or a Wallace ; but success 
was wanting to consecrate resistance, their cause 
was branded with the disheartening name of treason, 
and their oppressed country was such a blank among 
nations, that, like the adventures of those woods 
which Rinaldo wished to explore, the fame of their 
actions was lost in the obscurity of the place where 
they achieved them. 

■ Errando in quelli boselii 

Trovar potria strane avventure e moite, 


and enlai-ffctl ideas, the noble and animated language of 
tSiis Popish priest.” — xxvii. p. 8d. 

3 La tolerance est la chose du moiide la p’us propro a 
ramenev le sieeie d’ or et a faire «n concert et une harmonie 
de plusieurs voix ot instruments dc diff6rents tons et notes, 
aussi agrfeablepour lo moins qiie 1’ uniformity d’ une seule 
voix.” Bswie, Commentaire Philosophique, etc. part. ii. 
chap, vi.— Both Bayle and Locke would have treated the 
Bulfiect of Toleration in a manner more worthy of themselves 
and of the cause, if they had written in an age less distracted 
bv religious prejudices. 


Ma come i luoghi i fatti ancor son foschi, 

Che non se’n ha notizia le pift volte. * 

“ Hence it is that the annals of Ireland, through u 
long lapse of six hundred years, exhibit not one of 
those shining names, not one of those themes of na- 
tional pride, from which poetry borrows her noblest 
inspiration ; and that history, which ought to be the 
richest garden of the Muse, yields nothing to her 
I here but weeds and cypress. In truth, the poet who 
would embellish Ids song with allusions to Irish 
names and events must be content to seek them in 
those early periods when our character was yet un- 
alloyed and original, before the impolitic craft of our 
conquerors had divided, weakened, and disgraced 
us ; and the only traits of heroism which he can 
venture at this day to commemorate, with safety to 
himself, or, perhaps, with honour to the country, are 
to be looked for in those times when the native 
monarchs of Ireland displayed and fostered virtues 
worthy of a better age ; when our MalacMes wore 
collars of gold which they had won in single combat 
from the invader,^ and our Briens deserved the bless- 
ings of a people by ail the most estimable qualities 
of a king. It may be said indeed that the magic of 
tradition has shed a chann over this remote period, 
to which it is in reality but little entitled, and that 
most of the pictures, which we dwell on so fondly, 
of days when this island was distinguished amidst the 
gloom of Europe, by the sanctity of her morais^the 
spirit of her knighthood, and the polish of her schools, 
are little more than the inventions of national par- 
tiality, that bright but spurious offspring which vanity 
engenders upon ignorance, and with which the first 
records of every people abound. But the sceptic is 
scarcely to be envied who would pause for stronger 
proofs than we already possess of the early glories 
of Ireland ; and were even the veracity of all these 
proofs surrendered, yet who would not fly to such 
flattering fictions from the sad degrading truths which 
the histoiy of later times presents to us 1 

“ The language of sorrow however is, in general, 
best suited to our music, and with themes of this na- 
ture the poet may be amply supplied. There is not 
a page of our annals which cannot afford him a sub- 
ject, and while the national Muse of other countries 
adorns her temple with trophies of the past, in Ire- 
land her altar, like the shrine of Pity at Athens, is to 
be known only by the tears that are shed upon it; 
* lacrymis altaria sudantP 

“ There is a well-known story, related of the An- 
tiochians under of reign of Theodosius, which is not 
only honourable to the powers of music in general, 
but which applies so peculiarly to the mournful melo- 
dies of Ireland, that I cannot resist the temptation of 
introducing it here. — The piety of Theodosius would 
have been admirable, if it had not been stained with 
intolerance ; but his reign affords, I believe, the first 
example of a disqualifying penal code enacted by 
Christians against Christians.'^ Wlrether his inter- 

1 Ariosto, canto iv. 

2 See Warner’s History of Irelaml, vol. i. book Lx. 

3 Statius, Thebaid, lib. sii. 

4 “ A sortof civilexconurmnication (says Gibbon,) which 
separated thern from iheir fellow-citizens by a peculiar brand 
of inf^amy ; and this declaration of the supreme magistrate 
, tended to justify, or at least to excuse, the insults of a fa 




ference with the religion of the Antiochians had any 
share in the alienation of their loyalty is not expressly 
ascertained by historians; but severe edicts, heavy 
taxation, and the rapacity and insolence of the men 
whom he sent to govern them, sufficiently account 
mr the discontents of a waim and susceptible people. 
Repentance soon followed the crimes into which their 
impatience had hurried them, but the. vengeOce of 


intolerance. 


\- ^ *4; 


the Emperor was implacable’, and pun^hmTn ts of ^ 
the most dreadful nature hung over the city ofAn-'-?- ~ 

tioch, whose devoted inhabitants totally resigned to 
despondence, wandering through the streets and 
public assemblies, giving utterance to their grief in 
dirges of the most touching lamentations. At length, 


natic populace. The sectaries were ffraduallv disoualifipH 
for the possession of honourable or lucrative employmems 
fwlpn was satisfied with his own justice when he 

meZr^l^aLT *«“> ‘«»“- 

1 Miin TIV« jrMifj, *«. jgiciang, 


With Th ‘® intercede 

entreaties coldly re- 
jected, adopted the expedient of teaching these senes 
of sot^ow, which he had heard from thehps of iS 
unfortunate countrymen, to the minstrels who per- 
formed for the Emperor at table. The heart of Theo- 

[his cup while he listened, and the Antiochians were 
orgiven.--SareIy, if music ever spoke the misfortunes 
®''®'’ co^ciJiMo forgiveness for 
»€!■ » 
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THE sceptic; 

A PHILOSOPHICAL SATIRE- 


NOMON IIANTOH BASIAEA. 

Pindar, ap. Berodot. iiD. a. 


PEEFACE. 


The sceptical philosophy of the ancients h^teen 

mild virtues of humility and patience, than any o 

denying its 'lu^stin expresses 

rtto literXct”ai’nBt thehanieheans, “nemo 

*^o:^ldicatiamseinvenissevenmtem;.ce^ 

rm^SinvestigaUandthenecessUy.^^^^^^^^^ 

impokd upon themsekes of studying, ^ 

sTtem of philosophy, but every art and science 
Spretended to lay its basis in truth, thy ”eces- 

in any particular system. It required aU the tommg 
of do^atism to overthrow the dogmatism ^ lys- 
ing; and the Sceptics, in this 

5rHSSB’B"C 

Lipsius, whose treatise on the ^raeles of Vi^o 
Hailensis will suiBciently save him from all suspi 
cion of scepticism. “ Lahore, ingemo, memona supra 

omnespen!philosophos fuisse.— auid nonne omraa 

aliorurnseotatenere debuenmtet mqmrere, si po e- 

runt refellerel res dicit. Nonne oratiyes vanas 
raras, subtiies inveniri ad tam receptas, claras, certas 


(ut videbatur) sententias eyertendas?” etc. etc.’ 
Manuduct. ad Philosoph. Stoic. Diss. 4. » . 

The difference between the scepticism ot the an- 
cients and the modems is, that the former doubt^ 
for the purpose of investigating, as may be exempli- 
fied by the third hook of Aristotle’s Metaphysics, 
while the latter investigate for the purpose of dOTbt- 
ing, as may be seen through most of the philosophical 
works of Hume.” Indeed the Pyrrhonism of latter 
days is not only more subtle than that of antiquity, 
but, it must be confessed, more dangerous m ityen- 
dency. The happiness of a Chrisban depend so 
' much upon his belief, that it is natural he should feel 
alarm at the progress of doubt, lest it steal by degree 
into the region from which he is most mterested m 
excluding it, and poison at last the very sprang of bs 
consolation and hope. StiU, however, the Atones rf 
doubting ought not to deter a phdosophioal mind from 
indulging mildly and rationally in its use ; and there 
is nothing, I think, more consistent with 
spirit of Christianity, than the scepticism of him who 
professes not to extend his distrust beyond the circle 
‘of human pursuits, and the pretensions of human 
knowledge. A philosopher of Ais kind is “““S' 
readiest to admit the claims of Heaven upon his fai* 
and adoration : it is only to the wi^om of this weak 
world that he refuses, or at least delays his ysent 
I it is only in passing through the shadow rf earth that 
his mind undergoes the eclipse of scepticism. No 
1 follower of Pyrrho has ever spoken 
against the dogmatists than St. Paul himself, m the 
First Epistle to the Corinthians ; and there are pas- 
sages in Ecclesiastes and other parts of Scripture 
which justify our utmost diffidence in all that human 
r^son'origfnates. Even the scepdes of antiqui^ 
refrained from the mysteries of theology, and, m 
entering the temples of religion, laid aside their phi- 
, losoph; at the porch. Sextus Empiricus thus declares 

the acquiescence of his sect in the general belief of a 


1 Pvtr. Ilypoth. The reader may find tolerably dear 
ah.trVct of ?Ws work of Sextus tn LaVentt 

» ATS ^ Ktr iViif chu.tK ii« 


1 See Martin. Shoockius de Scepticismo, who endeavours, 
I think weakly, to refute this opinion of Lipsius. 

3 Errt suTropua-at* /SouXo^svois srpoopyoo to Jjes 

5ropiicr«‘ Metaphys. lib. iii. cap. 1. 

3 Neither Hume, however, nor Berkeley, are to be 

hv the mi<5renresentationB of Beattie, whose book, however 
Tm iaWv KtenS, asipears to me a most unphilosophical 
I OTeiudicos, and a coniinuod 


abstract of this work ot amiably intended, afipears to most u i 

ties Sciences, by Mersenne, hv. pundamenti. appeal to popular feelings and prejudices, and 

3 Lib. coutra Bpist. MauicbtSi q ngjitiy priMcipi* throughout. 

Cio. Paris, tom. vi ^ 
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superintending Providence: T(i> pcv /?£<;o KaraKoXov- 
&OVVTSS ^afisv tivai dsovs Kai cslSofiSv ■Seovs 

Kai TTpovoetv avrovg (paptv. Lib. iii. cap. 1. In short, 
it appears to me that this rational and well-regulated 
scepticism is the only daughter of the schools that 
can be selected as a handmaid for piety : he who dis- 
trusts the light of reason will be the first to follow a 
more luminous guide ; and if, with an ardent love for 
truth, he lias sought her in vain through the ways of 
this life, he will turn with the more hope to that bet- ^ 
ter world, wdiere all is simple, true, and everlasting : 
for there is no parallax at the zenith — it is only near 
our troubled horizon that objects deceive us into 
vague and erroneous calculations. 


THE SCEPTIC. 


As the gay tint that decks the vernal rose,* 

Not in the flower, but in our vision glows j 
As the ripe flavour of Falemian tides 
Not in the wine, but in our taste resides ; 

So when, with heartfelt tribute, we declare 
That Marco ’s honest and that Susan ’s fair, 

’T is in our minds, and not in Susan’s eyes 
Or Marco’s life, the worth or beauty Hes : 

For she, in flat-nosed China, would appear 
As plain a thing as Lady Anne is here ; 

And one light joke, at rich Loretto’s dome 
Would rank good Marco with the damn’d at Rome. 

There ’s no deformity so vile, so base, 

That ’tis not somewhere tiiouglit a charm, a grace ; 
No foul reproach that may not steal a beam 
From other suns, to bleach it to esteem !'■* 


1 “ The particular bulk, number, figure, and motion of 
the parla ot’firo or snow are really in them, whether anyone 
p«»rceive them or not, and therefore they may be called real 
qualities, because they really exist in those bodies; but light, 
heat, whiteness, or coldness, are no more really in them than 
sickness or pain is in manna. Take away the sensation of 
them ; let not the eye see light or colours, nor the ears hear 
sounds, let the pakite not taste, nor the nose smell, and all 
colours, tastes, odours, and sounds, as they are such parti- 
cular ideas, vanish and cease.” — Locke, book ii. chap. 8. 

Bishop Berkeley, it is well known, extended this doctrine 
even to primary qualities, and supposed that matter itself 
has but an ideal existence. How shall we apply the bishop’s 
theory to that period which preceded the formation of man, 
when our system of sensible things was produced, and the 
sun shone, and the waters flowed, without any sentient being 
to witness them 1 The spectator, whom Wbiston supplies, 
will scarcely solve the difficulty : “ To speak my mind free- 
ly,” says he, “ I believe that theMessias was there actually 
present.”-— See WMston^ of the Mosaic Creation. 

2 Boetius employs this argument of the Scejfjtics, among his 
consolatory reflections upon the emptiness of fame. “ Uuid 
quod diversarmn gont.ium mores inter se atque instituta dis- 
cordant, lit quod lipud alios laude, apud alios snpplicio dig- 
num judicetur'J” lab. ii. prosa. 7.— Many amusinginstancea 
of diversity, in the tastes, manners, and morals of different 
nations, may be found throughout the works of that interest- 
ing sceptic Lc Motln* loVayer. — See his Opuscule Sceptique, 
his treatise “de la Stecto Scoptique,” and, above all, those 
Dialogues, not to be found in his works, which he published 
under the name of Horatius Tubero- — The chief objection 
to these writing.^ of Le Vayer (and it is a blemish whicb, 1 
think, may bo felt in the Esprit dew Loix,) is the suspicious 
obscurity of the sources from which he frequently draws his 
instances, and the indiscriminate use which he makes of the 
lowest populace of the library, those lying travellers and 
wonder mongers, of whom Bhaftesbury complains, in his 
Advice to an Author, as having tended in his own time to 
‘he diffusioa of a very dcioua sort of icepticisra. Voh i. p. 


Ask, who is wise ?— you ’ll find the self-same man 
A sage in France, a madman in Japan ; 

And here some head beneath a mitre swells, 

Which there had tingled to a cap and bells ; 

Nay, there may yet some monstrous region be, 
Unknown to Cook, and from Napoleon free, 

Where C*stl*r**gh would for a patriot pass, 

And mouthing jVI*Jgr*ve scarce be deem’d an ass ! 

“ List not to reason,” Epicurus cries, 

“ But trust the senses, there conviction lies — * 

Alas ! they judge not by a purer light, 

Nor keep their fountains more untinged and bright : 
Habit so mars them, that the Russian sw'ain 
Will sigh for train-oil wliile he sips champagne ; 

And health so rules them, that a fever’s heat 
Would make even Sli*r*d*n think water sw^eet * 

Just as the mind the erring sense^ believes, 

The erring mind, in turn, the sense deceives, 

352. ‘ The Pyrrhonism of Le Vayer, however, is of the most 
innocent and playful kind ; and Villemandy, the author of 
Scepticismus Debellatus, exempts him specially in the decla- 
ration of war which be denounces against the other armed 
neutrals of the sect, in consideration of the orthodox limits 
within which he has confined his incredulity. 

1 This was also the creed of those modem Epicureans, 
whom Ninon de I’Enclos collected around her in the Rue 
des Tournelles, and whose object seems to have been to 
decry the faculty of reason, as tending only to embarrass our 
use of pleasures, witliout enabling us, in any degree, to avoid 
their abuse. Madame des Houlieres, the fair pupil of Des 
Barreaux in the arts of poetry and voluptuousness, has de- 
voted most of her verses to this laudable purpose, and is 
such a determined foe to reason, that, in one of her pasto- 
rals, she congratulMtcs her sheep on the want of it. St. Evre- 
mont speaks thus upon the subject: 

“ (In melange ineertain d’osprit et de matjere 
Nous fait vivre avec trop ou trop peu de lumiere. 

Nature, 61eve-nou8 a la clart6 des anges, 

Ou nous abaise au sens dea simples animaux.” 

Which sentiments I have thus ventured to paraphrase! 

Had man been made, at Nature’s birth, 

Of only flame, or only earth, 

Had he been form’d a perfect whole 
Of purely that, or grossly this, 

Then sense would ne’er have clouded soul, 

Nor soul restrain’d the sense’s bliaa. 

Oh happy ! had his light been strong, 

Or had he never shared a light, 

Which burns enough to show he ’s wrong, 

Yet not enough to lead him right! 

2 See those verses upon the fallaciousness of the senstes, 
beginning “Fallunt nos oculi,” etc. among the fragments of 
Petronius. The most sceptical of the ancient poets was 
Euripides, and I defy the whole school of Pyrrho to produce 
a more ingenious doubt than the following: 

Ttg S'* oiSsu SI l^viv too3-’ o nsxkr.rxi Sssvsiv, 

To ^>)v Sb S-i’i^rxEiv ECTTt.— See Laert. in Pyrrh. 

Socrates and Plato were the grand sources of ancient 
scepticism. Cicero telKs ns (de Orator, lib. iii.) that they 
supplied Arcesilas with the doctrines of the Middle Acade- 
my ; and how much these re.semblcd the tenets of the Scep- 
tics, may bo seen even in Sextus Empiricus, (lib. i. cap. 33.) 
who, with all his distinctions, can scarcely prove any diflkr- 
ence. One is sorry to find that Epicurus was a dogmatist; 
and I rather think his natural temper would have led him to 
the repose of scepticism, if the Stoics, by their violent oppo- 
sition, had not forced him to be as ohstinale as tliemseives. 
Indeed Plutarch, in rejiorting some of his opinions, repre- 
sents him as delivering them with considerable hesitation 
Ejr<xo«|>0{: ooJjV iwarsyivwirxiE* tcutwv, tco svSsx’> 

ftivov, De jpiacit, Piiilosoph. lib. ii. cap. 13. Sec also the 
2j8t and 22d chapters. But that the leading ehuracrensties 
of the sect were self-sufficiency and dogmatism, appears 
from what Cicero says of Velleius, De Natur. Door.— “Tom 
Velleius, fidentur sane, ut aolent isfi, nihil tarn verens quans 
ne dobitare aliqua de re vidoretur ” 
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And cold disgast can find but wrinkles there, 

Where passion fancies all that ’s smooth and fair. 
j(( * * sees, upon his pillow laid, 

A face for which ten thousand pounds were paid, 

Can tell, how quick before a jury flies 

The spell that mock’d the warm seducer’s eyes . 

Self is the medium least refined of all 
Through which opinion’s searching beam can fall; 
And, passing there, the clearest, steadiest ray 
Will tinge its light and turn its line astray. 

Th’ Ephesian smith a holier charm espied 
In Dian’s toe, than all his heaven beside 
And true religion shines not half so true 
On one good living as it shines on two. 

Had W— Ic— t first been pension’d by the Throne, 
Kings would have suffer’d by his praise alone ; 

And P— ine perhaps, for something snug per ann., 
Had laugh’d, like W-ll~sly, at aU Rights of Blan ! 


But ’tis not only individual minds 

Tliat habit tinctures, or that interest blinds ; 

Whole nations, fool’d by falsehood, fear, or pride, 
Their ostrich-heads in self-illusion hide ; 

Thus England, hot from Denmark’s smoking meads. 
Turns up her eyes at Gallia’s guilty deeds ; 

Thus, selfish still, the same dishonouring chain 
She binds in Ireland, she ^vould break in Spain ; 
While praised at distance, but at home forbid, 

Rebels in Cork are patriots at Madrid ! 

Oh I trust me, Self can cloud the brightest cause, 

Or gild the worst and then, for nations’ laws ‘ 

Go, good civilian, shut thy useless book ; 

In force alone for laws of nations look. 

Let shipless Danes and whining Yankees dwell 
On naval rights, with Grotius and Vattel, 

WliQe C— bb — t’s 2 pirate code alone appears 
Sound moral sense to England and Algiers ! 

Woe to the Sceptic, in these party days. 

Who burns on neither shrine the balm of praise ! 

For him no pension pours its annual fruits, 

No fertile sinecure spontaneous shoots; 

Not his the meed that crown’d Don H— kh— m’s 
rhyme, 

Nor sees he e’er, in dreams of future time, ^ 

Those shadowy forms of sleek reversions rise, 

So dear to Scotchmen’s second-sig hted eyes I 


I Yet who, that looks to time’s accusing leaf, 

Where Whig and Tory, thief opposed to thief, 

On either side in lofty shame are seen,^ 

While Freedom’s form hangs crucified between-™" 
jWho, B— -rd— tt, who such rival rogues can see, 
But flies from both to honesty and thee? 

I If giddy with the world’s bewildering maze,® 
Hopeless of finding, through its weedy w^ays. 

One flower of truth, the busy crowd we shun, 

And to the shades of tranquil learning run. 

How many a doubt pursues how oft we sigh, 

I When histories charm, to think that histories lie ! 
That all are grave romances, at the best, 

‘ ^nd M sgr — ^ve’s*^ but more clumsy than the rest ! 

By Tory Hume’s seductive page beguiled, 

We fancy Charles was just and Strafford mild;^ 
And Fox himself, with party pencil, draws 
‘ Monmouth a hero, “for the good old cause I”*’ 
Then, rights are wrongs, and victories are defeats, 
I As French or English pride the tale repeats ; 

And, when they tell Corunna’s story o’er, 

I They’ll disagree in all, but honouring Moore ! 


1 See Acts, chap, six.; where every line reminds one of 
those reverend craftsmen who are so ready to cryout— 
“ The church is in danger'l” , ^ 

“For a certain man named Demetrius, a silversmith, 
which made silvbr shrines for Diana, brought no small gain 

unto the craftsmen. • . .i i c 

“ Whom he called together, with the workmen of like 
occupation, and said, Sirs, ye know that by this craft we 
have our wealth : 


“ So that not only this our craft is likely to he set at 
nought, but also that the temple of the great goddess Diana 
should be despised,” etc. etc. 

2 With most of this writer’s latter politics 1 confess Ueel 
a most heartv concurrence, and perhaps, if I were an Jj^ng- 
Ushman, my pride might lead me to acquiesce m that 
of lawless, unlimited sovereignty, which he claims so boldly 
for his country at sea; but, viewing the question somewhat 
more disinterestedly, and as a friend to the common rights 
of mankind, I cannot help thinking that the doctrines which 
he maintained upon the Copenhagen expedition, and the 
differences with America, would establish a species of mari- 
time tyranny, as discreditable to the character of England, 
PS it would be galling and unjust to the other nations of the 
world 


1 This I have borrowed from Use and Muse of 

Parliaments, -p. IM. , • r. u- 

2 The agitation of the ship is one of the chief difncultiea 
which impede the discovery of the longitude at sea ; and the 
tumult and hurry of life are equally unfavourable to that 
' calm level of mind which is necessary to an inquirer after 

the mean time, our modest Sceptic, in the absence of 
truth, contents himself with probabilities, resembling in this 
‘ respect those suitors of Penelope, who, when they found 
that they could not possess the mistress herself, very wisely 
1 resolved to put up with her maids; th IIhksXostji 
JWH TKOTHS s/Aiyvvro S-spasraiveets. Pln- 

tarch risp* IlaiS'wv Aywyn?. 

3 See a curious work, entitled, “Eeflections upon Learn- 
ing,” written on the plan of Agrippa’s “ De Vanitate Scien- 
tiai-um,” but much more honestly and skilfully executed. 

4 This historian of the Irish rebellions has outrun even 
his predecessor in the same task, Sir John Temple, for whose 
character with respect to veracity the reader may consult 
Carte’s Collection of Ormond’s Original Papers, p._207. bee 
also Dr. Nelson’s account of him, in the Introduction to the 
second volume of his Historic. Collect. ^ 

5 He defends Strafford’s conduct as “innocent and even 

laudable.” In the same spirit, speaking of the arbitrary 
sentences of the Star Chamber, he says-“ The severity of 
the Star Chamber, which was generally ascribed to Laud s 
passionate disposition, was perhaps, in itself, somewhat 
blameable.”— See Towers upon Hume. ^ 

6 That fle.xibility of temper and opinion, which the habits 
of scepticism are so calculated to produce, are thus pleaded 
for bv Mr. Fox, in the voij sketch of Monmouth to which 
I allude; and this part of the picture the historian may be 
thought to have drawn for himself. “ One of the most 
conspicuous features in his character seems to have been a 
remarkable, and, as some think, a culpable degree ot flexi- 
bility. That such a disposition is preferable to its opposite 
Gxtrome will b6 adn^itted by all, who think that modesty, 
even in excess, is more nearly allied to wisdom than conceit 
and self-sufficiency. He wffio has attentively considered me 
political, or indeed the general concerns of lite, may possibly 
cro still further, and may rank a willingness to be convinced, 
or, in some cases, even without conviction, to concede our 
own opinion to that of other men, among the principal m- 
<^redients in the composition of practical wisdom. —I no 
Sceptic’s readiness of concession, however, ansefm ore from 
uncertainty than conviction, more from a suspicion that his 
own opinion may he wrong, than from any persuasion that 
the opinion of his adversary is right “Rmay 

the courteous and sceptical formula, •with which the Dutch 
were accustomed to reply to the statements of ambassadors. 
—See Lloyd's State WortUes, art. Sir Thomas WiaU 
To the historical fragment of Mr. Fox, we may apply 
what Pliny says of the last unfinished works of celebrated 
1 arti8ts—“ In lenooinio commendationis dolor est manus, cum 
id rnreret, extmctiB.”""Lib. XXXV. cap. 2. 


THE SCEPTIC. 


231 


Nay, future pens, to flatter future courts, | 

May cite perhaps the Park-guns’ gay reports, 

To prove that England triumph’d on the morn 
Which found her Junot’s jest and Europe’s scorn ! 

In science too — how many a system, raised 
Like Neva’s icy domes, awhile hath blazed 
With lights of fancy and with forms of pride, 

Then, melting, mingled with the oblivious tide ! 

Now Earth usurps the centre of the sky, 

Now Newton puts the paltry planet by ; 

Now whims revive beneath Descartes’s^ pen, 

Which now^ assail’d by Locke’s, expire again: 

And when, perhaps, in pride of chemic powers, 

We think the keys of Nature’s kingdom ours, 

Some Davy’s magic touch the dream unsettles. 

And turns at once our allcalis to metals ! 

Or, should we roam, in metaphysic maze, 

Through fair-built theories of former days, 

Some Dr — mm — d^ from the north, more ably skill’d, 
Like other Goths, to min than to build. 

Tramples triumphant through our fanes o’erthrown, 
Nor leaves one grace, one glory of his own I \ 

Oh Learning! Learning! whatsoe’er thy boast, 
Unletter’d minds have taught and charm’d us most : 
The rude, unread Columbus was our guide 
To worlds, which learn’d Lactantius had denied, 

And one wild Shakspeare, following Nature’s lights, 
Is worth whole planets, fill’d with Stagyrites ! 


1 Descartes, who is considered as the parent of modern | 
scepticism, says, that there is notluiig in tlie whole range of 
piiilosophy which does not. admit, of two opposite opinions, 
and which is not involved in doubt and uncertainty. “In 
Fhiloeophia nihil adhuc reperiri, de quo non in utramque 
partem disputatur, hoc est, quod non sit incertum et duhi- 
um.” Gassendi is another of our modern sceptics, and 
Wodderkopff, in his DLssertation “ Do Scepticismo profano 
etsacro” (Argentorat. 1000,) has denounced Erasmus as a 
follower of Pyrrho, for his opinions upon the Trinity, and 
some other subjects. To these if wo add the names of 
Bayle, Maliebranche, Drydon, Locke, etc. etc. 1 think there 
Is no one who need be ashamed of doubting in such company. 

2 See this gentleman’s Academic Qxwstiom. 


See grave Theology, when once she strays 
From Revelation’s path, what tricks she plays ! 

How many various heavens hath Fancy’s wing 
Explored or touch’d from Papias’ down to King!® 
And hell itsellj in India nought but smoke,® 

In Spain ’s a furnace, and in France—a joke. 

Hail, modest ignorance ! thou goal and prize. 

Thou last, best knowledge of the humbly wise ! 

Hail, sceptic ease ! when error’s waves are past, 
How sweet to reach thy tranquil port'^ at last, 

And, gently rock’d in undulating doubt, 

Smile at the sturdy wdnds which war without ! 

There gentle Charity, who knows how frail 
The bark of Virtue, even in summer’s gale, 

Sits by the nightly fire, whose beacon glows 
For all who wander, whether friends or foes ! 

7Viere Faith retires, and keeps her white sail furl’d, 
Till call’d to spread it for a purer world ; 

While Patience lingers o’er the weedy shore, 

And, mutely waiting till the storm be o’er, 

Turns to young Hope, who still directs his eye 
To some blue spot, just breaking in the sky ! 

These are the mild, the blest associates given 
To him who doubts, and trusts in nought but Heaven , 


1 Papias lived about the time of the Apostles, and is sup* 
posed to have given birtii to the heresy of the Chili asite, whose 
heaven was by no means of a spiritual nature, but rather an 
anticipation of the Projjhet of Hera’s elysium. See Euse- 
bius Hist. Ecclesiast. lib. iii. cap. 33, and Hieronym. de 
Scriptor. Ecclesiast. — though, from all that I can find in 
these authors concerning Papias, it seems hardly fair to im- 
pute to him tliose gro-^s imaginations in which the believera 
of the sensual millennium indulged. 

2 King, in his Morsels of Criticism, vol. i. supposes the 
sun to be the receptacle of blessed spirits. 

3 The Indians call hell “ The House of Smoke.” See 
Picart upon the Religion of the Banians. The reader who 
is curious about infernal matters may be edified by consult- 
ing Rusca de Inferno, particularly lib. ii. cap. 7, 8, where he 
will find the precise sort'of fire ascertained in which wicked 
spirits are to be burned hereafter. 

4 “Chere Sceptique, douce pdture de mon ame, et 
1’ unique port de ealut a un esprit qui aime le repos 1” — 
Mothe. le Foyer. 
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DEDICATION. 

TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE OF WALES. 

Sin,— In aEowing me to dedicate tUe work to your Royal Highness, you hare conferred upon 
me an honour wWdi 1 feel very sensibly : and I have oriy to regret that the pages which you have 
thus distinguished ate not more deserving of such illustrious patronage. 

Believe me, Sir, 

With every sentiment of respect, 

Your Royal Highness’s 

Very grateful and devoted Servant, 

^ ^ THOMAS MOORE, 


advertisement. 


It may be necessary to mention that, in arranging 
the Odes, the Translator has adopted the order of 
the Vatican MS. For those who wish to refer to the 
original, he has prefixed an Index, which marks the 
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AN ODE 

BY THE TRANSLATOR. 

Kni hoSivois Taitrjait 
Triton TTor’ 5 fifiXis*}?? 

^IKapos ysX(av sksito, 
MeOvm' re Kai "Xypi^wv 
Apipi avTov ol S’ cpo)T£S 
^AraXoi ffvve^opsvffav 
0 SsXjj ra rrjs KvOripris 
Eirout, ^■'vy^r/S' oi^ovs* 

O Se Xcvm ropcftvpoiffi 
'Kpiva cvv jjoSoLfft rXE^ay, 
E^tXet s’c^wv yzpovra* 

H St GsaciJv avucrcra, 

SO*!*!!! TTor’ e^ OXvprov 
'Effopcoa’ AvaKpeovra, 
Ecopwcra rovs epiaras^ 
YiTopeiSiaiTmg eittc * 

!Eo0£j S’ S)s AvaKpeovra 
Tov tro^wrarov Smivrm^ 
KaXsovcrtv oi mfpig'aif 
Ti, yspct)Vf reov ^lov ptv 
Tois £/3wfff, Tip Avaitp^i 
K’ ovK tpoi Kparsiv eSomas J 
Ti ^thrjpa TTjs livdrjprjs, 

Ti KVTTsXXa Tov Avaiou, 

Aisi y' erpvipjjcrag (fScjp, 

OvK epovsvopovg SiSaamv^, 
OvK epov \a^u}v awrov; 

'O St Trjiog peXig-tjg 
Mtjrs Sve^epaivtf (pijai^ 

'On, Oea^ <tov y’ avsv pev^ 

'0 ao(p(t>TaTog aravrm 
Xlapa ru>v ao^iav KaXovpai* 
^(XeW, TTfW, Xupii^w, 

Mcra rcijv mXwv ywattcm 
A^eXiag St rtpitva rat^o), 

Slg \vpr} yap, epov 7}Top 
Avarcvet povovg epiarag' 

*SlSt ^ LOTOV yakqvriv 
^tXstt)!* paXi^a ravTivVt 
Ov cro^og peXipSog tipi ; 

Tig cro<p(jiTepog ptv tg-i. 


REMARKS ON ANACREON. 


Thkee is very little known with certainty of the 
life of Anacreon. Chamjeleon Heracleotes,* who 
wrote upon the subject, has been lost in the general 
wreck of ancient literature. The editors of the poet 
have collected the few trifling anecdotes which are 
scattered through the extant authors of antiquity, and, 
supplying the deficiency of materials by fictions of 
their own imagination, they have arranged, what they 
call, a life of Anacreon. These specious fabrications; 
are intended to indulge that interest which we natu- 
rally feel in the biography of illustrious men ; but it 
is rather a dangerous kind of illusion, as it confounds 


1 H® iS Quoted by Atbensetis «v tw yrspi rov Av^^tpioVTos# 

^ (jr 


the limits of history and romance,’ and is too often 
supported by unfaithful citation,® 

Our poet was bom in the city of Teos, in the deli- 
cious region of Ionia, where every thing respired 
voluptuousness,® The time of ins birth appears to 
have been in the sixth century before Christ,^ and he 
flourished at that remarkable period when, under the 
polished tyrants Hipparchus and Polycrates, Athens 
and Samos were the rival asylums of genius. The 
name of his father is doubtful, and therefore cannot 
be very interesting. His family was perhaps illustri- 
ous, but those who discover in Plato that he was a 
descendant of the monarch Codrus, exhibit, as usual, 
more zeal than accuracy.'* 

The disposition and talents of Anacreon recom- 
mended him to the monarch of Samos, and he was 
formed to be the friend of such a prince as Polycra- 
tes. Susceptible only to the pleasures, he felt not 
the corruptions of the court; and while Pythagoras 
fled from the tyrant, Anacreon was celebrating his 
praises on the lyre. We are told too by Maximus 
Tyrius, that by the influence of his amatory songs he 
softened the naind of Polycrates into a spirit of be- 
nevolence toward his subjects.® 

The amours of the poet and the rivalship of the 
tyranP I shall pass over in silence ; and there are 
few, I presume, who will regret the omission of most 
of those anecdotes, which the industry of some editors 
has not only promulged but discussed. Whatever is 
repugnant to modesty and virtue is considered in 
ethical science, by a supposition very favourable to 
humanity, as impossible ; and this amiable persuasion 
should be much more strongly entertained where the 
transgression wars with nature as well as virtue. 
But why are we not allowed to indulge in the pre- 
sumption? Why are we officiously reminded that 
there have been such instances of depravity ? 

I Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens the 


1 The History of Anacreon, by Monsieur Gacon (le po- 
ete sans fard) is professedly a romance; nor docs Made- 
moiselle Scuderi, from whom he borrowed the idea, pretend 
to historical veracity in her account of Anacreon and Sap- 
pho. These, then, are allowable. But how can Barnes be 
forgiven, who, with all the confidence of a biographer, traces 
every wandering of the poet, and settles him in his old age 
at a country villa near Teos T 

2 The learned Monsieur Bayle has detected some infideli- 
ties of quotation in Le Fevre. See IHctionnaire Histo- 
rique, etc. Madame Dacicr is not more accurate than her 
father : they have almost made Anacreon priiire minister to 
the monarch of Samos. 

3 The Asiatics were as remarkable for genius as for lux- 
ury. “ Ingenia Asiatica inclyta per geiites fecere poetae, 
Anacreon, inde Mininermu.s et Antimachus,” etc. — Solintts, 

4 I have not attempted to define the particular Olympiad, 
but have adopted the idea of Bayle, who says, “ Je n’ai 
point marquC d’Olympiado; car, pour un homme qui a 
v6cu 85 ans, il me semble quo Ton ne doit point s’enfermer 
dans des bornos si dtroites.” 

5 This mistake is fbunded on a false interpretation of a 
very obvious passage in Plato’s Dialogue on Tcuqrorance ; 
it originated with Madame Dacier, and has boon received 
implicitly by many. Gail, a late editor of Anacreon, seems 
to claim to himself the merit of detecting this error ; but 
Bswle bad observed it before him. 

6 AvxxpsMV IIox.uxp«T«F fjptipworj Maxim. Tyf. 

§21. Maximus Tyrius mentions this among other instances 
of the influence of poetry. If Gail had read Maximus 
Tyrius, how could he ridicule this idea in Moutonnet, as 
unhutbenticated? 

7 In the romance of Clelia, the anecdote to which I allude 
is told of a young girl, with whom Anacreon fell in lovo 
while she personated the god Apollo in a mask. But hero 
Mademoiselle Bcmderi consulted tiai.uve more than truth 
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power whicli his father Pisistratus had usurped, was ! 
one of those elegant princes who have polished the 
fetters of their subjects. Pie was the first, according 
to Plato, who edited the poems of Homer, and com- 
manded them to be sung by the rhapsodists at the 
celebration of the Panathentea. As his court was the 
galaxy of genius, Anacreon should not be absent, 
Hipparchus sent a barge for him ; the poet embraced 
the invitation, and the muses and the loves were 
wafted with him to Athens.' 

The manner of Anacreon’s death was singular. 

We are told that in the eighty-fifth year of his age he 
was choked by a grape-stone f and however we may 
smile at their enthusiastic partiality, who pretend that 
it was a peculiar indulgence of Heaven, which stole 
him from the world by this easy and characteristic 
death, we cannot help admiring that his fate should 
be so emblematic of his disposition. Czelius Calcag- 
ninus alludes to this catastrophe in the. following 
epitaph on our poet : 

3 Then, hallow’d sage, those lips which pour’d along 
The sweetest lapses of the cygnet’s song, 

A grape has closed for ever ! 

Here let the ivy kiss the poet’s tomb, 

Here let the rose he loved with laurels bloom, 

In bands that ne’er shall sever! 

But far be thou, oh ! far, unholy vine, ' 

By whom the favourite minstrel of the Nine 

Expired his rosy breath; 

Thy god himself now blushes to confess, 

Unholy vine! he feels he loves thee less, 

Since poor Anacreon’s death ! 

There can scarcely be imagined a more' delightful 
<,heme for the warmest speculations of fancy to wan- 
ton upon, than the idea of an intercourse between 
Anacreon and Sappho. I could wish to believe that 
they were contemporary : any thought of an inter- 
change between hearts so congenial in warmth of 
passion and delicacy of genius gives such play to the 
imagination, that the mind loves to indulge m it; but 
the vision dissolves before historical truth ; and Cha- 
mseleon and Hermesianax, who are the source of the 
supposition, are considered as having merely indulged 
in a poetical anachronism.'^ 

1 There is a very interesting French poem founded upon 
this anecdote,^ imputed to Desy vetaux, and called Ana- 

^^I^FSricius’ appears not to trust very implicitly in this 
Btorv “ Uvm pass® acino tandem sufibcatus, si credunus 
Said® in o^voTroTJ}? *, alii enim hoc mortis genere pensse tra- 
dSit Sophoclem.” Fabricii. Bibliothec. 

15. It must be confessed that Lucian, who tells us that 
Sophocles was choked by a grape-stone, in hi® very same 
treatise mentions the longevity of Anacreon, and 
uo the manner of his death. Could he have been 
of such a remarkable coincidence, or, knowiii^g, could he 
have neglected to remark it? See Kegnier’s Introduction 
to his Anacreon. 

3 At te, sancte senex, acinus sub tartara misit ; 

Cygne® clausit qui tibi vocis iter. _ 

Vos, heder®, tumulum, tumulum vos, cingite laun : 

Hoc rosa perpetuo vernet odora loco ; 

At vitis procul hinc, procul hinc odiosa facessat, 

<^u(B causam dir® protulit, uva, necis, 

Creditur ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare. 

In vatem tantum qu® fuit ausa nefas. 

C©liu8 Calcagninus has translated or imitated the epigrams^ 
<(; Titv Mvpwvof iSoov, which are given under the name ot 
Anacreon. . . 

4 Barnes is convinced of the synchronism of Anacreon 
and Sappho ; but very gratuitously. In citing his ^thon- 


To infer the moral dispositions of a poet from the 
tone of sentiment which pervades his works, is some- 
times a very fallacious analogy: but the soul of Ana- 
creon speaks so unequivocally through his odes, that 
we may consult them as the faithful mirrors of his 
heart.' We find him there the elegant voluptuary, 
i diff using the seductive charm of sentiment over pas- 
sions and propensities at which rigid morality must 
frown. His heart, devoted to indolence, seems to think 
that there is wealth enough in happiness, but seldom 
happiness enough in. wealth ; and the cheerfulness 
with which he brightens his old age is interesting and 
endearing : like his own rose, he is fragrant even in 
decay. But the most peculiar feature of his mind is 
I that love of simplicity which he attributes to himseli 
so very feelingly, and which breathes characteris- 
tically through all that he has sung. In truth, if we 
omit those vices in our estimate which ethnic religion 
not only connived 'at but consecrated, we shall say 
I that the disposition of our poet was amiable; his 
I morality was relaxed, but not abandoned ; and Vir- 
tue with her zone loosened may be an emblem of the 
character of Anacreon.® 

Of his person and physiognomy time has preserved 
such uncertain memorials, that perhaps it were bet- 
Iter to leave the pencil to fancy ; and few can read 
the Odes of Anacreon without imagining the form of 
'the animated old bard, crowned with roses, and sing- 
ing to the lyre.2 


Ursinus has quoted, as of Anacreon, among the testimonies 
j to Sappho : 

X«6a»v eiTstpxg "Siavripu} araphvov 
Fabricius thinks that they might have been contemporary, 
but considers their amour as a tale of imagination. Vossius 
, rejects the idea entirely: as also Olaus Bornchius, etc. etc. 

1 An Italian poet, in some verses on Belleau s translaUon 
of Anacreon, pretends to imagine that our bard did not feel , 
as he wrote. 

Ly®um, Venerem, Cupidinemque 
Senex lusit Anacreon poeta. 

Sed quo tempore nec capaciores 
Bogabat cyatbos, nec intjuietis 
Urebatur amoribus, sed ipsis 

Tantum versibus etjocis arnabat, 

Nullum pr® se habitum gerens amantis* 

To Love and Bacchus, ever young, ^ 

While sage Anacreon touch’d the lyre, 

He neither felt the loves he sung, ^ ^ 

Nor fill’d his bowl to Bacchus bigher. 

Those flowery days had faded long, 

When youth could act the lover’s part ; 

And passion trembled in his song, 

But never, never reach’d his heart. 

52 Anacreon’s character has been variously coloured 
Barnes lingers on it with enthusiastic admiration, but he m 
always extravagant, if not sometimes even profane. Mon- 
Bteur'Bamet, who is in the opposite extreme^, exaggerates 
‘ too much the testimonies which he has consulted ; and wo 
cannot surely agree with him when he cites such a corapil^ 
as Athenmua, as “ un des plus savans critiques de I anti- 

nuite.”-— Jugement des Savans, M.O.V. , 

Barnes could not have read the passage to which he re- 
fers, when he accuses Le Fevre of having censured our 
poet’s character in a note on Longinus; the note in question 
‘ is manifest irony, in allusion to some reiirehension which 
Le Fevre had suffered for his Anacreon; and it is evident 
that praise rather than censure is intimated. See Joharioeg 
I Vulpius de Utiiitate Fodtices, who vindicates our poets 

’^^It'^^^hannes Faber, in hia description of the coin of XJrsi- 
nu8, mentions a head on a 

he supposes was worn in a ring by some admirer of the poet. 

In the Iconographia of Canini there IS ^TEIOS 

Anacreon from a Grecian medal, with the ^letters TEIOS 


and Sappho ; but very gratuitously. In citing his ^thori- Anacreon from _a^ Grecian me , ^ holding a spear 

4468. it is strange that ho neglected the line which Fuhnus 1 around it; on the reverse there is a iNepiune, nom „ 
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After the very enthusiastic eulogiums bestowed by 
the ancients and moderns upon the poems of Ana- 
creon/ we need not be diffident in expressing our 
raptures at their beauty, nor hesitate to pronounce 
them the most polished remains of antiquity.^ They 
are all beauty, all enchantment.^ He steals us so in- 
sensibly along with him, that we sympathize even in 
his excesses. In his amatory odes there is a delicacy 
of compliment not to be found in any other ancient I 
poet. Love at that period was ratlier an unrefined 
emotion ; and the intercourse of the sexes was ani- 
mated more by passion than sentiment. They knew 
not those little tendernesses which form the spiritual 
part of affection ; their expression of feeling was 
therefore rude and unvaried, and the poetry of Love 
deprived of its most captivating graces. Anacreon, 
however, attained some ideas of this gallantly ; and 
the same delicacy of mind which led him to this re- 
finement prevented him from yielding to the freedom 
of language, which has sullied the pages of all the 
other poets. His descriptions are warm; but the 
warmth is in the ideas, not the words. He is sportive 
without being wanton, and ardent without being 
licentious. His poetic invention is most brilliantly 
displayed in those allegorical fictions which so many 
have endeavoured to imitate, because all have con- 
fessed them to. be inimitable. Simplicity is the dis- 
tinguishing feature of these odes, and they interest by 
their innocence, while they fascinate by their beauty : 
they are, indeed, the infants of the Muses, and may 
be said to lisp in numbers. 

I shall not be accused of enthusiastic partiality by 


in his right hand, and a dolphin in the left, with the word 
TIANiiN, inscribed, “ volondoci denoture (says Canini) che 
quelle cittadini la coniassero in honore del suo compatViota 
poeta.” There is also amcnig the coins of de Wilde, one 
which, though it bears no effigy, was probably struck to the 
memory of Anacreon. It has the word THIQN, encircled 
with an ivy crown. “ At quidni respicit h®e corona Ana- 
creontem, nobilem lyricum — Do W ilde. 

1 Besides those which are extant, he wrote hymns, ele- 
gies, epigrams, etc. Some of the epigrams still exist. Ho- 
race alludes to a poem of hia upon the rivalry of Circe and 
Penelope in the affections of Ulysses, lib. i. od. 17. The 
scholiast upon Nicander cites a fragment from a poem upon 
sleep, by Anacreon, and attributes to him likewise a medi- 
cinal treatise. Fulgentius mentions a work of his upon the 
war between Jupiter and the Titans, and the origin of the 
consecration of the eagle. 

2 See Horace, Maximus Tyrius, etc. “His style (says 

Scaliger) is sweeter than the juice of the Indian reed.” 
Poelices, lib. i. cap. 44. — “ From the softness of his verses 
(says Olaus Borrichius) the ancients bestowed on him tlie 
epithets sweet, delicate, graceful, etc.” Dissertationes Aca- 
demics, de Poetis, diss. % — Scaliger again praises him in a 
pun ; speaking of the or ode, “ Anacreon autem non i 

solum dedit hmc sed etiam in ip.sis inella.” — See the j 
passage of Rapin, quoted by alt the editors. I cannot omit j 
citing the following very spirited apostrophe of the author; 
of the Commentary prell’ced to the Parma edition : “ O vos, I 
sublimes anim®, vos, A pollinis alumni, qui post unum Alc-j 
manem in tota Heilade lyricum poesim exsuscitastis, coluistis, j 
amplificastis, quuiso vos an ullus unquam fuerit vates qui; 
Teio cantori vel naturm candorevel metri suavitatepalmam ’ 
praMpuerit.” Bee likewise Vincenzo Gravini della Eag. ' 
Poetic, libro primo, p. 97. — Among the Eitrulti del Cavalier 
Marino, there is one of Anacreon beginning Gingctemi la' 
fronte, etc. etc. 

3 “ We may perceive,’* says Vossius, “ that the iteration 
of his words conduces very much to the sweetness of his 
style.” Henry Stephen remarks the same beauty in a note 
on the forty-fourth ode. This figure of iteration is his most 
appropriate grace. The modern writers of Juvenilia and 
Basia have adopted it to an e.s;cess which destroys the 
affect. 


those who have read and felt the original; but to 
others I am conscious that this should not be the lan- 
guage of a translator, whose faint reflection of these 
beauties can but little justify his admiration of them. 

In the age of Anacreon music and poetry were in- 
separable. These kindred talents were for a long 
time associated, and the poet always sung his own 
compositions to the lyre. It is probable that they were 
not set to any regular air, but rather a kind of musical 
recitation, which was varied according to the fancy 
and feelings of the moment.!^ The poems of Ana- 
creon were sung at banquets as late as the time of 
Aulus Geliius, who tells us that he heard one of the 
odes performed at a birth-day entertainment.'^ 

The singular beauty of our poet’s style, and per- 
haps the careless facility with which he appears to 
have trifled, have induced, as I remarked, a number 
of imitations. Some have succeeded with wonder- 
jfiil felicity, as may be discerned in the few odes 
wffiich are attributed to writers of a later period. But 
none of his emulators have been so dangerous to his 
fame as those Greek ecclesiastics of tlio early ages, 
who, conscious of inferiority to their prototypes, de- 
termined on removing tile possibility of comparison, 
and, under a semblance of moral zeal, destroyed the 
most exquisite treasures of antiquity.'"* Sappho and 
AIcieus v.'^ere among the victims of this violation ; and 
the sweetest flowers of Grecian literature fell be- 
neath the rude hand of ecclesiastical presumption. 
It is true they pretended that this sacrifice of genius 
was canonized by the interests of religion ; but I have 
already assigned the most probable motive and if 
Gregorius Naziaiizenus had not written Anacreon- 
tics, we might now perhaps have the wmrks of the 
Teian unmutilated, and be empowered to say exult- 
ingly with Horace, 

JNTec si quid olirn hisit Anacreon 
Delevit aitas. 

The zeal by which these bishops professed to be ac- 
tuated gave birth, more innocently, indeed, to an 
absurd species of parody, as repugnant to piety as it 
is to taste, where the poet of voluptuousness was 
made a preacher of die gospel, and his muse, like the 
Venus in armour at Lacedasmon, was arrayed in all 
the severities of priestly instruction. Such was the 

1 In the Paris edition there are four of the original odes 
set to music, by citizens Le Sueur, Gt).ssec, Mehul, and Che- 
rubini. “On chante du Latin et do I’ltalien,” says Gail, 
“quelquefois meme sans les entendre; qui erap^che quo 
nous ne ebantions des odes Greeques 1” The chromafie 
learning of these eontposers is very unlike what we are told 
of the simple melody of the ancients; and they have all 
mistaken tlie accentuation of the words. 

2 The I*arma commentator is rather careless in referring 
to this passage of Auius Geiliu.).(]ib, six. cap. 9.)— -The ode 
was not sung by the rhetorician Juiianus, as he says, but 
by the minstrels of both sexes, who were introduced at the 
entertttinraent. 

3 See what Colomesius, in his “Literary Treasures,” hm 
quoted from Alcyonina de Exilio; it may be found in Bax- 
ter. Colomesius, afler citing the passage, adds, “ Hmc auro 
contra cara non potui non upponere.” 

4 We may perceive by the beginning of the first hymn of 
Bishop Synesius, that he made Anacreon and Sappho hi® 
models of compositioa. 

: kvysta 

MeTce Ti^iast' aoiri'sev, 

Mst» AscrSiai/ n fioK-rrxv. 

Margqn'ms and Damascenus were like wise authors ofpiouik 
Anacreontics 
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“ Anacreon, Recantatus,” by Carolus de Aquino, a 
Jesuit, published 1701, which consisted of a series of 
palinodes to the several songs of our poet. Such too 
was the Chi'istian Anacreon of Patrignanus, another 
Jesuit,’' who preposterously transferred to a most 
sacred subject all that Anacreon had sung to festivity. 

His metre has been very frequently adopted by the 
modern Latin poets. Scaliger, Taubmannus, Bar- 
thius,^ and others, have evinced that it is by no 
means uncongenial with that language.'* The Ana- 
creontics of Scaliger, however, scarcely deserve the 
name ; they are glittering with conceits, and, though 
often elegant, are always laboured. The beautiful 
fictions of Angerianus,'^ have preserved, more hap- 
pily than any, the delicate turn of those allegorical 
fables, which, frequently passing through the me- 
diums of version and imitation, have generally lost 
their finest rays in the transmission. Many of the 
Italian poets have sported on the subjects, and in the 
manner of Anacreon. Bernardo Tasso first introduced 
the metre, which was afterwards polished and en- 
riched by Chabriera and others.^ If we may judge 
by the references of Degen, the German language 
abounds in Anacreontic imitations • and Hagedorn® 
is one among many who have assumed him as a 
model. La Farre, Chaulieu, and the other light poets 
of France, have professed too to cultivate the muse 
of Teos ; but they have attained all her negligence, 
with little of the grace that embellishes it. In the 
delicate hard of Chiras’ we find the kindred spirit of 
Anacreon : some of his gazelles, or songs, possess 
all the character of our poet. 

We come now to a retrospect of the editions of 
Anacreon. To Henry Stephen we are indebted for 
having first recovered his remains from the obscurity 
in which they had reposed for so many ages. He 
found the seventh ode, as we are told, on the cover 
of an old book, and communicated it to Victorius, 
who mentions the circumstance in his “Various 
Readings,” Stephen was then very young ; and this 
(discovery was considered by some critics of that day 


1 This, perhaps, is ’'the “ Jesuita quidain Grseculus'’ al- 
luded to by Barnes, who has himself composed an Avsexpsiwv 
3[ptorTt«i»o;, as absurd as the rest, but somewhat more skil- 
fully executed. 

2 I have seen somewhere an account of the MSS. of Bar- 
thius, written just after his death, which mentions many 
more Anacreontics of bis than I believe have ever been pub- 
lished. 

3 Thus too Alhertus, a Danish poet: 

Fidii tui minister 
Gaudebo semper esse 
Gaudebo semper illi 
Li tare thiire mulso ; 

Gaudebo •?fera per ilium 
Laudare pumilillis 
Anacreonticillis. 

See the Danish Poets collected by Rostgaard. 

These pretty littlenesses defy translation. There is a very 
beautiful Anacreontic by Hugo Grotius. See lib. i. Par- 
Taginis., 

4 From Angerianus, Prior has taken his most elegant 
mfythftlogical 8ubj(5Cts.‘* 

5 See Cresimbeni, Historia della Volg. Poes. 

6 L’ aimable Hagedom vaut quelquefois Anacreon. Do- 
rat, Id^e de la Poiisie Alleraande. 

7 See Toderini on the learning of the Turks, as translated 
By De Cournard. Prince Cantemir has made the Russians 
acquainted with Anacreon. See his life, prefixed to a trans- 
lation of his Satires, by the Ahb^f de Guaaco. 




as a literary imposition,* In 1554, however, he gave 
Anacreon to the world,® accompanied with Annota- 
tions and a Latin version of the greater part of the 
odes. The learned still hesitated to receive them as 
the relics of the Teian bard, and suspected them to 
be the fabrication of some monks of the sixteenth 
century. This was an idea from which the classic 
muse recoiled ; and the Vatican manuscript, con- 
sulted by Scaliger amd Salmasius, confirmed the an- 
tiquity of most of the poems. A very inaccurate 
copy of this MS. was talcen by Isaac Vossius, and 
this is the authority which Barnes has followed in his 
collation; accordingly he misrepresents almost as 
often as he quotes ; and the subsequent editors, rely- 
ing upon him, have spoken of the manuscript with 
not less confidence than ignorance. The literary 
world has, at length, been gratified with this curi- 
ous memorial of the poet, by the industry of the 
Abbd Spaletti, who, in 1781. published at Rome a 
fac-simile of the pages of the Vatican manuscript, 
which contained the odes of Anacreon.'* 

Monsier Gail, has given a catalogue of all the edi- 
tions and translations of Anacreon. I find their num- 
ber to be much greater than I could possibly have 
had an opportunity of consulting. I shall therefore 
content myself with enumerating those editions only 
which I have been able to collect; they are very 
few, but I believe they are the most important : — 

edition by Henry Stephen, 15^4, at Paris— 
the Latin version is, by Colomesius, attributed to 
John Dorat.'^ 

The old French translations, by Ronsard and Bel- 
leau — the former published in 1555, the latter in 
1556. It appears that Henry Stephen communicated 
his manuscript of Anacreon to Ronsard before lie 
published it, by a note of Muretus upon one of the 
sonnets of that poet.^ 

The edition of Le Fevre, 1660. 

The edition by Madame Dacier, 1681, with a prose 
translation.® 


1 Robertellus, in bis work “DeRatione corrigendi,” pro- 
nounces these verses to be triflings of some insipid Grterist. 

2 Ronsard commemorates this event ; 

Je vay boire a Henri Etienne 
Q-ui des enfers nousa rendu, 

Da vieil Anacreon perdu. 

La douce lyre Teienne. Ode xv. book 5. 

I fill the bowl to Stephen’s name, 

Who rescued from the gloom of night 
The Teian bard of festive fiime, 

And brought his living lyre to light. 

3 This manuscript, which Spaletti thinks as old as the 

tenth century, was brought from the Palatine into the Va- 
tican library ; it is a kind of anthology of Greek epigrams; 
and in the '67l)th page of it are found the <rvj«Krci. 

o-jascci of Anacreon. 

4 “ Le meme (M. Vossius) m’a dit qu’il avait possM6 un 
Anacr6on, oh Scaliger avait marqu^ de sa main, qu’Henri 
Etienne n’ dtuit pas I’auteur de la version Latine des odea 
de ce poete, mais Jean Dorat.” Faulus Colomesius, Parti- 
cularit^s. 

Colomesius, however, seems to have relied too implicitly 
on Vossius: almost all these Particularit6s begin with “M. 
Vossius m’a dit.” 

5 “ La fiction de ce sonnet, comrae I’auteur mfeme m’a 
dit, est prise d’une ode d’Anacr6on, encoro non imprimee 
qu’il a depuis traduite, cro ptv (otKvi %eXioa)i;.” 

6 The author of Nouvelles de la Repub. des Lett, praises 
this translation very liberBlIy. I have always thought it 
vague and spiritless. 
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The edition by Longepierre, 1684, with a transla- 
tion in verse. 

The edition by Baxter; London, 1695. 

A French translation by La Fosse, 1704. 

“ L’Histoire des Odes d’Anacrdon,” by Monsieur 
Gacon; Rotterdam, 1712, 

A translation in English verse, by several hands, 
1713, in which the odes by Cowley are inserted. 

The edition by Barnes ; London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr. Trapp, 1733, with a Latin ver- 
sion in elegiac metre. 

A translation in English verse, by John Addison, 
1735. 

A collection of Italian translations of Anacreon, 
published at Venice, 1736, consisting of those by 
Corsini, Regnier,* Salvini, Marchetti, and one by se- 
veral anonymous authors.® 

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and 
Doctor Broome, 1760.® 

Another, anonymous, 1768. 

The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781 ; with the 
fac-simile of the Vatican MS. 

The edition by Degen, 1786, who published also a 
German translation of Anacreon, esteemed the best. 

A translation in English verse, by Urquhart, 1787. 

The edition by Citoyen Gail, at Paris, seventh 
year, 1799, with a prose translation. 


ODES OF ANACREON. 


ODE I* 

I 0AW the smiling bard of pleasure, 
The mihstrel of the Teiatt measure ; 
’T was in a vision of the night, 

He beam’d upon my wandering eight : 
I heard his voice, and warmly press’d 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 

His tresses wore a silvery die, 

But beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 

Through the mist of soft desire. 


His lip exhaled, whene'er he sigh’d, 

The fragrance of the racy tide ; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet, 

He came my cordial kiss to meet, 

An infant of the Cyprian band 
Guided him on with tender hand. 

Quick from his glowing brows he drew 
His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 

I took the braid of wanton twine, 

It breathed of him and blush’d with wine ! 
I hung it o’er my thoughtless brow, 

And ah ! I feel its magic now ! 

I feel that even his garland’s touch 
Can make the bosom love too much I 


ODE H. 

Give me the harp of epic song, 

Which Homer’s finger thrill’d along ; 

But tear away the sanguine string, 

For war is not the theme I sing. 

Proclaim the laws of festal rite, 

I ’m monarch of the board to-night ; 

And all around shall brim as high, 

And quatf the tide as deep as I! 

And when the cluster’s mellowing dews 
Their warm, enchanting balm infuse, 

Our feet shall catch the elastic bound, 
And reel as through the dance’s round 
Oh Bacchus I we shall sing to thee, 

In wild but sweet ebriety ! 

And flash around such sparks of thought, 
As Bacchus could alone have taught I 


yot, COTS $oers «>5 outs «/;ioy(rot. — Adamailtius. 

“Tho eyes that are humid and fluctuating show a propen- 
sity to pleasure and Jove ; they bespeak too a mind of in- 
tegrity and beneficence, a generosity of disposition, and a 
genius for poetry." 

Baptista Porta tells us some strango opinions of tte an- 
cient physiognomists on the subject, their reasons for vhich 
were curious, and perhaps not altogether fanciful.— Vide 
Physiognom. Johan. Baptist. Fortes. 

I look the hraid of 'wanton twine^ 

It breathed of him^ (ate.] Philostratus has the same tlaught 
in one of his EpwTtxw, where he speaks of the garland which 
he had sent to his mistress. Ei Ss /SouXsi n ipixw 
Srfi, Tot cAvr tTrsft^ov^ t^veovrx ooS'mv 'fiova-v 

stxxet Kxi crow. “If thou art inclined to gratify thy bver, 
send him back the remains of the garland, no longer bieath- 
ing of roses only, but of thee!?’ Which pretty conteitis 
borrowed (as the author of the Observer remarks) in aweflr 
known little song of Ben Jonson’s : — 

“ But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent it back to me ; 

Since when, it looks and smells, I swear. 

Not of itself, but tliee I" 

.And akJ J feel its magic noiaf\ This idea, asDonge- 
pierre remarks, is in an epigram of the seventh book of th» 
Anthologia. 

fiot Tivovrt crvvsTraovtrx Xapix\(a 
ActSpa rovg iJiOus ct/i(peS»Xs <rT« 9 «vov 5 , 

Iltfp OXOOV /!tg. 

While I unconscious quaff’d my wine, 

’T was then thy fingers slily stole 

Upon my brow that wreath of thine, 

Whicn since has madden’d all my soul ! 

Proclaim the laws of festal rite.] The ancients pro. 
scribed certain laws of drinking at their festivals, for an ac- 
count of which see the commentators. Anacreon here acta 
the aymposiarch, or master of the festival. I, have trans- 
lated. according to those who consider xvsrexxx $£(r/*a>v as- 
an inversion of SscTittoas kvktsxxmv. 


1 The notes of jkegnier arc not inserted in this edition : 
they must be interesting, as they were for the most part 
communicated by the ingenious Menage, who, we may per- 
ceive, bestowed some research on the subject, by a passage 
in the Menagiana — “ C’ est aussi lui (M. Bigot) qui s’est 
donne la peine de conftsrer des raanuscrits en italie dans le 
temps que jO tlravaiOats sui: AnaerCon.” — Menagiana, secon- 
de partie. 

2 I find in Haym’s Notizia de’ Libri rari, an Italian trans- 
lation mentioned, by Gaponne in Venice, 1670. 

3 This is the most complete of the English translations. 

4 This ode is the first of the series in the Vatican manu'- 
script, which attributes it to no other poet than Anacreon. 
They who assert that the manuscript imputes it to Basilius 
have been misled by the words Too <«wroo /3x<riXi»afs in the 
margin, which are merely intended as a title to the follow- 
ing ode. Whether it be the production of Anacreon or not, 
it has all the features of ancient simplicity, and is a beautiful 
imitation of the poet’s happiest manner. 

Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 

Throusrh the mist of soft desire.] “ How could he know 
at the first look (says Baxter) that the poet was citXfovosT’ | 
There are surely many tell-tales of this propensity; and the 
foJlowing are the indices, which the physiognomist gives, 
de'ser 'bing a disposition perhaps not unlike that of Anacreon *. 
O9i«X|W0» jtXwc^o^svot, etuTotS, sig 

ssrTtfJfvTw**' outs S’s owt# xajtavp- 
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Then give the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer’s finger thrill’d along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing! 


ODE 

Listen to the Muse’s lyre. 

Master of the pencil’s fire ! 
Sketch’d in painting’s bold display, 
Many a city first pourtray ; 

Many a city, revelling free. 

Warm with loose festivity. 

Picture then a rosy train, 

Bacchants straying o’er the plain ; 
Piping, as they roam along, 
Roundelay or shepherd-song. 

Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a theme as this pourtray. 

All the happy heaven of love. 
These elect of Cupid prove. 


ODE 

Tulcan ! hear your glorious task ; 

I do not from yom* labours ask 
la gorgeous panoply to shine. 

For war was ne’er a sport of mine 
Ko — ^let me have a silver bowl, 

Where I may cradle all my soul; 

But let not o’er its simple frame 
'Your mimic constellations flame ; 

For grave upon the swelling side 
Orion, scowling o’er the tide. 

I care not for the glittering wane, 

Nor yet the weeping sister train. 

Bat oh ! let vines luxuriant roll 
’Iheir blushing tendrils round the bowl. 
While many a rose-lipp’d bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade. 

Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes. 

Wildly press the gushing grapes; 

And flights of loves, in wanton ringlets. 
Flit around on golden winglets ; 

While Venus, to her mystic bower, 
Beckons the rosy Vintage-Power. 


1 Monsieur La Fosse has thought proper to lengthen this 
poena by considerable interpolations of his own, which he 
think* are indispensably necessary to the completion of the 
descrption. 

2 Tlhis is the ode which Aulus Gellius tells us was per- 
fbrmeJ fay minstrels at an entertainment where he was pre- 
sent. 

Wiile many a rose-lipp'*d bacchant maid^ etc.'] I have 
given this according to the Vatican manuscript, in which 
the ole concludes with the following lines, not inserted ac- 
curately in any of the editions : 

TIoJjjcrov fioi 

Kelt fioTftuitg xetT^ ettirtav 
Kui /AcstvesS'pt? 
nci(gj Je ^.Kviiv eivotj, 

AxvaSflsTjes srtirovvrag^ 

Touj crstTopoOj ysXcavTteif 
5;pu<roo{ rows spwtctff, 

•O^tftu xmXm Aucetw, 

Epw-r;* )6» Af poi’iTiiv, 


'tA. 


ODE V.i 

Grave me a cup with brilliant grace^ 
Deep as the rich and holy vase, 

Which on the shrine of Spring reposes, 
When shepherds hail that hour of roses. 
Grave it with themes of chaste design, 
Form’d for a heavenly bowl like mine. 
Display not there the barbarous rites 
In which religious zeal delights ; 

Nor any tale of tragic fate, 

Which history trembles to relate i 
No — cull thy fancies from above, 
Themes of heaven and themes of love. 
Let Bacchus, Jove’s ambrosial boy. 
Distil the grapes in drops of joy. 

And while he smiles at every tear, 

Let warm-eyed Venus, dancing near, 
With spirits of the genial bed, 

The dewy herbage deftly tread. 

Let Love be there, without his arms, 

In timid nakedness of charms ; 

And all the Graces link’d with Love, 
Blushing through the shadowy grove ; 
While rosy boys, disporting round, 

In circles trip the velvet ground ; 

But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 

I tremble for my rosy boys ! 


ODE VI.® 

As late I sought the spangled bowers, 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 


1 Degen thinks that this ode is a more modern imitatio® 
of the preceding. There is a poem by Cmlius Galcagninua^ 
in the manner of both, where he gives instructions aWutth© 
making of a ring. 

Tornabis annulum mihi 

Et fabre, et apte, et commode, etc. etc. 

Let Love be there^ without his arms, etc.] Thus Sanaa- 
zaro in the eclogue of Gallicio neU’ Arcadia : 

Vegnan li vaghi Amori 
Senza fiammclle, 6 strali, 

Scherzando insierae pargoletti e nudi. 

Flattering on tlie busy wing, 

A train of naked Cupids came, 

Sporting round in harmless ring, 

Without a dart, ■without a flame. 

And thus in tlie Pervigilium Veneris j 

Ite nymph®, posuit arma, feriatus est amor. 

Love is disarm’d — ^ye nymphs, in safety stray, 

Your bosoms now may boast a holiday ! 

Sut ah! if there Apollo toys^ 

1 tremble for my rosy hoys /] An allusion to the fable, 
that Apollo had, killed his beloved boy Hyacinth, white 
playing with him at quoits. “This (says M. La Fosse) w 
assuredly the sense of the text, and it cannot admit of any 
other.” ■ 

The Italian translators, to save themselves the trouble of 
a note, have taken the liberty of making Anacreon explain 
this fable. Thus Salvini, the most literal of any of them % 
Ma con lor non giuochi Apollo; 

Che in fierp risco 
Ool dtiro (fisCo 
A Giacinto fiaccd il collo. ; 

2 The Vatican MS. pronounces this beautiful fiction to bo 
the ffenuine oifspring of Anacreon. It has al tfe®,f@atus«;, 
of the parent: 

et facile inscUs 
Noscitetur ah omnibus. , , 
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Where many an early rose was weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping. 

I caught the boy, a goblet’s tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 

I caught him by his downy wing, 

And whelm’d him in the racy spring. 

Oh ! then I drank the poison’d bowl, 

And Love now nestles in my soul I 
Yes, yes, my soul is Cupid’s nest, 

I feel him fluttering in my breast. 


But this I Itnow, and this I feel, 

As on-ward to the tomb I steal, 

That still as death approaches nearer, 
The joys of life are s weeter, dearer ; 
And had I but an hour to live, 

That little hour to bliss I’d give ! 


ODE VIII. ^ 

I CARE not for the idle state 
Of Persia’s king, the rich, the great! 

I envy not the monarch’s throne, 

Nor wish the treasured gold my own. 
But oh I be mine the rosy braid, 

The fervour of rny brows to shade ; 
Be mine the odours, richly sighing, 
Amidst my hoary tresses flying. 
To-day I’ll haste to quaff my wine. 
As if to-morrow ne’er should shine ; 
But if to-morrow comes, why then — 
I’ll haste to quaff my wine again. 


ODE VII.» 

The women tell me every day 
That all my bloom has past away. 
“Behold,” the pretty wantons cry, 

“ Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 

The locks upon thy brow are few, 

And, like the rest, they’re withering too I” 
Whether decline has tliinn’d my hair, 

Pm sure I neither know nor care ; 


The commentatorsj however, have attributed it to Julian, 
a royal poet. 

Where many an ea^iy rose was weepinjr^ 

I found the urchin Chi.pid sleeping.] This idea is pret- 
tily imitated in the following epigram by Andreas Nauge- 
rius; 

Florentes dum forte vagans rnea Hyella per hortos 
Texit odoratis lilia cana rosis, 

Ecce rosas inter lutitantem invenit amorem 
Et simul annexis floribus implicuit. 

Luctatur primo, et contra nitentibus alis 
Indornitus tentat solvere viiicla puer, 

Mox ubi lacteolas et dignas raatre papilks 
Vidit et ora ipsos nota movere Decs. 

Impositosque cornre ambrosios ut sontit odores 
Uuosque legit diti messe beatus Arabs; 

“ I fdixit) mea, qmere novum tibi mater amorem, 
Imperio sedes hsec erit apta raeo.” 

As fair Hyella, through the bloomy grove, 

A wreath of many mingled flow’rets wove, 

Within a rose a sleeping love she found, 

And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 

Awhile he struggled, and impatient tried 
To break the rosy bonds tlie virgin tied ; 

But when ho saw her bosom’s milky swell, 

Her features, where the eye of Jove might dwell; 

And caught, the ambrosial odours of her hair, 

Rich as the breathings of Arabian air ; 

“Oh! mother Venus” (said the raptured child 
By charms, of more than mortal bloom, beguiled,) 

“ Go, seek another boy, thou’st lost thine own, 

Hyella’s bosom shall be Cupid’s Uironel” 

This epigram of Naugerius is imitated by Lodovico Dolce, 
in a poem beginning 

Montre raccoglie hor uno, hor altro fiore 
Vicina a un rio di chiare et lucid’ onde, 

Lidia, etc. etc. 

1 Alberti has imitated this ode, in a poem beginning 
Nisa mi dice e Clori 
Tirsi, ill se’ pur veglio. 

Whether decline has thimdd my hair,, 

Pm sure I neither know nor care.] Henry Stephen very 
justly remarks the elegant negligence of expression in the 
original hero : 

Eyw Ss rag aopag ptv 
3£,t’ gtcTJV, sjt’ cf?r«A^ov 
Oujc’ oiSa, .. 

And Longepierre has adduced from Catullus what he thinks | 
a similar instance of this simplicity of manner : 

Ipse quis sit, utrum sit, an non sit, id quoque ttescit. 

Longepierre was a good critic, but perhaps the line which 
ne has selected is a specimen of a carelessness not very ele- 


gant ; at the same time I confess, that none of the Latin 
poets have ever appeared to me so capable of imitating the 
graces of Anacreon as Catullus, if he had not allowed a 
depraved imagination to hurry him so often into vulgar 
licentiousness. 

That still as death approaches nearer. 

The joys of life are sweeter, dearer;] Pontanus has a 
very delicate thought upon the subject of old age. 

Quid rides, Matrona? senem quid lemnis amantenil 

Quisquis amat nulla est conditione senex. 

Why do you scorn my want of youth, 

And with a smile my brow behold? 

Lady, dear ! believe this truth 
That he who loves cannot be old. 
j 1 “The German poet Lessing has imitated this ode. Vol. 

I i. p. 24.” — Degen. Gail do Editionibus. 

; Baxter conjectures that this was written upon the occa- 
sion of our poet’s returning the money to Policratos, accord 
ing to the anecdote in Stoboaus. 

I I care not for the idle state 

Of Persia’s king, etc.] “ There is a fragment of Archi 
lochus in Plutarch, ‘De tranquillitnto animi,’ which our 
poet has very closely imitated hero : it begins, 

Oo /*o» TOC Toytw Tov'5ro?.v%pucpoo Barnes. 

In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreon we find tha 
same thought. 

'^v%^v sppjv epearo), 

Ti crat J^iXstg yevstrSai’, 

©eX.£t5 Tuyew, TOC xeci T«; 

JBe nine the odours, richly sighing, 

.Amidst my hoary tresses jlying.] In the original, pvpo ia*» 
xccT»eps%atv M-avirAv. On account of this idea of perfuming 
the beard, Cornelius de Pauw pronounces the whole ode to 
be the spurious production of some lascivious monk, who 
was nursing his beard with unguents. But he should have 
known that this was an ancient eastern custom, which, if we 
may believe Savary, still exists: “Vous voyez, Monsieur 
(says this traveller,) que I’usage antique de se parfumer la 
tfete et la barbe^ (a) cfildbrd par le prophfde Eoi, subsiste 
encore de nos jours.” — Lettre 12. Savarv likewise cites 
this very ode of Anacreon. Angerianus has not thought 
the idea inconsistent; he has introduced it in the following 
lines; 

Hscc mlhi cura, rosis et cingere tempora myrto, 

Et curas multo dilapidare mero. 

Hffic mihi cura, comas et barbam tingere succo 
Assyrio et dukes contiuuare jocos. 

This bo my care to twine the rosy wreath, 

And drench my sorrows in the ample bowl ; 

To let my beard the Assyrian unguent breathe, 

And give a loose to levity of soul ! 

(a) “ Si<M unguenttm in capite quad deaemdii m har 
ham uiaron.'^Psawm 133.” 
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And thus wMle all our days are bright, 

Nor time has dimm’d their bloomy light, 

Ijet us the festal hours beguile 
With mantling cup and cordial smile ; 

And shed from every bowl of wine 
The richest drop on Bacchus’ shrine ! 

For death may come with brow unpleasant, 
May come when least we wish him present, 
And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us— -drink no more ! 


ODE 

I PRAY thee, by the gods above, 

Give me the mighty bowl I love, 

And let me sing, in wild delight, 

“ I will — I will be mad to-night 1” 
Alcmaeon once, as legends tell, 

Was frenzied by the fiends of hell; 
Orestes too, with naked tread, 

Frantic paced the mountain head ; 

And why ? — a murder’d mother’s shade 
Before their conscious fancy play’d ; 
But I can ne’er a murderer be, 

1’he grape alone shall bleed by me ; 
Yet can I rave, in wild delight, 

“ I will— I will be mad to-night.” 

The son of Jove, in days of yore 
Imbrued his hands in youthful gore, 

And brandish’d, with a maniac joy, 

The quiver of the expiring boy : 

And Ajax, with tremendous shield, 
Infuriate scour’d the guiltless field. 

But I, whose hands no quiver hold. 
No weapon but this fiask of gold, 

The trophy of w'hose fra,ntic hours 
Is but a scatter’d wreath of flowers ; 
Yet, yet can sing with wild delight, 
will— I will be mad to-night 


ODE X.® 

Tell me how to punish thee, 
For the mischief done to me ! 
Silly swallow prating thing, 
Shall 1 clip that wheeling wing? 


1 The poet here is in a frenzy of enjoyment, and it is, itt' 
deed, “ amabilis insania.” 

Tutor di poesia, 

Di lascivia, e di vino, 

Triijlicato furore, 

Bacco, Apollo, et Amore. . 

Eitratti del Cavalier Marino. 

This is, as Scaliger expresses it, 

— Insanlre dulce, 

Et sapidum furere furorem. 

2 This ode is addressed to a swallow. I find from Degen 

and from Gail’s index, that the German poet Weisse has 
imitated it, Scherz. Llerkr. lib. ii. carra. 5 ; thay^amler 
also has imitated i<, Lyr. Blumenlese, Iib. iv. p. 335; and 
some others. — See Gail de Editionibus. ^ ^ , 

We are referred by Degen to that stupid book, the Epis- 
tles of Alciphron, tenth epialle, third book ; where lophon 
complains to Eraaton of being wakened, by the crowing oi 
a cock, from his vision of riches. 

Silly 610 allow I prating tJmg, ef4}<^ The 
swallow was {iroverbialized; thus NI 


Or, as Tereus did of old 
(So the fabled tale is told,) 

Shall I tear that tongue away, 
Tongue that utter’d such a lay t 
How unthinking hast thou been ! 
Long before the dawn was seen, 
When I slumber’d in a dream, 
(Love was the delicious theme !) 
Just when I was nearly blest, 

Ah I thy matin broke my rest ! 


ODE XI.i 

** Tell me, gentle youth, I pray thee, 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For this little waxen toy, 

Image of the Paphian boy ?” 

Thus I said, the other day, 

To a youth who pass’d my way. 

“ Sir,” (he answer’d, and the while 
Answer’d all in Doric style,) 

“ Take it, for a trifle take it ; 

Think not yet that I could make it; 
Pray believe it was not I ; 

No — it cost me many a sigh, 

And I can no longer keep 
Little gods who murder sleep !” 

“ Here, then, here,” I said, with joy, 
Here is silver for the hoy : 

He shall be my bosom guest, 

Idol of my pious breast I” 

Little Love I thou now art mine, 
Warm me with that torch of thine ; 
Make me feel as I have felt, 

Or thy waxen frame shall melt, 

I must burn in warm desire, 

Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire ! 


ODE XII. 

They tell how Atys, wild with love, 

Roams the mount and haunted grove 

Et TO (rov's%«)5 *«6t iWoXXee jcett Tee%s<u5 XetXSitf 
Hv Tou -srespeso-jj/tott, oti %sXt?ov8S 

ExiyovT’ ecw ijptcuv o*»^povBerTspc*t <iiroXo» 

If in prating from morning till night, 

A sign of our wisdom there be, 

The swallows are wiser by right, 

For they prattle much faster than we. 

Or, as Tereus did of old, etc.] Modern poetry has con- 
firmed the name of Philomel upon the nightingale ; but many 
very respectable ancients assigned this metamorphose to 
Progne, and made Philomel the swallow, as Anacreon does 
here. 

1 It is difficult to preserve with any grace the narrative 
simplicity of this ode, and the humour of the turn with which 
it concludes, t feel that the translation must appear very 
vapid, if not ludicrous, to an English reader. 

Jind J can no longer keep . ' „ 

hittle gods, who murder sleep 1"^ J have not literaiiy 
rendered the epithet ; if it has any meanini 

here, it is one, perhaps, better omitted. 

1 must burn in warm desire, \ . 

Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire /] Monsieur Longepierra 

conjectures from this, that, whatever Anacreon might say, 
he sometimes felt the inconveniences of old age, and here 
solicits from the power of Love a warmth which he could 
no longer expect from Nature. 

2 They tell how J3tys, wild with love, 

Moams the mount and haunted grove.] There are many 
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Cybele’s name !ie howls around, 

The gloomy blast returns the sound ! 

Oft too by Claros’ hallow’d spring, 

The votaries of the laureli’d king 
Quaff the inspiring magic stream, 

And rave in wild prophetic dream. 

But frensied dreams are not for me, 

Great Bacchus is my deity ! 

Full of mirth, and full of him, 

While waves of perfume round me swim ; 
While flavour’d bowls are full supplied, 
And you sit blushing by my side, 

I will be mad and raving too— - 
Mad, my girl ! with love for you ! 


ODE XIII. 

I WILL, I will ; the conflict ’s past, 

And I’ll consent to love at last, 

Cupid has long, with smiling art, 

Invited me to yield my heart ; i 

And I have thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign’d ; 

And I’ve repell’d the tender lure, 

And hoped my heart should sleep secure. 

But slighted in his boasted charms, 

The angry infant flew to arms ; 

He slung his quiver’s golden frame, 

He took his bow, his shafts of flame, 

And proudly summon’d me to yield, 

Or meet him on the martial field. 

And what did I unthinking do ? 

I took to arms, undaunted too : — 

contradictory stories of the loves of Cybele and Atya. It is 
certain that ho was mutilated, but whether by his own fury, 
or her jealousy, is a point which authors are not agreed 
upon. 

Cijbele*s name he howls around, etc.] I have adopted 
the accentuation which Elias Andreas gives to Cybele; 

In montibus Cybelen 
Magno sonans boatu. 

Oft too by Claras' hallow'd spring, etc.] This fountain 
was in a grove, consecrated to Apollo, and situated between 
Colophon and Lebedos, in Ionia. The god had an oracle 
there. Scaliger has thus alluded to it in his Anacreontica : 
Semel ut concitus osstro, 

Veluti qui Clarias aquas 
Ebibere loquaces, 

Ctuo plus canunt, plura volunt. 

While waves of perfume, etc.] Spaletti has mistaken the 
import of « as applied to the poet’s mistress : “ Mea 

fatigatus arnica.” He interprets it in a sense which must 
want either delicacy or gallptry. 

\knd what did f unthinking do? 

I took to arms, undaunted too.] Ijongepierre has quoted 
an epigram from the Anthologia, in which the poet assumes 
Eeason as the armour against Love, 

glia-XifriAtit ■Brpog spwTss ?r*p< (rrfpvoicrt XoyKr/tov, 

OuS's A«s JttfV -arpos ev(!6, 

0 VKTO 5 S’ etSstvxTM <ri>vsXsvtrop.»i'> }jv Ss ^oti&oy 
Brtxjsov TJ ptovflj BTpOff Jo’ jyoa Swafteit* 

With Reason 1 cover my breast as a shield, 

And fearlessly meet little Love in the field ; 

Thus fighting his godship, I ’ll ne’er be dismay’d ; 

But if Bacchus should ever advance to his aid, 

Alas ! then, unable to combat the two, 

Unfortunate warrior 1 what should I dot 

This idea of the irresistibility of Cupid and Bacchus 
united, is delicately expressed in an Italian poem, which is 
®o ■very Anacreontic, that I maybe pardoned for Inteoducinf 
It. Indeed, it is an imitation of our poet’s sixth ode, 

■ ■: : S'H "■ ^ ■■ 


Assumed the corslet, shield, and spear, 
And, like Pelides, smiled at fear. 

Then (hear it, all you Powers above !) 

I fought with Love 1 I fought with Love ! 
And now his arrows all were shed — 

And I had just in terror fled — 

When, heaving an indignant sigh, 

To see me thus unwounded fly, 

And having now no other dart, 

He glanced himself into my heart 1 
My heart — alas the luckless day ! 
Received the god, and died away. 
Farew'ell, farewell, my faithless shield ! 
Thy lord at length was forced to yield. 
Vain, vain is every outward care, 

My foe’s within, and triumphs there. 


ODE XIV.‘ 

Count me, on the summer trees, 

Eveiy leaf that courts the breeze j 

Lavossi Amoro in quel vicino fiume 
Ove giuro (Pastor) che bevend ’io 
Bevel le fiainmo, anzi 1’ istesso Dio, 

C’ hqr con 1* humide piume 
Lascivetto mi scherza al cor intorno. 

Ma che sarei s’ io lo bevessi un giorno. 

Bacco, nel tuo liquore 7 

Sarei, piu che non sono ebro d’Amore. 

The urchin of the bo%v and quiver 
Was bathing in a neighbouring river 
Where, as 1 drank on yester-evo 
(Shepherd-youth ! the tale believe.) 

’T was not a cooling crystal draught, 

’T was liquid flame I madly quail’d; 

For Love was in the rippling tide, 

I felt him to my bosom glide ; 

And now the wily wanton minion 
Plays o’er my heart with restless pinion. 

Tins was a day of fatal star, 

But were it not more fatal far, 

If, Bacchus, in thy cup of fire, 

I found this fluttering, young uesirel 
Then, then indeed my soul should prove 
Much more than ever, drunk with love ! 

.Snd, having now no other dart. 

He glanced himself into my heart i] Dryden has paro- 
died this thought in me following extravagant lines : 

I ’m all o’er Love ; 

Nay, I am Love; Love shot, and shot so fast, 

He shot himself into ray breast at last. 

1 The poet, in this catalogue of his mistresses, means 
nothing more than, by a lively hyperbole, to tell us that hia 
heart, unfettered by any one object, was warm with devo- 
tion towards the sex in general. Cowley is indebted to this 
ode for the hint of his ballad, called “ The Chronicle and 
the learned Monsieur Menage has imitated it in a Greek 
Anacreontic, which has so much ease and spirit, that the 
reader may not be displeased at seeing it here: 

ITpof Bwuw. 

JEi esXoriwv T« 

AnfAmviavg rg sroiutf, 

E* vuKTOff eccTTpw i!r«vTtf, 

IlaspsezTiovf ra 
Axag Ti KUftxTwSfif 
Auvtf, Bmir, xpiSpttv, 

Kxi Tovg a/uoug ipMTxg 
Avvgf xptS/atHf, 

kopitv,fTvvxtx»,XHf>fiVf 

M$irtiVfUsyii)rrtfy^ 
xa* MsX«*Vi4v, 

OpetjxS'ctff, kxTTxtxg, 

rt vxTxg . 

O ores piXncra. 

... ttmrmv x.epa.g p-gv ttrrty, 

Avr^v uiiov EpwTwv, 
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Cmpt me on the foamy deep, 

Every wave that sinl^s to sleep ; 

Then, when you have numbered these 
Billowy tides and leafy trees, 

Count me all the flames I prove, 

All the gentle nymphs I love. 

First, of pure Athenian maids, 

Sporting in their olive shades, 

You may reckon just a score ; 

Nay, I ’ll grant you fifteen more. 

In the sweet Corinthian grove, 

Where the glowing wantons rove, 

Chains of beauties may be found, 

Chains by which my heart is bound ; 

There indeed are girls divine, 

Dangerous to a soul like mine ; 

Astnroivxv AciJpuJiTHw, 

Xpuci^v, XC6X>)t', ykVKSiXVf 
Epacr/Aiov, 

Abi /uovitv 

Eyuys fitti SvvxijUfjv. 

Tell the foliage of the woods, 

Tell the billows of the floods, 

Number midnight’s starry store, 

And the satsds that crowd the shore j 
Then, my Bion, thou may’st count 
Of my loves the vast amount ! 

I’ve been loving, all ray days, 

Many nymphs, in many ways, 

Virgin, widow, maid, and wife— 

I’ve been doting all my life. 

Naids, Nereids, nymphs of fountains. 

Goddesses of groves and mountains, 

Fair and sable, great and small, 

Y es — I swear 1 ’ve loved them all I 
Every passion soon was over, 

I was but the moment’s lover ; 

Oh! 1 ’m such a roving elf, 

That the Clueen of Love herself, 

Though she practised ail her wiles, 

Rosy blushes, golden smiles, 

All her beauty’s proud endeavour 
Could not chain my heart for ever 1 
Count me, on the summer trees, 

Evert/ leaf, etc.} This figure is called, by the rhetori- 
cians, etJuvarov, and is very frequently made use of in 
poetry. The amatory writers have exhausted a world of 
imagery by it, to express the infinity of kisses which they 
require from the Ups of their mistresses; in this Catullus led 
the way: 

— quam aidera multa, cum tacet nox, 

Furtivos hominum vident amores; 

Tam te basia multa basiare, 

Yesano satis, et super Catullo est; 

<iu» nec pernumerare curiosi 

PoBsint, nec mala fascinare lingua. Carm. 7. 

As many stellar eyes of light, ^ ^ 

As through the silent waste of night. 

Gazing upon this world of shade, 

Witness some secret youth and maid, 

Who, fair as thou, and fond as I, 

In stolen joys enamour’d liel 
So many kisses, ere I slumber, 

Upon those dew-bright lips I ’ll number ; 

So many vermil, honey’d kisses, 

Envy can never count our blisses. 

No tongue shall tell the sum but mine ; 

No lips shall fascinate but thine ! 

In the sweet Corinthian grove, ^ 

Where the glowing wantons rove, Corinth was 

very famous for the beauty and number of its courtezans. 
Venus was the deity principally worshipped by the people, 
and prostitution in her temple was a meritorious act ol reli- 
gion. Conformable to this was their constant and solemn 
prayer, that the gods would increase the number of their 
courtezans. We may perceive from the application ot the 
verb in Aristophanes, that the wantonness of 

llie Corinthians became proverbial. 

There indeed are girls divine. 

Dangerous to a soul like mine!} “ Wifti justice has the 
poet attributed be«?:ty to the women of Greece.”— Deg-en. 




Many bloom in Lesbos’ isle ; 

Many in Ionia smile ; 

Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast ; 
Caria too contains a host. 

Sum these all — of brown arid fair, 
You may count two thousand there 1 
What, you gaze ! I pray you, peace 1 
More I ’ll find before I cease. 

Have I told you all my flames 
’Mong the amorous Syrian dames ? 
Have I numbered every one 
Glowing under Egypt’s sun ? 

Or the nymphs who, blushing sweet, 
Decks the shrine of love in Crete ; 
Where the god, with festal play, 
Holds eternal holiday ? 

Still in clusters, still remain 
Gades’ warm desiring train ; 

Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India’s shore ; 

These, and many far removedv 
All are loving— all are loved 1 


ODE XV. 

* Tell me why, my sweetest dove, 
Thus your humid pinions move, 
Shedding through air, in showers, 
Essence of the balmiest flowers ? 
Tell me whither, whence you rove, 
Tell me all, my sweetest dove ? 


Monsieur de Pauw, the author of Dissertations upon tbs 
Greeks, is of a different opinion ; he thinks that, by a capri- 
cious partiality of nature, the other sex had all the beauty, 
and accounts upon this supposition for a very singular de- 
pravation of instinct among them. 

Gades^ warm desiring train.} The Gaditanian girls 
were like the Baladieres of India, whose dances are thus 
described by a French author : “ Les danses sont presque 
toutes des pantomimes d’amour; le plan, le dessin, les atti- 
tudes, les mesures, les sons, et les cadences de ces ballets, 
tout respire cette passion et en exprime les voluptCs et les 
fureurs.” Histoire du Commerce des Europ. dans les deux 
Indes, — Raynal. 

The music of the Gaditanian females had all the volup- 
tuous character of their dancing, as appears from Martial: 

Cantica qui Nili, qui Gaditana susurrat. 

Lib. iii. epig. 63. 

Ludovico Ariosto had this ode of our bard in his mind, 
when he wrote his poem “ De diversis amoribus.” See the 
Anthologia Italorum. 

1 The dove of Anacreon, bearing a letter from the poet 
to his mistress, is met by a stranger, with whom this dia- 
logue is imagined. 

The ancients made use of letter-carrying pigeons, when 
they went any distance from home, as the mo.st certain 
means of conveying intelligence back. That tender domes- 
tic attachment, which attracts this delicate little bird through 
every danger and difficulty, till it settles in its native nest, 
affords to the elegant author of “ The Fleasares of Memory” 
a fine and interesting exemplification of his subject. 

Led by what chart, transports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love? 

See the poem. Daniel Heinsius has a similar sentiment, 
speaking of Dousa, who adopted this method at the siege 
of Leyden : 

duo palriffi non tendit amor ? Mandate referre 
Postquam hominem nequiit mittere, misit avem. 

Fuller tells us that, at the siege of Jeru.salera, the Christ- 
tians intercepted a letter tied to the legs of a dove, in which 
the Persian Emperor promised assistance to the besieged 
See FuUer'^s Holy War, cap. 24, book i. 
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Curious stranger! I belong 
To the bard of Teian song; 

With his mandate now I fly 
To the nymph of azure eye ; 

Ah ! that eye has madden’d many, 
But the poet more than any ! 
Venus, for a hymn of love 
Warbled in her votive grove 
(’T was, in sooth, a gentle lay,) 
Gave me to the bard away. 

See me now, his faithful minion, 
Thus, with softly-gliding pinion, 
To his lovely girl I bear 
Songs of passion through the air. 
Oft he blandly whispers me, 

“ Soon, my bird, I’ll set you free.” 
But in vain he ’ll bid me fly, 

I shall serve him till I die. 

Never could my plumes sustain 
Ruffling winds and chilling rain, 
O’er the plains, or in the dell, 

On the mountain’s savage swell ; 
Seeking in the desert wood 
Gloomy shelter, rustic food. 

Now I lead a life of ease, 

Far from such retreats as these ; 
Prom Anacreon’s hand I eat 
Pood delicious, viands sweet ; 
Flutter o’er his goblet’s brim, 

Sip the foamy wine with him. 

Then I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre’s beguiling sound ; 

Or with gently-fanning wings 
Shade the minstrel while he sings : 
On his harp then sink in slumbers, 
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers ! 
This is all — away — away — 

You have made me waste the day. 
How I’ve chatter’d ! prating crow 
Never yet did chatter so. 


ODE XVV 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse ; 


/ that eye has madden'd many, etc.} For rvpxwav, in 
the original, Zeune and Schneider conjecture that we should 
read ropatwou, in allusion to the strong influence which this 
object of his love held over the mind of Polycrates.— See 
Degen. 

Venus, for a hymn of love 

Warbled in her votive grove, etc.} “ This passage is in- 
valuable, and I do not think that any thing so beautiful or 
BO delicate has ever been said. What an idea does it give 
of the poetry of the man from whom Venus herself, the 
mother of the Graces and the Pleasures, purchases a little 
hymn with one of her favourite doves V'--Longepierre. 

*De Pauw objects to the authenticity of this ode, because 
it makes Anacreon his own panegyrist; but poets have a 
license for praising themselves, which, with some indeed, 
may be considered as comprised under their general privilege 
offietion. * 

1 This ode and the next may be called companion-pic- 
tures ; they are highly finished, and give us an excellent idea 
of the taste of the ancients in beauty, Franciscus Junius 
quotes them in Ms third book, “ De Picture Veterum.” 

This ode has been imitated by Ronsard, Giuliano, Goselini, 
etc. etc. Scaliger alludes to it thus in his Anacreontica : 


Best of painters ! come, portray 
The lovely maid that ’s far away. 
Far away, my soul ! thou art, 

But I ’ve thy beauties all by heart. 
Paint her jetty ringlets straying. 
Silky twine in tendrils playing ; 
And, if painting hath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil, 

Let every little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 
Where her tresses’ curly flow 
Darkles o’er the brow of snow, 

Let her forehead beam to light. 
Burnish’d as the ivory bright. 

Let her eyebrows sweetly rise 
In jetty arches o’er her eyes, 

Gently in a crescent gliding, 

Just commingling, just dividing. 

But hast thou any sparldes warm, 
The lightning of her eyes to form? 
Let them effuse the azure ray 
With which Minerva’s glances play, 


Olim lepore blando, 

Litis vereibus 
CandiduB Anacreon 
Guam pingeret Amicus 
Descripsit Venerem suara. 

The Teian bard, of former days, 

Attuned his sweet descriptive lays, 

And taught the painter’s hand to trace 
His fair beloved’s every grace ! 

In the dialogue of Caspar Barlmus, entitled “ Anformosa sit 
ducenda,” the reader will find many curious ideas and de- 
scriptions of beauty. 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 

Mimic form and soul infuse.} I have followed the read- 
ing of the Vatican MS. . Painting is called “ the rosy 
art,” either in reference to colouring, or as an indefinite 
epithet of e.xcellence, from the association of beauty with 
that flower. Salvini has adopted this reading in his literal 
translation ; 

Della rosea arte signore. 

The lovely maid that ’a far away.} If the portrait of 
this beauty he not merely ideal, the omission of her name ia 
much to be regretted. Meleager, in an epigram on Anacreon, 
mentions “ the golden Eurypyle” as his mistress : 

BeSA.»jxcuf %pu(rsiiv «sr’ Eupuaru^jjV. 

Paint her jetty ringlets straying. 

Silky twine in tendrils playing ;] The ancients have 
been very enthusiastic in their praises of hair. Apuleius, in 
the second book of his Milesiacs, says, that Venus herself, 
if she were bald, though surrounded by the Graces and the 
Loves, could not be pleasing even to her husband Vulcan. 

Stesichorusgave theepithet»s4?.>.«?r>.exs6fta5 to the Graces, 
and Simonides bestowed the same upon the Moses. See 
Hadrian Junius's Dissertation upon Ifair. 

To this passage of our poet, Seldcn alluded in a note on 
the Polyolbion of Drayton, song the second ; where, ob- 
serving that the epithet black-haired” was given by some 
of the ancients to the goddess Isis, he says, “ Nor will I 
swear, but that Anacreon (a man very judicious in the pro- 
voking motives of wanton love,) intending to bestow on his 
sweet mistress that one of the titles of woman’s special 
ornament, well-haired (x«xxiiw'X.ox«/to?,) thought of this 
xvben he gave his painter direction to make her black- 
haired.” 

Jlnd,if painim^ hath the skill 

To make the spicy balm distil, etc.} Thus Philostratus, 
speaking of a picture : sjrofivw Kcti rov ivSjsocrov r<ov 

xett quipi y*ype{4>5«** ««t» ftsru rtfs txr/mg. “I admire 
the dewiness of these roses, and could say that their very 
smell was painted.” 
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And give them all that liquid fire 
That Venus* languid eyes respire. 

O’er her nose and cheek be shed 
Flushingwhite and mellow red ; 

Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. 

Then her lip, so rich in blisses ! 

Sweet petitioner for kisses ! 

Pouting nest of bland persuasion, 

Ripely suing Love’s invasion. 

Then beneath the velvet chin, 

Whose dimple shades a Love within, 

Mould her neck with grace descending, 

In a heaven of beauty ending ; 

While airy charms, above, below, 

Sport and flutter on its snow. 

Now let a floating, lucid veil 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal ; 

Mnd g'ive them all that liquid fire 
That Fenus' languid eyes respii-e.], Marclietti explains 
thus the vypov of the original : 

Dipingili uiuidetti 
Trernuli e lascivetti, 

Q,uai gli ha Ciprigna 1’ alma Dea d’ Amore. 

Tasso has painted in the same manner the eyes of Armida, 
as La Fosse remarks ; 

dual raggio in onda le scirUilla un rise 
N6g!i umidi occhi tremulo e lascivo. 

Within her humid, melting eyes 
A brilliant ray of laughter lies, 

Soft as the broken solar beam 
That trembles in the azure stream 
The mingled expression of dignity and tenderness, which 
Anacreon requires the painter to intuse into the eyes of his 
mistress, is more amply described in the subsequent ode. 
Both descriptions are so exquisitely touched, that the artist 
must have been great indeed, if he did not yield iu painting 
to the poet : 

Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashf ul rose.} Thus Propertius, eleg. 
3. Ub. ii. 

Utque rosse pure lacte natant folia. 

And Davenant, in a little poem called “The Mistress,” 
Catch, as it falls, the Scythian snow, 

Bring blushing roses steep’d in milk. 

Thus, too, Taygetus : 

dusB lac atque rosas vincis candore rubenti. 

These last words may perliaps defend the “ flushing white” 
of the translation. 

Then her lip, so rich in blisses! 

Sweet petitioner for kisses!} The “lip, provolang 
kisses,” in the original, is a strong and beautiful expression. 
Achilles Tatius speaks of xsiXn ftaKSanu ■crpofTcs 
“ Lips soft and delicate for kissing.” A grave old commen- 
tator, Dionysius Lambinus, in his notes upon Lucretius, tells 
us, with all the authority of experience, that girls who ha,ve 
large Ups kiss infinitely sweeter than others! “Suavius 
viros osculantur puellae lahiosae, quam qu® sunt brevibus 
iabris.” And TEneas Sylvius, in his tedious uninteresting 
story of the adulterous loves of Euryalus and Lucretia, 
where he particularizes the beauties of the heroine (in a 
very false and laboured style of latinity,) describes her lips 
as exquisitely adapted for biting: “Os parvum decensque, 
labia corallini coloris ad morsum aptissiraa.” Epist. 114. 
Mb. i. 

7%en beneath the velvet chin, 

Whose dimple shades a Love within, etc.] Madame 
Dacier has quoted here two pretty lines of Varro : 

Sigilla in mento impressa Amorisdigitulo 
Vestigio demonstrant mollitudinem. 

In her chin is a delicate dimple, 

By the finger of Cupid imprest; 

There Softness, bewitchingly simple, 

Has chosen her innocent nest. 

Jfoto let a floating, lucid veil 

Shadow her limbs, but not conceal, etc.] This deiicate 


A charm may peep, a hue may beam, 
And leave the rest to Fancy’s dream. 
Enough — ’t is she 1 ’t is all I seek; 

It glows, it lives, it soon will speak I 


ODE XYIV 

And now, with all thy pencil’s truth. 
Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth ! 

Let his hair, in lapses bright, 

Fall like streaming rays of light ; 

And there the raven’s dye confuse 
With the yellow sunbeam’s hues. 

Let not the braid, with artful twine, 

The flowing of his locks confine ; 

But loosen every golden ring, 

To float upon the breeze’s wing. 
Beneath the front of polish’d glow. 
Front as fair as mountain snow. 

And guileless as the dews of dawn, 

Let the majestic brows be drawm, 

Of ebon dyes, enrich’d by gold. 

Such as the scaly snakes unfold. 

Mingle in his jetty glances 

Power that awes, and love that trances ; 


art of descrip'lion, which leaves imagination to complete the 
icture, has been seldom adopted in the imitations of this 
eautiful poem. Eonsard is exceptionably minute; and 
Politianus, in his charming portrait of a girl, full of rich and 
exquisite diction, has lifted the veil rather too much. The 
“ questo che tu m’intendi” should be always left to fancy. 

1 The reader who wishes to acquire an accurate idea of 
the judgment of the ancients in beauty, will be indulged by 
consulting Junius de Pictura Veteruni, ninth chapter, third 
book, where he will find a very curious selection ofdoscrij)- 
tions and epithets of personal perfections; he compares this 
ode with a description of Theodoric, king of the Goths, in 
the second epistle, first book of Sidoni'us Apollinaris. 

Let his hair, in lapses bright. 

Fall like streaming rays of light; etc.} He here de- 
scribes the sunny hair, the “flava coma,” which the ancients 
so much admired. The Romans gave this colour artificially 
to their hair. See StarwsZ. Kobiensyck de Luxu Roman> 
omm. 

Let not the braid, tcith artful twine, eic.] If the original 
here, which is particularly beautiful, can admit of any ad- 
ditional value, that value is conferred by Gray’s admiration 
of it. See his Letters to West. 

Some annotators have quoted on this passage the descrip- 
tion of Photis’s hair in Apuleius; but nothing can be more 
distant from the simplicity of our poet’s manner than that 
affectation of richness which distinguishes the style of 
Apuleius. 

Front as fair as mountain-snow, 

.6nd, guileless as the dews of dawn, etc.} Torrentius, 
upon the words “ insignem tenui fronte,” in> the thirty-third 
ode of the first book of Horace, is of opinion that “ tenui” 
bears the meaning of here; but he is certainly in- 

correct. 

Mingle in his jetty glances 

Power that awes, and love that trances ! etc.} Tasso 
gives a similar character to the eyes of Clorinda : 
Laropeggiar gli occhi, e folgorar gli sguardi 
DolcineFira. 

^ Her eyes were glowing with a heavenly heat, 
Emaning fire, and e’en in anger sweet ! 

The poetess yeronioa Cambara is more diffuse upon this 
variety of expression : 

Occhi lucenti et belli 

Come esser puo ch’ in un medesmo istant® 

Nascan de voi si nove forme ct tante 1 
Lieti, mesfj, superbi, humiP altieri 
Vi rnostrate in un punto, ondi di spemi* 

Et di timor de empiete, etc. etc. 
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Steal from Venus bland desire, 

Steal from Mars the look of fire, 

Blend them in such expression here, 
That we, by turns, may hope and fear ! 
Now from the sunny apple seek 
The velvet down that spreads his cheek ! 
And there let Beauty’s rosy ray 
In flying blushes richly play ; — 

Blushes of that celestial flame 
Which lights the cheek of virgin shame. 
Then for his lips, that ripely gem— 

But let thy mind imagine them ! 

Paint, where the ruby cell uncloses, 
Persuasion sleeping upon roses ; 

And give his lip that speaking air, 

As if a word was hovering there ! 

His neck of ivory splendour trace. 
Moulded with soft but manly grace ; 

Fair as the neck of Paphia’s boy, 

Where Paphia’s arms have hung in joy. 
Give him the winged Hermes’ hand, 
With which he waves his snaky wand ,• 
Let Bacchus then the breast supply. 

And Leda’s son the sinewy thigh. 

But oh ! suffuse his limbs of fire 
With ail that glow of young desire 


Oh ! tell me, brightly-beaming eye, 

Whence in your little orbit lie 
So many dilferent traits of Are, 

Expressing each a new desire 1 
Now with angry scorn you darkle, 

Now with tender anguish sparkle, 

And we, who view the various mirror, 

Feel at once both ho{3e and terror. 

Monsieur Chevreau, citing the lines of our poet, in his 
critique on the poems of Malbarbe, produces a Latin version 
of them fVom a manuscript which he had seen, entitled 
“Joan Palconis Anacreontici Lusus.” 

Perstiasion sleeping upon rnsfis.] It was worthy of the 
delicate imagination of the Greeks to deify Persuasion, and 
give her the lips for her throne. We are here reminded of 
a very interesting fragment of Anacreon, preserved by the 
acholiast upon Pindar, and supposed to belong to a poem 
reflecting with some severity on Simonides, wdio was the 
flrst, we are told, that ever made a hireling of his muse. 

OoJ’ cepyepsH jcot* 

Nor yet had fair Persuasion shone 
In silver splendours, not her own. 

wSnd give his lip that speaJdng air^ 

Jis if a word was hovering there t"] In the original 
XwXeov o-twiTj). The mi8tres.s of Petrarch “parla con silen- 
tio,” which is perhaps the best method of female eloquence. 

Give him the winged Hermes* hand, ctc-l In Shak- 
apeare’s Cymbeltne there is a similar method of description ; 

this is his hand, 

His foot Mercurial, his martial thigh 
The brawns of Hercules. 

We find it likewise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks that 
the hands of Mercury are selected by Anacreon, on account 
of the graceful gestures which were supposed to character- 
ize the god of eloquence ; Imt Mercury was also the patron 
of thieves, and may perhaps bo praised as a light-fingered 
deity. 

JBut oh! suffuse his limbs of f. re 

With all that gloio of young desire, etc,] I have taken 
the liberty here of somewhat veiling the original. Madame 
Dacier, in her translation, has hnng out lights (as Sterne 
would call it) at this passage. It is very much to be re- 
gretted, that this substitution of asterisks has been so much 
adoptea in the popular interpretations of the Classics; it 
serves but to bring whatever is exceptionable into notice, 
“ alaramque fa-cem prsieferre pudendis.” i 


Which kindles when the wishful sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious why. 
Thy pencil, though divinely bright, 

Is envious of the eye’s delight, 

Or its enamour’d touch would show 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow, 
Which now in veiling shadow lies, 
Removed from all but Fancy’s eyes. 
Now, for his feet — but, hold — forbear — 
I see a godlike portrait there ; 

So like Bathyllus ! — sure there ’s none 
So like Bathyllus but the Sun ! 

Oh, let this pictured god be mine, 

And keep the boy for Samos’ shrine ; 
Phoebus shall then Bathyllus be, 
Bathyllus then the deity! 


ODE xvm.‘ 

Now the star of day is high, 

Fly, my girls, in pity fly, 

Bring me wine in brimming urns, 
Cool my lip, it burns, it burns ! 
Sunn’d by the meridian fire, 

Panting, languid, I expire ! 

Give me all those humid flowers, 
Drop them o’er my brow in showers. 
Scarce a breathing chaplet now 
Lives upon my feverish brow ; 


But, hold— forbear — 

I see a godlike portrait thcrc.l This is very spirited, but 
it requires explanation. While tlie artist is pursuing the 
portrait of Bathyllus, Ariacreon, wo must suppose, turn# 
round and sees a picture of Apollo, which was intended for 
an altar at Samos ; he instantly tells the painter to cease hia 
work ; that this picture will serve for Bathyllus ; and that, 
when he goes to Samos, he may make an Apollo of the por*» 
trait of the boy which he had be^run. 

“ Bathyllus (says Madame Dacier) could not be more ele- 
gantly praised, and Ibis one passage does him more honour 
than the statue, however beautiful it might be, which Foly- 
cratOB raised to him.” 

1 “ An elegant translation of this ode may be found in 
Ramler’s Lyr. Blumenslese, lib. v. p. 403.’’— 

Bring me wine in brimming urns, etc.] Orig. Tritiv 
ct/Avrrt, “The amystis was a method of drinking used 
among the Thracians. Thus Horace, “Threicia vincat 
amystido.” Mad. Dacier, Longepierre, etc. etc. 

Parrhasius, in his twenty-sixth epistle (Thosaur. Critic, 
vol. i.) explains the amystis as a draught to be exhausted 
without drawing breath, “ uno haustu.” A note in the 
margin of this epistle of Parrhasius says, “ Politianus ves- 
i tem esse putabat,” but I cannot find where. 

Give me all those humid Jlotcers, etc."] By the original 
reading of this line, the poet says, “ Give me the flower of 
wine”— Date flosculos Lycei, as it is in the version of EIia« 
Andreas ; and 

Dr>h porgetimi del fiore 
Di quel ahno e buon liquore, 

as Regnier has it, who supports the reading. Av^og would 
undoubtedly bear this ajiplication, wJiich is somewhat simi- 
lar to its import In the epigram of Simonides upon Sopho- 
cles: 

EcrSetrSjjfjyspa** SorfsoKXssj, aivSos wsiJ'wv. 

And flos, in the Latin, is frequently applied in this manner— 
thus Cethegus is called by Ennius, Flos illibatus popnU, 
suadmqae medulla, “The immaculate flower of the people, 
and the very marrow of persuasion,” in those verses cited 
I by Aulas Gellius, lib, xii. which Cicero praised, and Seneca 
I thought ridicalous. 

I But in the; passage before us, if we admit f Jt& * veov, accord- 
i ing to Faber’s conjecture, the sense is sufficiently clear, and 
I we need not have recourse to refinements. 
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Every dewy rose I wear 
Sheds its tears, and withers there 
But for you, my burning mind I 
Oh I what shelter shall I "find ? 

Can the bowl, or flow’ret’s dew, 
Cool the liame that scorches you? 


ODE XIX. 

‘Here recline you, gentle maid, 
Sweet is this imbowering shade ; 
Sweet the young, the modest trees, 
Ruffled by the kissing breeze ; 
Sweet the little founts that weep. 
Lulling bland the mind to sleep; 


Every dewy rose I wear 

Skeds its tearSf and withers there."] There are some 
beautiful lines, by Anger iam us, upon a garland, which I 
cannot resist quoting here: 

Ante fores madidie sic sic pendete corollae, 

Mane orto imponet Cielia vos capiti; 

At cum per niveam cervicem influxerit humor, 

Dicite, non roris sed pluvia hcee lacrimaa. 

By Celia’s arbour all the night 
Hang, humid wreath, the lover’s vow ; 

And haply, at the morning light, 

My love shall twine thee round her brow. 

Then if, upon her bosom bright 
Some drops of dew shall fall from thee, 

Tell her, they are not drops of night, 

But tears of sorrow shed by me J 

In the poem of Mr. Sheridan, “ Uncouth is this moss- 
cover’d grotto of stone,” there is an idea very singularly co- 
incident with this of Angerianus, in the stanza which begins, 
And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may’st preserve. 

But for you my turning mindl etc.] The transition 
here is peculiarly delicate and impassioned ; but the com- 
mentators have perplexed the sentiment by a variety of 
readings and conjectures. 

1 The description ofthis bower is so natural and animated, 
that we cannot help feeling a degree of coolness and fresh- 
ness while we read it. Longepierre has quoted from the first 
book of the Anthologia, the following epigram, as some- 
what resembling this ode ; 

Ep%80, xeet jcmt’ i^so to-jtov, a to /tsXtjjpov 1 

Upog /WKXe&jtoo? xsJcXi/ieve« ^£(?5upot>s. ! 

Hvitfs xpouvitr/!** ptsXKTTrtyep, £wfl» fis\KtSa>v 
sp»jp4«n«»s oarvov uyto 

Come, sit by the shadowy pine 
That covers ray sylvan retreat, 

And see how the branches incline 
The breatliing of Zephyr to meet. 

See the fountain, that, flowing, diffuses 
Around me a glittering spray ; 

By its brink, as the traveller muses, 

I soothe him to sleep with my lay ! 

jBTere recline yoUf gentle maid^ etc.] The Vatican MS. 
reads )8«9uXXou, which renders the whole poem metaphori- 
cal. Some commentator suggests the reading of /Satfloxxov, 
which makes a pun upon the name ; a grace that Plato him- 
self has condescended to in writing of his boy Ao-xjjp. See 
the epigram of this philosopher, which I quote on the twen- 
ty-second ode. 

There is another epigram by this philosopher, preserved in 
Laertius, which turns upon the same word: 

Atrxvtp Trpjv fiev sKdfiorsg nvi ^»ot(rtv eattg 
Nuv Js 9»i»wv, X«iM.5r8ig sera-gpof «u 

In life thou wert my morning-star, 

But now that death has stolen thy light, 

Alas’, thou shinest dim and far, 

Like the pale beam that weeps at night. 

laa the Veneres Blyenbargicas, under the head of “ allu- 


Hark ! they whisper, as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 
Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a stilly scene of bliss? 

Who, my ^rl, would pass it by ? 
Surely neither you nor I ! 


ODE XX. 

‘One day the Muses, twined the nands 
Of baby Love, with flewery bands ; 
And to celestial Beauty gave 
The captive infant as her slave. 


siones,” we find a number of such frigid conceits upon 
names, selected from the poets of the middle ages. 

Who, my girl, would pass it by 'i 

Surely neither you nor I/] What a finish he gives to the 
picture by the simple exclamation of the original ! In these 
delicate turns he is inimitable; and yet, hear what a French 
translator says on the passage: “This conclusion appeared 
to me too trifling after such a description, and I thought pro- 
per to add somewhat to the strength of the original.” 

1 By this allegory of the Muses making Cupid the prh 
soner of Beauty, Anacreon seems to insinuate the softening 
influence which a cultivation of poetry has over the mind, 
in making it peculiarly susceptible to the impressions of 
beauty. 

Though in the following epigram, by the philosopher 
Plato, which is found in the third book of Diogenes Laer- 
tius, the muses are made to disavow all the influence of 
Love : 

A KvTrptg Movcraicrty zopartei r»v A^poS'irtiv 

Tijzar' ti rov EpwT» vfipitv s^owkarofioit. 

At MoiCTMt 'srort Kvffrptv. Apst res <rrwficvKa<i rctvre» 

H/ziv ou 'srBrxrat rovro to 'crci6iS‘#4p<ov._, 

“ Yield to my gentle power, Parnassian maids 
Thus’ to the Muses spoke the dueen of Charms— 

“ Or Love shall flutter in your classic shades. 

And make your grove the camp of Paphian arms 1” 

“No,” said the virgins of the tuneful bower, 

“We scorn thine own and all thy urchin’s art; 

Though Mars has trembled at the infant’s power, 

His shaft is pointless o’er a Muse’s heart I” 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Guidi, the thought of 
which was suggested by this ode. 

Scherzava dentro all’ auree chiome Amore 
Dell’ alma donna della vita mia : 

E tanta era il piacer ch’ ei ne sentia, 

Che non sapea, n6 volea uscirne fore. 

Qtuando ecco ivi annodar si sente il core, 

Si, che per forza ancor convein che stia : 

Tai lacci alta beltate orditi avia 
Del crespo crin ; per far si eterno onore 

Onde offre infin dal ciel dagna mercede, 

A chi scioglie il figliuol la bella dea 
Da tanti nodi, in ch’ ella stretto il vede. 

Ma ei vinto a due occhi P arme cede : 

Ett’ affatichiindarno, Citerea; 

Che s’ altri ’1 scioglie, egli a legar si riede. 

Love, wandering through the golden maze 
Of my beloved’s hair, 

Traced every lock with fond delays, 

And, doting, linger’d there. 

And soon he found ’twere vain to fly, 

His heart was close confined ; 

And every curlet was a tie, 

A chain by Beauty twined. 

Now Venus seeks her boy’s release, 

With ransom from above : 

But, Venus ! let thy efforts cease, 

For Love ’s the slave of love. 

And, should we loose his golden chain 
The prisoner would return again I 
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His mother comes with many a toy, 

To ransom her beloved boy ; 

His mother sues, but all in vain ! 

He ne’er will leave his chains again. 
Nay, should they take his chains away, 
The little captive still would stay. 

“ If this,” he cries, “ a bondage be, 
Who could wish for liberty?” 


ODE XXL' 

Observe when mother earth is dry, 
She drinks the droppings of the sky ; 


His mother comes^ with mmy a. toy, . 

To ransom her beloved boy, etc.] Venus thus proc mms 
tlie reward for her fugitive child in the first idyl of Moschius : 

O fAuvvTxg yi-pag 

Mio-Sog TOi, TO <ptkxM» to Ku^ptJos, piv 5’ xyay^g viv, 

Ou yvfitvov TO Cfi’KXfJt.X^ TV S'’ W Xi®* TtXEOV E.ijS*?. 

On him, who the haunts of my Oupid can show, 

A kiss of the tenderest stamp I ’ll bestow ; 

But he, who can bring me the wanderer here. 

Shall have something more rapturous, something more 
dear. 

This “ something more” is the quidquid post oscula dalce 
ofSecundus. 

After this ode, there follow in the Vatican MS. these ex- 
traordinary lines : 

AvaxpSMV 

HSviaskyig 

Htvjixpjxou TO St fAOi f^ekag 
^vyxtpxcrxg ng tyxsot 
Tx rpix rxvTX fAQi SoKit 
Kxi Aiovucro; siTtkocnv 
Kxi Jlx<^ivi zrxpxypoog 
Kxi xvTOg Ep’jug x»v sirisiv. 

These lines, which appear to me to have as little sense 
as .metre, are most probably the interpolation of the tran- 
scriber. 

1 The commentators who have endeavoured to throw the 
chains of precision over the spirit of this beautiful trifle, re- 
miire too much from Anacreontic philosopliy. Monsieur 
Gail very wisely thinks that the poet uses the epithet fn- 
Kxtvn, because black earth absorbs moisture more quickly 
than any other ; and accordingly he indulges us with an ex- 
perimental disquisition on the subject. See Gail’s notes. 

One of the Capilupi has imitated this ode, in an epitaph on 
a drunkard. 

Dum vixi sine fine bibi, sic imbrifer arcus, 

Sic tellus pluvias sole perusta bibit. 

Sic bibit assidue fontes et flumina Pontus, 

Sic semper sitiens Sol maris haurit aquas. 

Ne te igitur jactes plus me, Silene, bibisse ; 

Et mihi da victas tu quoque, Bacche, manus. 

Hippolytus Capihipus^. 

While life was mine, the little hour 
In drinking still unvaried flew ; 

I drank as earth imbibes the shower, 

Or as the rainbow drinks the dew ; 

As ocean quaffs the rivers up, 

Or flushing sun inhales the sea ; 

Silenus trembled at my cup, 

And Bacchus was outdone by me ! 

I cannot omit citing these remarkable lines of Sliakspeare, 
%vhere the thoughts of the ode before us are preserved with 
such striking similitude : 

TIMON, ACT IV. 

I’ll example you with thievery. 

The sun ’s a thief, and with his great attraction 
Hobs the vast sea. The moon ’s an arrant thief, 

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun. 

The sea’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The mounds into salt tears. The earth ’s a thief, 

That feeds, and breeds by a coroposture stolen 
From genera! excrements. ' . 


And then the dewy cordial gives 
To every thirsty plant that lives. 

The vapours, which at evening weep, 

Are beverage to the swelling deep ; 

And when the ro.sy sun appears, 

He drinks the ocean’s misty tears. 

The moon, too, quaffs her paly stream 
Of lustre from the solar beam. 

Then, hence, with all your sober thinking! 
Since Nature’s holy law is drinking ; 
ril make the laws of Nature mine, 

And pledge the universe in wine ! 


ODE XXIL' 

The Phrygian rock, that braves the stonn, 
Was once a weeping matron’s form ; 

And Progne, hapless, frantic maid, 

Is now a swallow in the shade. 


1 Ogilvie, in his Essay on the Lyric Poetry of the An- 
cients, in remarking upon the Odes of Anacreon, says, “ In 
some of his pieces there is exuberance and even wildness of 
imagination ; in that particularly which is addressed to a 
young girl, where he wishes alternately to be transformed 
to a mirror, a coat, a stream, a bracelet, and a pair of shoes, 
for the different purposes which he recites ; this is mere 
sport and wantonriess.” 

It is the wantonriess, however, of a very graceful muse ; 
ludit amabiliter. The compliment of this ode is exquisitely 
delicate, and so singular for the period in which Anacreon 
lived, when the scale of love had not yet been graduated into 
all its Utile progressive refinements, that if we were inclined 
to question the authenticity of the poem, we should find a 
much more plausible argument in the features of modern 
gallantry which it bears, than in any of those fastidious con 
jectures upon which some commentators have presumed so 
far. Degen thinks it spurious, and De Panw pronounces it 
to be miserable. Longepiene and Barnes refer us to several 
imitations of thie ode, from w’hich I shall only select an epi- 
gram of Dionysius: 

E«S’ xv&fA,og ysvofA^iv, tv St ys Tret vxp* xuyxg, 

!Sre5ex yvi^vwTxtg^ xai* ,MS wtQvrx kx^oig, 

Eih poSov yfvojutjv vTOtTopipvpov, o<f)p» 

Apx/xev>i, xojxtrxig TTsisTi 

EtSs Kpiuotf yevcjXffv kevy,s%poatff oippx fics 

Ap»yt*gv>), /Axkkov Tijg %poTO}5 xopeij-i.)^, 

I wish I could like zephyr steal 
To wanton o’er thy mazy vest ; 

And thou wouldst ope thy bosom veil, 

And take me panting to thy breast ! 

T wish I might a rose-bud grow, 

And thou wouldst cull mo from the bower, 

And place me on that breast of snow, 

Where I should bloom, a wintry flower ! 

I wish I were the lily’s leaf, 

To fade upon that bosom warm ; 

There I should wither, pale and brief, 

The trophy of thy fairer form ! 

Allow me to add, that Plato has expressed as fanciful a 
wish in a distich preserved by Laertius : 

Arrspag stcrxSpngj xtTTtjp tjuog. ttSt yevoijuy,v 

Ovpxvog, «>s 'sroAAo-fs tijxfixTiV sig T$ 

TO STELLA. 

Why dost thou gaze upon ibe sky ? 

Oh ! that I were that spangled sphere, 

And every star should be an eye 
To wonder on thy beauties here 1 

Apuleius quotes this epigram of the divine pluk>sopher, to 
justify himself for his verses on Critias and Charinns. See 
his Apolo^, where he also adduces the example of Ana- 
creon ; Fecere tamen et alii talia, et si vos ignoratia, apud 
GrffiCos Teins qnidam,” etc. etc. 
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Oh ! that a mirror’s form were mine, 

To sparkle with that smile divine ; 

And, like my heart, I then should be 
Reflecting thee, and only thee ! 

Or wore I, love, the robe which flows 
O’er every charm that secret glows, 

In many a lucid fold to swim, 

And cling and grow to every limb ! 

Oh ! could I, as the streamlet’s wave, 
Thy warmly-mellowing beauties lave, 

Or float as perfume on thine hair, 

And breathe my soul in fragrance there ’ 
I wish I were the zone that lies 
Warm to thy breast, and feels its sighs ! 
Or like those envious pearls that show 
So faintly round that neck of snow ; 
Yes, I would be a happy gem, 
like them to hang, to fade like them. 
What more would thy Anacreon be ? 
Oh ! any thing that touches thee. 

Nay, sandals for those airy feet-^ 

Thus to be press’d by thee, were sweet ! 


ODE xxni.‘ 

I OFTEN wish this languid lyre. 

This warbler of my soul’s desire, 

T wish I were the zone that lies 
Warm to thy breast^ and feels its sighs!] This 
was a riband, or band, called by the Eomans fascia and 
strophLum, which the women wore for the purpose of r© 
straining the exuberance of the bosom. Vide Polluc. Ono- 
mast. Thus Martial : 

Fascia crescentes dominse compesce papillas. ^ 
The women of Greece not only wore this zone, but con- 
demned themselves to fasting, and made use of certain 
drugs and powders for the same purpose. To these expe- 
dients they were compelled, in consequence of their inele- 
gant fashion of compressing the waist into a very narrow 
compass, which necessarily caused an excessive tumidity 
in the bosom. See Dioscorides, lib. v. 

J^ay, sandals for those airy feet — 

Thus to be pressed by thee were sweet!] The sophist 
Philostratus, in one of his love-letters, has borrowed this 
thought; w aSsTQi voS'ss. « xctWog eKevSepog. co tojctsu- 
syoi jiixxxipio^ sciv TrarytcrsTt fts. “ Oh lovely 
feetj oh excellent beauty! oh! thrice happy and blessed 
should I be, if you would but tread on me !” In Shakspeare, 
Romeo desires to be a glove : 

Oh ! that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might kiss that cheek ! 

And, in his Passionate Pilgrim, we meet with an idea some- 
what like that of the thirteenth line : 

He, spying her, bounced in, where as he stood, 

“ 0 Jove !” quoth she, “ why was not I a flood !” 

In Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, that whimsical far- 
rago of “ all such reading as was never read,” tliere is a 
very old translation of this ode, before 1632. “ Englished 
by Mr. B. Holiday, in his Technog. act 1, scene 7.” 

1 This ode is first in the series of all the editions, and is 
thought to be peculiarly designed as an introduction to the 
rest ; it however characterizes the genius of the Teian but 
very inadequately, as wine, the burden of his lays, is not 
even mentioned in it. | 

cum multo Venerem confundere mero 

Precepit Lyrici Teia Musa senis. Ovid. ' 

The twenty-sixth Ode, erw /utv Ktyftg t* might, with 

as much propriety, be the harbinger of his songs. 

Bion expressed the sentiments of the ode before us 
with much simplicity, in his fourth idyl. I have given it 
rather paraphrastically ; it has been so frequently translated, 
.ifeat I could not otherwise avoid triteness and repetition. 


Could raise the breath of song sublime, 
To men of fame, in former time. 

But when the soaring theme I try, 
Along the chords my numbers die, ■ 
And whisper, with dissolving tone, 

“ Our sighs are given to Love alone !” 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 

I tore the panting chords away, 
Attuned them to a nobler swell, 

And struck again the breathing shell ; 
In all the glo w of epic fire, 

To Hercules I wake the lyre ! 

But still its fainting sighs repeat, 

“ The tale of Love alone is sweet !” 
Then fare thee well, seductive dream, 
That mad’ St me follow Glory’s theme ; 
For thou, my lyre, and thou, my heart, 
Shall never more in spirit part ; 

And thou the flame slialt feel as well 
As thou the flame shalt sweetly tell J 


ODE xxrv.> 

To all that breathe the airs of heaven, 
Some boon of strength has nature given. 
When the majestic bull was born, 

She fenced his brow with wreathed horn. 
She arm’d the courser’s foot of air, 

And wing’d with speed the panting hare. 
She gave the lion fangs of terror, 

And, on the ocean’s crystal mirror, 
Taught the unnumber’d scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; 

While for the umbrage of the grove, 

She plumed the warbling world of love. 


In all the glow of epic fire, 

To Hercules I wake the lyre!] Madame Dacier gene- 
rally translates into a lute, which I believe is rather in- 
accurate. “ D’expliquer la lyre des anciens (says Monsieur 
Sorel) par un luth, c’esl ignorer la difference qu’il y a entr® 
ces deux instrurnens de niusique.” Bibliotheque Prangaise. 

But still its fainting sighs repeat, 

“ The tale of Love alone is sweet!”) The word «vti. 
<pwve<, in the original, may imply that kind of musical dia- 
logue practised by the ancients, in which the lyre was made 
to respond to the questions proposed by the singer. This was 
a method which Sappho used, as we are told by Hermo- 
genes : “ ot»v tj}v xvpttv spwTta Sotjrtpw, xut orctv aurfj assro- 
xpivjjTW'i.’’ Ilspt IJswv. To/x, S'evT. 

1 Henri Stephens has imitated the idea of this ode in the 
following lines of one of his poems : 

Provida dat cunctis Natura animantihus arma, 

Et sua feeraineum possidet arma genus, 

XJngulaque ut defendit equum; atque ut cornua taurum, 
Arraata est forma feemina pulchra sua. 

And the same thought occurs in those lines, spoken by 
Corisca in Pastor Fido ; 

Cos5 noi la bellezza 

Che ’e vertu nostra cosi propria, come 

La forza del leone 

E V ingegno de I’ hiiomo. 

The lion boasts his savage powers, 

And lordly man Ms strength of mind ; 

But beauty’s charm is solely ours, 

Peculiar boon, by Heaven assign’d ! 

“ An elegant explication of the beauties of this ode (says 
Degen) may be found in Grimm m den Anmerkk, Vebor 
einige Oden des Anakr ” 
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To man she gave the flame refined, 

The spark of Heaven — a thinking mind ! 
And had she no surpassing treasure 
For thee, oh woman 1 child of pleasure 7 
She gave thee beauty—shaft of eyes, 
That every shaft of war outflies ! 

She gave thee beauty — blush of fire, 
That bids the flames of war retire ! 
Woman ! be fair, we must adore thee ; 
Smile, and a world is weak before thee ! 


ODE XXV » 

Once in each revolving year, 

Gentle bird ! we find thee here, 

When nature wears her summer-vest, 
Thou com’st to weave thy simple nest ; 
But when the chilling winter lowers, 
Again thou seek’st the genial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours of verdure smile. 
And thus thy wing of freedom roves, 
Alas I unlike the plumed loves, 

That linger in this hapless breast, 

And never, never change their nest 1 


To man she gave the flame refl-ned, 

The spark of Heaven — a thinking mind!] In my first 
attempt to translate this ode, I had interpreted with 

Baxter and Barnes, as implying courage and military virtue; 
but I do not think that the gallantry of the idea suffers by 
the import which I have now given to it. For, why need 
we consider this possession of wisdom as exclusive ? and in 
truth, as the design of Anacreon is to estimate the treasure 
of beauty, above all the rest which Nature has distributed, 
it is perhaps even refining upon the delicacy of the compli- 
ment, to prefer the radiance of female charms to the cold 
illamination of wisdom and prudence ; and to think that 
women’s eyes are 

— ^ the books, the academies, 

From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

She gave thee beauty — shaft of eyes, 

That every shaft of war outflies !] Thus Achilles Ta- 
tius: ) 6 seA.K 0 f o^uTSpov T<Tpto(rxs< /3sX,oup, xcfti Site, twv 09 - 
SstKfidiV s<c jcarappsi. Oc^SxkfAOg yxp oSog tpw« 

nxw rpxvfexTt. “ Beauty wounds more swiftly than the 
arrow, and passes through tfie eye to the very soul ; for the 
eye is the inlet to the wounds of love.” 

Woman ! be fair, we must adore thee ; 

SmilO) and a world is weak before thee /] Longepierre’s 
remark here is very ingenious : “ The Romans,” says he, 
“ were so convinced of the power of beauty, that they used 
a word implying strength in the place of the epithet beauti- 
ful. Thus Flauius, act 2, scene 2, Bacchid. 

Sed Bacchis etiam fortis tibi visa. 

* Fortis, id est formoaa,’ say Servius and Nonius.^’ 

1 This is another ode addressed to the swallow- Alberti 
has imitated both in one poem, beginning 
Perch’ io pianga al tuo canto 
Rondinella importuna, etc. 

Mas! unUke the plumed loves, 

That Unger in this hapless breast, 

And never, never^ change their nest!] Thus Love is 
represented as a bird, in an epigram cited by Longepierre 
-from the Anthologia; 

Am (stoi livvm pisv sv ffvoitriv ytxag spuireg, 

OftlAti, h enyx voSoig to- yXonv Jesx-pv cpspit#- 

OuJ’ H vugjOu ptyyeg ujro !p-»\Tp«« 

HSi !T0v xpxSi>i yvujcrrog $i/s(rTi rvnsrog. 

'ib'Ot’ s«p,*^Ti»<rSai spares 
OiStcT*, avroxtrtfViXi S’* ouff’ ocrov, arxvtrs^ 

’Tis Love that murmurs in my breast, 

And makes me shed the secret tear ; 

Hor day nor night my heart has rest, 

For night and day his voice I hear 
2 1 


Still every year, and ail the year, 

A flight of loves engender here ; 

And some their infant plumage try, 

And on a tender winglet fly ; 

While in the shell, impregn’d with fires. 
Cluster a thousand more desires ; 

Some from their tiny prisons peeping, 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 
My bosom, lil^e the vernal groves, 
Resounds with little warbling loves ; 
One urchin imps the other’s feather, 
Then twin-desires they wing together, 
And still as they have learn’ d to soar, 
The wanton babies teem with more. 

But is there then no kindly art, 

To chase these Cupids from my heart? 
No, no ! I fear, alas 1 I fear 
They will for ever nestle here ! 


ODE XXVL* 

Thy harp may sing of Troy’s alarms, 

Or tell the tale of Theban arms ; 

With other wars my song shall burn, 

For other wounds my harp shall mourn 
’T was not the crested warrior’s dart 
Which drank the current of my heart ; 
Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed, 

Have made this vanquish’d bo.som bleed i 
No — from an eye of liquid blue 
A host of quiver’d Cupids flew ; 

And now my heart all bleeding lies 
Beneath this army of the eyes I 


ODE XXVIL* 

We read the flying courser’s name 
Upon his side, in marks of flame ; 


A wound within my heart I find, 

And oh ! ’tis plain where love has been ; 

For still ho leaves a wound behind, 

Such aa within my heart is seen. 

Oh bird of Love ! with song so drear, 

Make not my soul the nest of pain ; 

Oh ! let the wing which brought thee here, 

In pity waft thee hence again ! 

1 “The German poetUz has imitated this ode. Com- 
pare also Weisse Scherz. Lieder. lib. iii, der SoMat.” 
Gail, Degen. 

JVb — from an eye of liquid blue, 

A host of quiver'd Cupids flew.] Longepierre has quoted 
part of an epigram from the seventh book of the Antholo- 
gia, which has a fancy something like this : 

Oy (if XskViQxg, 

To^orat, Zt}i/o<pikeeg o/ti(ice<ri xpvTrrofiitvCif, 

Archer Love ! though slily creeping, 

Well I know where thou dost lie ; 

I saw thee through the curtain peeping, 

That fringes Zenuphelia’s eye. 

The poets abound with conceits on the archery of ths 
eyes, but few have turned the thought so natiiraliy as Ana- 
creon, Eonsard gives to the eyes of his mistress “ un petit 
cimp d’araours.” 

2 This ode forms a part of the preceding in the Vatican 
MS. but I have conformed to the editions in translating 
them separately. 

“Compare with this (sayeDegen) the poem of Earolea 
Wahrzeichen der Liebe, in Lyr. Blumenle3e,lib.iv, p. 3t3 
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And, by their turban’d brows alone, 

The warriors of the East are known 
But in the lover’s glowing eyes. 

The inlet to his bosom lies ; 

Through them we see the small faint mark, 
Where Love has dropp’d Ms burning spark ! 


ODE xxvm.^ 

As in the Lemnian caves of fire. 

The mate of her who nursed desire 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm ; 

While Yenus every barb imbues 
With droppings of her honied dews ; 

And Love (alas I the victim-heart) 

Tinges with gall the burning dart ; 

Once, to tMs Lemnian cave of flame. 

The crested Lord of Battles came ; 

’T was from the ranks of war he rush’d, 

His spear with many a life-drop blush’d ! 

He saw the mystic darts, and smiled 
Derision on the archer-child. 

“ And dost thou smile 1” said little Love ; 

“ Take tMs dart, and thou may’st prove, 

But in the lover' ^ glowing eijes., 

The inlet to his bosom lies.} “ We cannot see into the 
heart,” says Madame Dacier. But tlie iover answers — 

II cor ne gli occhi e ne la fronte ho seritto. 

Monsieur La Fosse has given the following lines, as en- 
larging on the thought of Anacreon : 

Lorsque je vois un araant, 

11 cache en vain son tourment, 

A le trahir tout conspire, 

Sa langueur, son embarras, 

Tout ce qu’il pent faire ou dire, 

M6me ce qu’il ne dit pas. 

In vain the lover tries to veil 

The flame which in his bosom lies; 

His cheek’s confusion tells the tale. 

We read it in his languid eyes . 

And though his words the heart betray, 

His silence speaks e’en more than they, 

1 This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Vayer, who, I 
believe, was the author of that carious little work, called 
“ Hexameron Rustique.” He makes use of this, as well as 
the thirty-fifth, in his ingenious but indelicate explanation of 
Homer’s Cave of the Nymphs. Journ6e Cluatrieme. 
jflnd Love (alas t the victim heart) 

Tinges with gall the burning dart.} Thus Claudian — 
Labuntur gemini fontes, hie duleis, amarus 
Alter, et infusis corrumpit nrella venenia, 

Unde Cupidineas armavit faraa sagittas. 

In Cyprus’ isle two rippling fountains fall, 

And one with honey flows, and one with gall ; 

In these, if we may take the tale from fame, 

The son of Venus dips his darts of flame. 

See the ninety-first emblem of Alciatus, on the close con- 
nexion which subsists between sweets and bitterness. “ Apes 
ideo pungunt (says Petronius) quia ubi dulce, ibi et acidum 
invenies. 

The allegorical description of Cupid’s employment, in 
Horace, may vie with this before us in fancy, though not 
in delicacy : 

— — — ferus et Cupido 
Semper ardentes acuens sagittas 
Cote cruenta. 

And OUpid, sharpening all his fiery darts 
Upon a whetstone stain’d with blood of hearts. 

Secundus has borrowed this, but has somewhat softened 
the image by the omission of the epithet cruenta.” 

Fallor an ardentes aeuebat cote sagittas. Eleg. 1. 


That though they pass the breeze’s flight, 
My bolts are not so feathery light.” 

He took the shaft — and, oh ! thy look, 
Sweet Venus ! when the shaft he took- 
He sigh’d, and felt the urcMn’s art ; 

He sigh’d, in agony of heart, 

“ It is not light — I die with pain ! 

Take — take thy arrow back again,” 

“ No,” said the child, “ it must not be, 
That little dart was made for thee !” 


ODE XXIX. 

Yes— loving is a painful thrill, 

And not to love, more painful still ; 


yes — loving is a painful thrill, 

\ Jlnd not to love more painful still, etc.} Monsieur 
Menage, in the following Anacreontic, enforces the neces- 
sity of loving : 

n«j)j Tou Jsiv 

npos risTpov Aai/tiiXa Xsttow, 

‘ Toov eeoiS'ajv 

XasptTWV •&S4X0? XgTTE, 
ebi'K&iaiAs.v,oi iraips. 

oi (ro<p«(rTc«t. 
a-Bjtcvog 

To TEKVOV TOO jJOVtfTJtOO, 

SoCfiJ^S TTXTffp eSJTMCrjIff. 

Ti S' eevso Epwroj ; 

Axovjf fisv go*Ti (a) 

ItrepuyEtrariv etg OKvfitsrov 
; KaraKEifitEvovg uvxipsi, 

BpaSsxg r STfiy/UEvo tin 
BsKEsartrt s^xystpsi, 

Ilopi KxfitjrxSos <pxetuctt 

PoiTrfpWTgpOVS XxSxipSt, 

^iKswfitsv oov, XETTE, 

^iKsa/fiiEV, w erxips. 

ASixiog Se KotSopouvTi 
Ayiou; ipwrets >i^cov 
KotXOO gO^O/Wa* TO /U.0VVOV 

Ivx iAy\ Suvxtr' EXEivog 
d'xXggJVTg XXi (piXSiO-S^X' 

TO PETER DANIEL HUETT, 

Thou ! of tuneful bards the first, 

Thou ! by all the Graces nursed ; 

Friend ! each other friend above, 

Come with me, and learn to love. 

Loving is a simple lore, 

Graver men have learn’d before ; 

Nay, the boast of former ages, 

Wisest of the wisest sages, 

Sophroniscus’ prudent son, 

Was by Love’s illusion won. 

Oh ! how heavy life would move, 

If we knew not how to love ! 

Love ’s a whetstone to the mind ; 

I’hus ’tis pointed, thus refined. 

When the soul dejected lies, 

Love can waft it to the skies ; 

When in languor sleeps the heart, 

Love can wake it with his dart ; 

When the mind is dull and dark, 

Love can light it with his spark ! 

Come, oh ! come then, let us haste 
All the bliss of love to taste ; 

Let us love both night and day, 

Let us love our lives away ! 

And when hearts, from loving free 
(If indeed such hearts there be,) 

Frown upon our gentle flame, 

And the sweet delusion blame ; 

(a) This line is borrowed from an epigram by Alpbeos 
of Mityiene. 

gcTTiv Epwf xxQvrit 

Menage, I think, says somewhere, that ho was the first who 
produced this epigram to the world. 
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But surely ^tis the worst -of pain, 

To love and not be loved again ! 

AiFection now has fled from earth, 

Nor fire of genius, light of birth, 

Nor heavenly virtue, can beguile 
From Beauty’s cheek one favouring smile. 
Cold is the woman’s only theme. 

Gold is the woman’s only dream. 

Oh ! never be that wretch forgiven — 
Forgive him not, indignant Heaven ! — 
Whose grovelling eyes could first adore, 
Whose heart could pant for sordid ore. 
Since that devoted thirst began, 

Man has forgot to feel for man ; 

The pulse of social life is dead, 

And all its fonder feelings fled ! 

War too has sullied Nature’s charms, 

For gold provokes the world to arms ! 
And oh ! the worst of all its art, 

I feel it brealis the lover’s heart ! 


ODE XXX.' 

’T was in an airy dream of night, 

I fancied that I wing’d my flight 
On pinions fleeter than the wind, 

While little Love, whose feet were twined 
(I Icnow not why) with chains of lead, 
Pursued me as I trembling fled ; 

Pursued — and could I e’er have thought ? — 
Swift as the moment I was caught ! 

What does the wanton Fancy mean 
By such a strange, illusive scene ? 

I fear she whispers to my breast, 

That you, my girl, have stolen my rest ; 
That though my fancy, for a while, 

Has hung on many a woman’s smile, 

I soon dissolved the passing vow. 

And ne’er was caught by Love till now ! 


ODE XXXL“ 
Arm’d witbi hyacintbine rod 
(Arms enough for such a god,) 


This shall be my only curse, 

(Could I, could I wish them worse 1) 

May they ne’er the rapture prove, 

Of the smile from lips we love ! 

1 Barnes imagines from this allegorji that our poet mar-^ 
ried very late in life. I do not perceive any thing in the ode 
which seems to allude to matrimony, except it be the lead 
tipon the feet of Cupid ; and I must confess that I agree in 
the opinion of Madame Dacier, in her life of the poet, that 
he was always too fond of pleasure to marry. 

S The design of this little fiction is to intimate, that much 
greater pain attends insensibility than can ever result from 
the tenderest impressions of love. Longepierre has quoted 
•an ancient epigram (X do not know where ho found it,) 
which has some similitude to this ode : 

Lecto compositus, vix prima silentia noctis 
Carpebam, at sornno lumina victa dabam \ ^ 

Cum me scevus Amor prensuro, sursumque capillis . 
Excitat, et lacerum parvigilare jubet. 

Tu famulus mens, inquit, ames cum mille puellas, 

Solus lo, solus, dure jacere potes 1 

Bxilio Bt pedibus nudis, tunicaque soluta, 

Oiane iter impedio, nullum iter expedio. 


Cupid bade me wing my pace, 

And try with him the rapid race. 

O’er the wild torrent, rude and deep, 

By tangled brake and pendent steep, 
With weary foot I panting flew. 

My brow was chill with drops of dew 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 

To my lip was faintly flying; 

And now I thought the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hover’d o’er my head, 
And, fanning light his breezy plume, 
Recall’d me from my languid gloom ; 
Then said, in accents half reproving, 

« Why hast thou been a foe to loving ?” 


ODE XXXIL' 

Strew me a breathing bed of leaves 
Where lotus with the mjrrtle weaves ; 

Nunc propero, nunc ire pigot ; rursumquo redire 
Poenitet; etpudor est stare via metlia. 

Ecce tacent voces hominum, strepitusque ferarura, 

Et volucrum cantus, turbaque tide caiiura. 

Solus ego ex cunctis paveo somnumque torumque, 

Et sequor iraperium, s»ve Cupido, tuum. 

Upon my couch I lay, at night profound, 

My languid eyes in magic slumber bound, 

When Cupid came and snatch’d me from my bed, 

And forced me many a weary way to tread. 

“What ! (said the god) shall you, whose vows are known. 
Who love so many nymphs, thus sleep alone '1” 

I rise and follow ; all the night I stray. 

Unshelter’d, trembling, doubtful of rriy way. 

Tracing with naked foot the painful track, 

Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. 

Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems interr’d, 

Nor warbling birds, nor lowing flocks are heard ; 

I, I alone, a fugitive from rest, 

Passion my guide, and madness in my breast, 

Wander the world aroundi, unknowing where, 

The slave of love, the victim of despair 1 
My brow was chill with drops ofdew.l I have followed 
those who road rstpiv for vrupMv v^pog j the former is 
partly authorized by the MS. which reads 7r$tp.iv 

Jlnd now my soul^ exhausted, dying, 

To my lip was faintly Jlying, 'etcf\ In the original, he 
says his heart flew to his nose ; but our manner more natu- 
rally transfers it to tlie lips. Such is the effect that Plate 
tells us he felt from a kiss, in a distich, quoted by Aulua 
Gellius: 

■4^u%)jv,' AyaStova (ftXtov, S5r< %s<X£crtv «<rjsov 
HxSb yap M r\y[iJ.(3iv wg 5'ta€!io"opt£V«. 

Whene’er thy neetar’d kiss I sip, 

And drink thy breath, in melting twine, 

My soul then flutters to my lip, 

Ready to fly and mix with thine. 

Aultts Gellius subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, in 
which we find many of those raignardises of expression, 
which mark the efferaination of the Latin language. 

fanning light his hreezij plume^ 

RecalVd me from, my languid gloom-'] “ Tho facility 
with which Cupid recovers him, signifies that the sweets of 
love make ua easily forget any solicitudes which he may oc- 
casion.”— La Fosse. 

1 We here have the poet, in his true attributes, reclining 
upon myrtles, with Cupid for his cup-bearer. Some inter- 
preters nave ruined the picture by making the name 
of his slave. None but Love should fiU the goblet of Ana- 
creon. Sappho has assigned this office to Venus, in a frag- 
ment. Exie, Kwsrp*, xpotruantrw sv xvXotficrcriv wSpo^s 

^stXHitKri v(KT»p o(vo%oov(r» rouroitpi roig 

STeejspOJtfjptOtS ys 

Whioh may be thus paraphrased : 

Hither, Venus! queen of kissep, 

This shall be the night of blisses ! 
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And, while in luxury’s dream I sink, 
liBt me the balm of Bacchus drink ! 

In this delicious hour of joy 
Young Love shall be my goblet-boy; 
Folding his little golden vest, 

With cinctures, round his snowy breast, 
Himself shall hover by my side, 

And minister the racy tide ! 

Swift as the wheels that kindling roll, 
Our life is hurrying to the goal : 

A scanty dust to feed the wind, 

Is all the trace ’t will leave behind. 

Why do we shed the rose’s bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate tomb 1 
Can flowery breeze, or odour’s breath, 
Atfect the slumbering chill of death ? 
No, no ; I ask no balm to steep 
With fragrant tears my bed of sleep ; 
But now, while every pulse is glowing. 
Now let me breathe the balsam flowing ; 
Now let the rose with blush of fire, 
Upon my brow its scent expire ; 

And bring the nymph with floating eye. 
Oh ! she will teach me how to die ! 

Yes, Cupid ! ere ray soul retire, 

To join the blest Elysian choir, 

With wine, and love, and blisses dear, 
I’ll make my own Elysium here 1 


ODE XXXIIL* 

’T WAS noon of night, when round the pole 
The sullen Bear is seen to roll ; 

And mortals, wearied with the day, 

Are slumbering all their cares away; 

An infant, at that dreary hour, 

Came weeping to my silent bower, 

And waked me with a piteous prayer, 

To save him from the midnight air ! 

“ And who art thou,” I waking cry, 

** That bid’st my blissful visions fly ?” 


This the night, to friendship dear, 

Thoa shalt bo our Hebo here. 

Fill the golden brimmer high, 

Let it sparkle like thine eye l 
Bid the rosy current gush, 

Let it mantle like thy blush ! 

Venus I hast thou e’er above 
Seen a feast so rich in Jove? 

Not a soul that is not mine ! 

Not a soul that is not thine ! 

“ Compare with this ode (says the German commentator) 
the beautiful poem in Ramler’s Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. iv. p. 
^96, Amor als Diener.” 

1 Monsieur Bcrnarde, the author of I’Art d’aimer, has 
written a ballet called “ Les Surprises de i’Amour,” in 
which the subject of the third entrCe is Anacreon, and the 
story of this ode suggests one of the scenes. CEuvres de 
Bernard, Anac. scene 4th. 

The German annotator refers us here to an imitation by 
Uz, lib. iii. “ Amor und sein Brndcr,” and a poem of Kleist 
die Heilung. La Fontaine has translated, or rather imitated, 
this. ode. 

‘‘ Jlnd viha art thou*^ T waiting cry, 

“ That hid' at my blissf ul visions fly ?] Anacreon ap- 
pears to have been a voluptuary even in dreaming, by the 
lively regret which he eiroressos at being disiurbed from his 
visionary enjoyments. See the odes i. and xxxvii. 


“ 0 gentle sire !” the infant said, 

In pity take me to thy shed ; 

Nor fear deceit : a lonely child 
I wander o’er the gloomy wild. 

Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 
Illumes the drear and misty way!” 

I hear the baby’s tale of woe ; 

I hear the bitter night-winds blow ; 

And, sighing for his piteous fate, 

I trimm’d my lamp, and oped the gate. 
’T was Love ! the little wandering sprite, 
His pinion sparkled through the night ! 

I knew him by his bow and dart ; 

I knew him by my fluttering heart I 
I take him in, and fondly raise 
The dying embers’ cheering blaze ; 

Press from his dank and clinging hair 
The crystals of the freezing air, 

And in my hand and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold. 

And now the embers’ genial ray 
Had warm’d his anxious fears away ; 

“ I pray thee,” said the wanton child 
(My bosom trembled as he smiled,) 

“ I pray thee let me try my bow, 

For through the rain I’ve wander’d so, 
That much I fear the ceaseless shower 
Has injured its elastic power.” 

The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 

Swift from the string the arrow flew ; 
Oh I swift it flew as glancing flame. 

And to my very soul it came ! 

“ Fare thee well,” I heard him say, 

As laughing wild he wing’d away ; 

“ Fare thee well, for now 1 know 
The rain has not relax’d my bow ; 

It still can send a maddening dart, 

As thou shalt own with all thy heart ! 


ODE XXXIV.J 
Oh thou, of all creation blest, 

Sweet insect ! that delight’st to rest 
Upon the wild wood’s leafy tops, 

To drink the dew that morning drops, 

And chirp thy song with such a glee, 

That happiest kings may envy thee ! 

*Twas Love! the little loanderivg sprite, See thv 
beautiful description pf Cupid, by Moschus, in bis first idy’ 

3. Father Rapin, in a Latin ode addressed to the grassiiop 
j^r, has preserved some of the thougitts of our author; 

O quiB virenti graminis in toro, 

Cicada, bland© stdis, et herbidos 
Saltus oberras, otiosos 
Ingeniosa ciere cantus. 

Seu forte adultis floribus incubas, 

Cceli caducis ebria fletibus, etc 

Oh thou, that on the grassy bed 
Which Nature’s vernal hand has spread, 

Reclinest soft, and tunest thy song, 

The dewy herbs and leaves among ! 

Whether thou liest on springing flowers, 

Drunk with the balmy morning-showers, 

Or, etc. 

See what Licetus says about grasshoppers, cap. 93 and 185 

Jlnd cMrp thy song with suck a glee, etc."] Some authors 
have affirmed (says Madame Dacier,) that it is only male 
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Whatever decks the velvet field, 
Whate’er the circling seasoBs yield, 
Whatever buds, whatever blows, 

For thee it buds, for thee it grows. 

Nor yet art thou the peasant’s fear, 

To him thy friendly notes are dear ; 

For thou art mild as matin dew, 

And still, when summer’s flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain, ^ 

.We hear thy sweet prophetic strain ; 
Thy sweet prophetic strain we hear, 
And bless the notes and thee revere ! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone ; 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 

’T was he who gave that voice to thee, 
’T is he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 
Unworn by age’s dim decline, 

The fadeless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect ! child of earth I 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth ; 
Exempt from every weak decay. 

That withers vulgar frames away ; 

With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein; 

So blest an age is pass’d by thee, 

Thou seem’ St a little deity 1 


ODE XXXV.' { 

Cupid once upon a bed * 

Of roses laid his weary head ; s 

- — t 

grasshoppers which sing, and that the females are silent; 
and on this circumstance is founded a bon-raot of Xenarchos, 
the comic poet, who says stT’ sier»v at rtrrtytg ou» 
ftovss^ TctJj yvvtu^iv owS’ ori ouv Bvi ; ‘ are not the 
grasshoppers happy in having dumb wives V This note is 
originally Henry Stephen’s; but I chose rather to make 
Madame Dacier my authority for it. 

TIlc Muses love thy shrilly tone., etc.] Phil 0 , de Animal. 
Proprietat. calls this insect Movcpat; the darling of the 
Muses; and Moucriov opviv, the bird of the Muses; and we 
find Plato compared for his eloquence to the grasshopper, in 
the following punning lines of Tiraon, preserved by Dioge- 
nes Laertius : 

Tmv 'urttvrwv S'’ ytyBira -js-XaTucTTctTOs, ayopjjrjjf 
HSys?r>is rsrrt^tv oi S’ ExctSu/toy 

AsvSpta t^B^of^svot OiTct X«<p<o«(rcrav 

This last line is borrowed from Homer’s Iliad, x. where 
there occurs the veiy same simile. 

Melodious insect ! child of earth!] Longepierre has 
quoted the two first lines of an epigram of Antipater, from 
the first book of the Anthologia, where he prefers the 
grasshopper to the swan : 

Apxst TSTTiyMsr jwsSoitrwt Jpocpcs, ttXXoe ‘WtovTlf 
' xwxvwv SEtri ysywj/oTEpoi. 

In dew, that drops from morning’s wings, 

The gay Cicada sipping floats ; ^ 

And, drunk with dew, ins matin sings 
Sweeter than any cygnet’s notes. 

1 Theocritus has imitated this beautiful ode in hisnine- 
teenth idyl, but is very inferior, I think, to his original, in 
delicacy of point, and na'ivetd of expression. Spenser in 
one of his smaller cojwositions, has sported more diffusely 
on the same subject. The poem to which I allude begins 
thus: ' 

Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly slumbering 
All in his mother’s lap ; 

A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murmuring, 

About him flow by hap, etc. 

'".In Almeloveen’s collection of , epigrams, there' is one by 
Luxorius, correspondent somewhat with the turn of Ana- 


Luckless urchin not to see 
Within the leaves a slumbering bee ! 

The bee awaked — -with anger wild 
The bee awaked and stung the child. 
Loud and piteous are his cries ; 

To Venus quick he runs, he flies I 
“ Oh mother ! — I am wounded through— 
I die with pain^ — in sooth I do ! 

Stung by some little angry thing, 

Some serpent on a tiny wing — 

A bee it was — ^for once, I know, 

I heard a rustic call it so.” 

Thus he spoke, and she the while 
Heard him with a soothing smile ; 

Then said, ** My infant, if so much 
Thou feel the little wild bee’s touch, 
How must the heart, ah, Cupid ! be, 

The hapless heart that ’s stung by thee !” 


ODE XXXVI. 

If hoarded gold possess’d a power 
To lengthen life’s too fleeting hour, 

creon, where Love complains to his mother of being wound- 
ed by a rose. 

The ode before us is the very fiow'er of simplicity. The 
infantine complainings of the little god, and the natural and 
impressive reflections which they draw from Venus, are 
beauties of inimitable grace. I hope I shall bo pardoned for 
introducing another Greek Anacreontic of Monsieur Men- 
age, not for its similitude to the subject of this ode, but for 
some faint traces of this naiural simplicity which it appears 
to me to have preserved: 

Epwj ■srsr’ sv %opf<c«is 
T«v ‘JsrxpSsvwv etturov 
T»iv /tor (ptKijv Kopivvitv 
£lg w5 'srpos etOTJiv 

JIpocrs^psc/4i' rpxx^Kea 
AtS'vjuxg rs %s*psef wsttcuv 
i^UKst fitt, fitirspf HfTfi. 

KxKtrvftsvfj Koptuucs 
MijTfipf tpuSpixl^tif 

Sly -srxphvog ptiv ovra, 

‘ K’ auTOs S’s Sv(rXip<*>^vctiVf 

Oftjwotiri 'ZD'X«v;)0*»}, 

Epwe tpv.B'ptxl^si, 

Eyw Si ot ‘srxpxo-TXfff 
Mjj ^vrzspxivSf Cpnfi^*. 

Kusrpty rg xcti Koptvvav 
£^ixyvu3(rxt oux s^outr* 

Kai Oi jSXgsrOvTSS o|u. 

’ As dancing o’er the enamell’d plain, 

The flow’ret of the virgin train, 

' My soul’s Corinna, lightly play’d, 

^ Young Cupid saw the graceful maid , 

’ He saw, and in a moment flew, 

And round her neck his arms he threw ; 

And said, with smiles of infant joy. 

Oh i kiss me, mother, kiss thy boy 1” 
Unconscious of a mother’s name, 

The modest virgin blush’d with shame J 
And angry Cupid, scarce believing 
That vision could be so deceiving, 

Thus to mistake his Cyprian dame, 

The Utile infant blush’d with shame, 
i “Be not ashamed, my boy,” I cried, 

i Fbr I w'aa lingering by his side ; 

f “ Corinna and thy lovely mother, 

s Believe me, are so like each other, 

That clearest eyes are oft betray’d, 

And take tliy Venus for the maid.” 

IZitto, in hia Cappriciosi Pensieri, has translated this od« 
of Anacreon. 

1 Monsieur Fontenelle has translated this ode, in his dia- 
f logue between Anacreon and Aristotle in the shades, where 
- he bestows the prize of wisdom upon the poet. 
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And purchase from the hand of death 
A little span, a moment’s breath, 

How I would love the precious ore ! 

And every day should swell my store ; 

Tnat when the Fates would send their minion, 
To waft me off on shadowy pinion, 

I might some hours of life obtain. 

And bribe him back to hell again. 

But, since we ne’er can charm away 
The mandate of that awful day, 

Why do we vainly weep at fate, 

And sigh for life’s uncertain date ? 

The light of gold can ne’er illume 
The dreary midnight of the tomb! 

And why should I then pant for treasures ? 
Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures; 

The goblet rich, the board of friends, 

Whose flowing souls the goblet blends ! 

Mine be the nymph whose form reposes 
Seductive on that bed of roses ; 

And oh ! be mine the soul’s excess, 

Expiring in her warm caress ! 


ODE XXXVIL* 

’T WAS night, and many a circling bowl 
Had deeply warm’d my swimming soul ; 


“The German imitators of it are, Lessing, in his poem 
*Gestern Brlider, etc.’ Gleim, in the ode ‘An den Tod,’ 
and Schmidt in der Poet. Blumenl. Gotting. 1783, p. 7.” — 
Jbe^ea. 

That when the Fates would send their minion^ 

To waft me off on shadowy pinion^ etc.] The commen- 
tators, who are so fond of disputing “ de lana caprina,” have 
been very busy on the authority of the phrase <!<’ cav Suvsiv 
S 7 re\.$n, The reading of »v (^ttvaros ewfX.O}}, which De 
Medenbach proposes in his Amcenitates Litterariai, was 
already hinted by Le Fevre, who seldom suggests any thing 
worth notice. 

The goblet richi the hoard of friends, 

IVhose flowing souls the goblet blends!'] This commu- 
nion of friendship, which sweetened the bowl of Anacreon, 
has not been forgotten by the author of the following scho- 
lium, where the blessings of life are enumerated with pro- 
verbial simplicity, lytatvstv /abv ccpiFrov uv^pt 5 fv>)Tco, 
Asvrspov ffs, jc«X.ov $ojjv To rpirou Ja, srXoureiv 

wJoAwf. K»» TO T8T»pT0v, (TUVJjSay Twv 

Of mortal blessings here, the first is health, 

And next, those charms by which the eye we move ; 

The third is wealth, unwounding, guiltless wealth, 

And then, an intercourse with those we love ! 

1 “Compare with this ode the beautiful poem, ‘der 
Traum of Uz.’ ” — JDegen. 

Monsieur Le Fevre, in a note upon this ode, enters into 
an elaborate and learned justification of drunkenness; and 
this is probably the cause of the severe reprehension which 
I believe he suffered for his Anacreon. “ Fuit oUm fateor 
(says he, in a note upon Longinus,) cum Sapphonem araa- 
bam. Sed ex quo ilia me perdiitissimafoemina pene niiserum 
perdidit cum sceleratissimo suo congerrone (Anacreontem 
dico, si nescia Lector,) noli .sperare,” etc. etc. He adduces 
on this ode the authority of Plato, who allowed ebriety, at 
the Dionysian festivals, to men arrived at their fortieth year. 
He likewise quotes the following line from Alexis, which he 
says no one, who is not totally ignorant of the world, can 
hesitate to confess the truth of: 

OvSstg <pi\ 07 rOTf}s jtTTiv etvS-pat^Of xo(xo$, 

“No lover of drinking was ever a vicious man.” 

-^hen cM my dream of joys, 

Dimpled girls and ruddy boys. 

All were gone /] Nonnus says of Bacchus, almost ill the 
same words that Anacreon uses, 


As lull’d in slumber I was laid, 

Bright visions o’er my fancy play’d ! 
With virgins, blooming as the dawn, 

I seem’d to trace the opening lawn ; 
Light, on tiptoe bathed in dew, 

We flew, and sported as we flew ! 

Some ruddy striplings, young and sleek. 
With blush of Bacchus on their cheek, 
Saw me trip the flowery wild 
With dimpled girls, and slyly smiled— 
Smiled indeed with wanton glee ; 

But ah ! ’t was plain they envied me. 
And still I flew-.— and now I caught 
The panting nymphs, and fondly thought 
To kiss — when all my dream of joys, 
Dimpled girls and ruddy boys. 

All were gone ! “ Alas !” I said, 

Sighing for the illusions fled, 

“ Sleep ! again my joys restore. 

Oh ! let me dream them o’er and o’er I” 


ODE XXXVIIL^ 

Let us drain the nectar’d bowl, 

Let us raise the song of soul 
To him, the god who loves so well 
The nectar’d bowl, the choral swell ! 
Him, who instructs the sons of earth 
To thrid the tangled dance of mirth ; 
Him, who was nursed with infant Love, 
And cradled in the Paphian grove ; 

Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms 
Has fondled in her twining arms. 

From him that dream of transport flows. 
Which sweet intoxication knows ; 

With him the brow forgets to darkle, 
And brilliant graces learn to sparkle. 
Behold ! my boys a goblet bear, 

Whose sunny foam bedews the air. 
Where are now the tear, the sigh? 

To the winds they fly, they fly ! 

Grasp the bowl ; in nectar sinking, 

Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking ! 


Eypo^etfivoj Js 

HxpSsvov owjt’ extyctiFij xcti ifS'sksv ctvSig ixugiv. 

Waking, be lost the phantom’s charms, 

He found no beauty in his arms ; 

Again to slumber he essay’d, 

Again to clasp the shadowy maid ! Longepiem. 

^'‘Sle&p ! again my joys restore, 

Oh! let me dream, them o'er and o'' er!] Doctor Johnson, 
in his preface to Sbakspeare, animadverting upon the com- 
mentators of that poet, who pretended, in every little coinci 
dence of thought, to detect an imitation of some ancient 
poet, alludes in the following words to the line of Anacreon 
before us: “ I have been told that when Caliban, after a 
pleasing dream, says, ‘1 tried to sleep again,’ the author 
imitates Anacreon, who had, like any other man, the sam® 
wish on the same occasion.” 

1 “ Compare with this beautiful ode the verses of Hage- 
dorn, lib. V. das Gesellschaftliche ; and of Burger, p. 51,” 
etc. etc.— Degfin. 

jETiwt, that the snowy Queen of Charms 

Mm fondled in her twining arms.] Robertallus, upon 
the epithalaraium of Catullus, mentions an ingenious aeriva- 
tion of Cytheraea, the name of Venus, rrupi * to wsuSsjv rout 
I pojTwf, which seems to hint that “ Love’s fairy favours ar® 
i lost, when not concealed.” 
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Oh ! can the tears we lend to thought 
In life’s account avail us aught 1 
Can we discern, with all our lore, 

The path we’re yet to journey o’er? 

No, no, the walk of life is dark, 

’T is wine alone can strike a spark I 
Then let me quaff the foamy tide, 

And through the dance meandering glide ; 
Let me imbibe the spicy breath 
Of odours chafed to fragrant death ; 

Or from the kiss of love inhale 
A more voluptuous, richer gale ! 

To souls that court the phantom Care, 

Let him retire and shroud him there ; 
While we exhaust the nectar’d bowl, 

And swell the choral song of soul 
To him, the God who loves so well 
The nectar’d bowl, the choral swell ! 


ODE XXXIX. 

How I love the festive boy, 
Tripping with the dance of joy ! 
How I love the mellow sage, 
Smiling through the veil of age ! 
And whene’er this man of years 
In the dance of joy appears, 

Age is on his temples hung, 

But his heart — his heart is young ! 


JSi'o, no, the walk of life is dark, 

'Tis wine alone can strike a spark!] The brevity of 
life allows arguments for the voluptuary as well as the 
moralist. Among many parallel passages which Longepierre 
has adduced, I shall content myself with this epigram from 
tiie Anlhologia : 

I Acutretfiivotf Upofftxjj, »ee» rov atcfieiro 

nuXmxg (An’Cfiva,? xpxfievot. 

Pxtog 0 scrrt ptog, stra ret Xornrat 

r>jpc«s JcwXvo-st, TO rsXog -S-s«v«eTos. 

Of which the following is a loose paraphrase : 

Fly, my beloved, to yonder stream, 

We’ll plunge us from the noontide beam ! 

Then cull the rose’s humid bud, 

And dip it in our goblet’s flood. I 

Our age of bliss, my nymph, shall fly 
As sweet, though passing, as that sigh 
Which seems to whisper o’er your lip, 

[ “ Come, while you may, of rapture sip.” 

“ For age will steal the rosy form. 

And chill the pulse, which trembles warm ! 

And death— alas J that hearts, which thrill 
Like yours and mine, should e’er be still ! 

\ ^ge is on his temples kunfff 

But his heart—kis heart is young /] Saint Pavin makes 

I the same distinction in a sonnet to a young girl. 

le sais bien que lea destinies 
Ont raal compassd nos ann^es ; 

Ne rogardez que raon amour. 

Peut-fetre en serez vous dmue; 

II est jeune, et n’est que du jour, 

Belle Iris, que je vous ai vue. 

Fair and young, thou bloomestnow, 

And I lull many a year have told ; 

But read the heart and not the brow, 

Thou shalt not find my love is old. 

My love ’s a child ; and thou canst say 
How much his little age may be, 

For he was born the very day 
That first I set my eyes on thee ! * 


ODE XL. 

I KNOW that Heaven ordains me here 
To run this mortal life’s career ; 

The scenes which I have journey’d o’er 
Return no more — alas ! no more ; 

And all the path I ’ve yet to go 
I neither know nor ask to know. 

Then surely, Care, thou canst not twine 
Thy fetters round a soul like mine ; 

No, no, the heart that feels with me 
Can never be a slave to thee ! 

And oh ! before the vital thrill. 

Which trembles at my heart, is still, 

I’ll gather joy’s luxurious flowers, 

And gild with bliss my fading hours ; 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom, 
And Venus dance me to the tomb 1 


ODE xn. 

When Spring begems the dewy scene, 
How sweet to walk the velvet green, 

And hear the Zephyr’s languid sighs, 

As o’er the scented mead he flies i 
How sweet to mark the pouting vine, 
Ready to fall in tears of wine ; 

And with the maid whose every sigh 
Is love and bliss, entranced to lie 
Where the embowering branches meet— 
Oh ! is not this divinely sweet ? 


JVb, no, the heart that feels with me, 

Can never be a slave to thee!] Longepierre quotes an 
epigram here from the Antholo^ia, on account of the simi- 
larity of a i>articular phrase ; it is by no means anacreontic, 
but has an interesting simplicity which induced me to para- 
phase it, and may atone for its intrusion. 

EX5r<5, xett cry, Tu%i), /«sy« %«ipSTS. Tov tufov, 

QvSiV viitv, TTctt'i^sTe rovg tfts. 

At length to Fortune, and to you, 

Delusive Hope 1 a last adieu. 

The charm that once beguiled is o’er, 

And I have reach’d my destined shore ! I 

! Away, aw:ay, your flattering arts 

, May now betray some simpler hearts, 

And you will smile at their believing, 

And they shall weep at your deceiving ! 

Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom, 

And Venus dance me to the tomb .'] The same commen- 
tator has quoted an epitaph, written upon our poet by Julian 
where he makes him give the precepts of good-fellowship 
even from the tomb. 

IIoXX.«)Ci [iiv ToJ* ctsttrae, X86t sx tu^6ou Js ^oj{<ro» 
srjnv TjeyTJjv tt/i<pilSte\yj<rSs xoviv. 

This lesson oft in life I sung, 

And from my grave I still shall cry, 

“Drink, mortall drink, while time is young, 

Ere death has made thee cold as I.” 

And with the maid, whose eveny sigh 
Js love and bliss, etc.] Thus Horace: 

Uuid habes illius, illius 
duse spirabat amores, 
du® me surpuerat mihi. 

And does there then remain but this, 

And hast thou lost each rosy ray 
Of her, who breathed the soul of bliss, 

And stole me from myself away 'i 
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ODE XLII.* 

Yes, be tbe glorious revel mine, 

Where humour sparkles from, the wine ! 
Around me let the youthful choir 
Respond to my beguiling lyre ; 

And while the red cup circles round, 
Mingle in soul as well as sound ! 

Let the bright nymph, with trembling eye, 
Beside me all in blushes lie ; 

And, while she weaves a frontlet fair 
Of hyacinth to deck my hair, 

Oh 1 let me snatch her sidelong lasses, 
And that shall be my bliss of blisses I 
My soul, to festive feeling true. 

One pang of envy never knew ; 

And little has it iearn’d to dread 
The gall that Envy’s tongue can shed. 
Away — hate the slanderous dart, 

Which steals to wound the unwary heart ; 
And oh 1 I hate, with all my soul, 
Discordant clamours o’er the bowl. 
Where every cordial heart should be 
Attuned to peace and harmony. 

Come, let us hear the soul of song 
Expire the silver harp along : 

And through the dance’s ringlet move, 
With maidens mellowing into love; 

Thus simply happy, thus at peace, 

Sure such a life should never cease I 


ODE XLIIL 
While our rosy fillets shed 
Blushes o’er each fervid head, 

With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 

And while the harp, impassion’d, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings. 


1 The character of Anacreon is here very strikingly de- 
picted. His love of social, harmonized pleasures is express- 
ed with a warmth, amiable and endearing. Among the 
epigrams imputed to Anacreon is the following; it is tbe 
only one worth translation, and it breathes the same senti- 
ments with this ode : 

Oo CfitXof, 05 xpj^TJipt wospos 'srXsw ott»ojrOT«^ei>v, 

Nstxfict 'srfiXEjCtov Sstxpvosvr.ce Ksyat, 

AkX* arris Movnwv A^poSirnf 

Eo/4/Mwyiwv, spstTjjs iMVJjrrxs't'cet euqjpoorovjjj. 

When to the lip the brimming cup is press’d, 

And hearts are all afloat upon the stream, 

Then banish from my board the unpolish’d guest 
Who makes the feats of war his barbarous theme. 

But bring the man, who o’er his goblet wreathes 
The Muse’s laurel with the Cyprian flower: 

Oh I give me him whose heart expansive breathes 
All the refinements of tbe social hour. 

^nd while the harp, impassioned, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings, etc.} On the barbiton 
a host of authorities may be collected, which, after all, leave 
ns ignorant of the nature of the instrument. There is 
scarcely any point upon which we are so totally uninform- 
ed as the music of the ancients. The authors (a) extant 
upon tbe subject are, I imagine, little understood ; but cer- 
tainly if one of their moods was a progression by quarter- 
tones, which we are told was the nature of the enharmonic 
scale, simplicity was by no means the characteristic of their 

(d\ Collectod by Meibomiusu 


Some airy nymph, with fluent limbs. 
Through the dance luxuriant swims, 
Waving, in her snowy hand, 

The leafy Bacchanalian wand, 

Which, as the tripping wanton flies, 
Shakes its tresses to her sighs ! 

A youth, the while, with loosen’d hair 
Floating on the listless air, 

Sings, to the wild harp’s tender tone, 
A tale of woes, alas ! his own ; 

And then, what nectar in his sighu 
As o’er his lip the murmurs die 
Surely never yet has been 
So divine, so blest a scene ! 

Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 

To wave his golden tresses here? 

Oh yes ! and Venus, queen of wiles, 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles, 
All, all are here, to hail with me 
The Genius of Festivity! 


ODE XLIV.^ 

Buns of roses, virgin flowers. 
Cull’d from Cupid’s balmy bowers, 
In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 

Till with crimson drops they weep ! 
Twine the rose, the garland twine, 
Every leaf distilling wine ; 


melody ; for this is a nicety of progression of which modem 
music is not susceptible. 

The invention of the barbiton is, by Athenoeus, attributed 
to Anacreon. See his fourth book, where it is called t» 
£up>)yws6 Tou AvesxpsovToj. Neaiithes of Cyzicus, as quoted 
by Gyraldus, asserts the same. Vide Chabot. in Herat on 
the words “ Lesboum barbiton,” in the first ode. 

.dnd then, what nectar in his sigh, 

Ss o^er his Up the murmurs die!} Longepierre hw 
j quoted here an epigram from the Anthologia : 

Kovpjj rtg E(^t\^ra uraSanrspu %siKirtv vypaigt 
NsxTotp Bijv TO qpi'KvtP‘». VO y»p rrofiia vsxTcspos jjrv«i 
! Nuj; TO ipiX))/£tif uroXvi/ top spoarei wfsraixwf. 

Of which the following may give some idea : 

! The kiss that she left on my lip 

Like a dew-drop shall lingering lie ; 

’T was nectar she gave me to sip, 

’T was nectar r drank in her sigh ! 

The dew that distill’d in that kiss, 

To my soul was voluptuous wine ; 

Ever since it is drunk with the bliss, 

And feels a delirium divine ! 

Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 

To wave Ms golden tresses here ?] I’he introduction of 
these deities to the festival is merely allegorical. Madame 
Dacier thinks that the poet describes a masquerade, where 
these deities were personated by tbe company in masks* 
The translation will conform with either idea. 

Ml, all here, to hail with me 

The Genius of Festivity!} K^/xog, the deity or genius 
of mirth. Philostratus, in the third of his pictures (as all 
the annotators have observed) gives a very beautiful de- 
scription of this god. 

1 This spirited poem is an eulogy on the rose ; and again, 
in the fifty-fifth ode, wo shall find our author rich in the 
praises of that flower. In a fragment of Sappho, in the 
romance of Achilles Tatius, to which Barnes refers us, the 
rose is very elegantly styled “ the eye of flowers and the 
same poetess, in another fragment, calls the favours of tbe 
Muse “ the roses of Pieria.” See the notes on the fifty- 
fifth ode. 

“Compare with this forty-fourth ode (says the CrormM 
annotator) the beautiful ode of Uz, die Eose.” 
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Drink and smile, and learn to think 
That we were born to smile and drinic. 
Rose! thou art the sweetest. flower 
That ever drank the amber shower ; 

Rose ! thou art the fondest child 
Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild ! 
Even the gods, who walk the sky. 

Are amorous of thy scented sigh. 

Cupid too, in Paphian shades. 

His hair with rosy fillet braids, 

When, with the blushing naked Graces, 
The wanton winding dance he traces. 

Then bring me showers of roses, bring, 
And shed them round me while I sing ; 
Great Bacchus ! in thy hallow’d shade. 
With some celestial, glowing maid. 

While gales of roses round me rise, 

In perfume sweeten’d by her sighs, 

I ’ll bill and twine in early dance, 
Commingling soul with every glance ! 


ODE XLV. 

Within this goblet, rich and deep, 

I cradle all my w^oes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear. 

Or pour the unavailing tear ? 

For Death will never heed the sigh, 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 

Must all alike be seal’d in sleep ; 

Then let us never vainly stray, 

In search of thorns, from pleasure’s way ; 

Oh ! let us quaff the rosy wave 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave ; 

And in the goblet, rich and deep, 

Cradle our crying woes to sleep ! 


ODE XLVI.* 

See, the young, the rosy Spring, 

Gives to the breeze her spangled wing ; 


Wkm with the Mushing, naked Graces, 

The wanton winding dance he traces.] “ This sweet 
idea of Love dancing with the Graces, is almost peculiar to 
Anacreon.” — Degen. 

With some celestial, glowing maid, etc-l The epithet 
3 <» 9 t;xo\ 7 r 6 Sj; which he gives to the nymph, is literally “full- 
bosomed if this was really Anacreon’s taste, the heaven 
of Mahomet would suit him in every particular. See the 
Koran, cap. 73. , , 

Then let us newer vainly stray. 

In search of thorns from Pleasure's way, etc.} 1 have 
thus endeavoured to convey the meaning of n rov ^tov 
>ax»vmiJLAi ; according to Eegnier’s paraphrase of the line : 

B che vai, fuor della strada 
Del piacero alma e gradita, 

Yaneggiare in que ta vita? 

1 The fastidious affectation of some commentators has 
denounced this ode as spurious, Dcgen pronounces the 
four last lines to be the patch-work of some miserable ver- 
sificator ; and Brunck condemns the whole ode. It appears 
to me to be elegantly graphical ; full of elegartt expressions 
and luxurious imagery. The abruptness of U s tsmq swpos 
<pttv 6 vTog is striking and spirited, and has been imitated i 
rather languidly by Horace ; 

Vides ut alta stet nive candidum 
' "Soracte - — - . i 

2 K , 


While virgin Graces, warm with May, 
Fling roses o’er her dewy way ! 

The murmuring billows of the deep 
Have languish’d into silent sleep ; 

And mark ! the flitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reflecting wave ; 
While cranes from hoary winter flv 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 

Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves the murky clouds away ; 

And cultured field, and winding stream, 
Are sweetly tissued by bis beam. 

Now the earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and flowery bells ; 
Gemming shoots the olive twine. 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; 

All along the branches creeping, - 
Through the velvet foliage peeping, 
Little infant fruits we see 
Nursing into luxury ! 


ODE XLVir. 

’T IS true, ray fading years decline, 

Yet I can quaff the brimming wine 
As deep as any stripling fair 
Whose cheeks the flush of morning wear ; 
And if, amidst the wanton crew, 

I ’m call’d to wind the dance’s clue, 

Thou shalt behold this vigorous hand. 

Not faltering on the bacchant’s wand, 

But brandishing a rosy flask, 

The only thyrsus e’er I ’ll ask ! 


The imperative <S's is infinitely more impressive, as in 
Shakspeare, 

But look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

There is a simple and poetical description of Spring, in 
Catullus’s beautiful farewell to Bilhynia. Carm. 44. 

Barnes conjectures, in his life of our poot, that this ode 
was written after he had returned from Athens, to settle in 
his paternal seat at Teos ; there, in a little villa at some dis- 
tance from the city, which commanded a view of the flBgean 
Sea and the islands, he contemplated the beauties of nature, 
and enjoyed the felicities of retirement. Vide Barnes, in 
Anac. vita. § xxxv. This supposition, however unauthen- 
ticated, forms a pleasant association, which makes the poem 
more interesting. 

Monsieur Chevreau says, that Gregory Nazianzenus has 
paraphrased somewhere this description of Spring. I can- 
not find it. See Chevreau, CEiivres Melees. 

“ Compare with this ode (says Degen) the verses of Hage- 
dorn, book fourth, der Friihling, and book fifth, der Mai.” 

While virgin Graces, warm with May, 

Fling roses o’er her dewy way !] De Pauw reads, X«pi- 
retg pofot Qpvovff-tv, ‘‘ the roses display their graces.” This 
I is not uningenious ; but we lose by it the beauty of the per- 
I sonification, to the boldness of which Regnier has objected 
I very frivolously. 

1 The murmuring lUlowa of the deep 
I Jffave languish’d into silent sle^, etc.} It has been 
I justly remarked that the liquid flow of the line ti.vT»XMViT'j.i 
I yaXjjuj) is perfeoUy expressive of the tranquillity which it 
describes. 

i And cultured field, and winding stream, etc.} By /Sp o- 
\ rm 9 py 0 , “ the works of men,” (says Baxter,) he means 
cities, temples, «.tid towns, which are then illuminated by 
the beams of the sun. 

Fui brandtshing a rosy floBk, etc.} A<rjto 5 was a kind 
I of leathern vessel for wine, very much in use, as should 
i seem By the proverb umog 3-ox.aut 05 , which was appJi^ 

[ to those who were mlemperalo in eating and drinking. This 
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Let those who pant for glory’s charms 
Embrace her in the field of arms ; 
While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowl. 
Then fill it high, my ruddy slave. 

And bathe me in its honied wave ! 

For, though my fading years decay, 

And though my bloom has pass’d away, 
Like old Silenus, sire divine. 

With blushes borrow’d from my wine, 

I ’ll wanton ’mid the dancing train. 

And live my follies all again ! 


ODE XLVIIL 

When my thirsty soul I steep, 
Every sorrow ’s lull’d to sleep. 
Talk of monarchs ! 1 am then 
Richest, happiest, first of men ; 
Careless o’er my cup I sing, 

Fancy makes me more than king ; 
Gives me wealthy Crcesus’ store. 
Can I, can I wish for more ? 

On my velvet couch reclining, 

Ivy leaves my brow entwining, 
While my soul dilates with glee. 
What are kings and crowns to me ? 
If before my feet they lay, 

I would spurn them all away ! 

Arm you, arm you, men of might, 
Hasten to the sanguine fight — 

Let me, oh, my budding vine ! 

Spill no other blood than thine. 
Yonder brimming goblet see, 

That alone shall vanquish me ; 

Oh ! I think it sweeter far 
To fall in banquet than in war ! 


ODE XLIX.' 

When Bacchus, Jove’s immortal boy. 
The rosy harbinger of joy. 


proverb is mentioned in some verses quoted by Athenteus, 
rrom the Hesione of Alexis. 

Th& only thyrsus e'er Vll ask!] Phornutus assigns as a 
leason for the consecration of the thyrsus to Bacchus, that 
inebriety often renders the support of a stick very necessary. 
Ivy leaves my hrow entwining^, etc.] “ The ivy was con- 
secrated to Bacclius (says Montfaucon.) because be formerly 
lay hid under that tree, or, as others will have it, because 
its leaves resemble those of the vine. Other reasons for its 
consecration, and the use of it in garlands at banquets, may 
be found in Longepierre, Barnes, etc. etc. 

.Srm 2 /oM, arm you^ men of mighty 
Hasten to the sanguine fght.] I have adopted the inter- 
pretation of Regnier and others : 

Altri segua Marte fero ; 

Che sol Bacco 6 ’1 mio conforto. 

1 This, the preceding ode, and a few more of the same 
character, are merely chansons a. boire. Most likely they 
were tlie etfusious of the moment of conviviality, and were 
sung, we imagine, with rapture in Greece ; but that interest- 
ing association, by which they always recalled the convivial 
emotions that produced them, can be very little felt by the 
most enthusiastic reader; and much less by a phlegmatic 
grammarian, who sees nothing in them but dialects and 
particles. 


Who, with the sunshine of the bowl, 
Thaws the winter of our soul ; 

When to my inmost core he glides, 

And bathes it with his ruby tides, 

A flow of joy, a lively heat, 

Fires my brain, and wings my feet ! 

’T is surely something sweet, I think, 

Nay, something heavenly sweet, to drink! 
Sing, sing of love, let Music’s breath 
Softly beguile our rapturous death, 

While, my young Venus, thou and I 
To the voluptuous cadence die ! 

Then, waking from our languid trance, 
Again we T1 sport, again we ’ll dance. 


ODE LJ 

When I drink, I feel, I feel 
Visions of poetic zeal ! 

Warm with the goblet’s freshening dewsy 
My heart invokes the heavenly Muse. 

When I drink, my sorrow ’s o’er ; 

I think of doubts and fears no more ; 

But scatter to the I'ailing wind 
Each gloomy phantom of the mind ! 

When I drink, the jesting boy, 

Bacchus himself, partakes my joy; 

And, while we dance through breathing bowers, 
Whose every gale is rich with flowers, 


WhOi with the smishine of the bowl, 

Thaws the winter of our soul.] Aw »*05 is the titlewhich 
he gives to Bacchus in the original. It is a curious circum- 
stance, that Plutarch mistook the name of Levi amoiig the 
I Jews for Asui (one of the bacchanal cries,) and accordingly 
supposed they worshipped Bacchus. 

1 Faber thinks this spurious ; but, I believe, he is singular 
in his opinion. It has ail the spirit of our author. Like the 
wreath which he presented in the dream, “ it smells of Ana- 
creon.” 

The form of this ode, in the original, is remarkable. It 
is a kind of song of seven quatrain stanzas, each beginning 
with the line 

Ot’ iyw rov eii/Oj/, 

The first stanza alone is incomplete, consisting but of 
three lines. 

“ Compare with this poem (says Degen) the verses of 
Hagedorn, lib. v. der Wein, where that divine poet has 
wantoned in the praises of wine.’^ 

When I drink, I feel, I feel 

Visions of poetic zeal!] “ Anacreon is not the only one 
(says Longepierre) whom wine has inspired with poetry. 
There is an epigram in the first book of the Anthologia, 
which begins thus ; 

Owo; TO* j;«;p*gvT* fAsyxg w’sx.si tTr^rag aoiSas^ 

Ss 'HTtvwv, xmkov 00 T 6 >to*s esTogJ* 

If with water you fill up your glasses, 

You’ll never write any thing wise; 

For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 

Which hurries a bard to the skies ! 

jS'nd, while we dance through breathing bowers, etc.] If 
some of the translators had observed Doctor Trapp’s cau- 
tion, with regard to 'sioXowvflicr*? p. ev «opa<s, “Cave ne ces- 
ium intelligas,” they would not have spoiled the simplicity 
of Anacreon’s fancy, by such extravagant conceptions of 
the passage. Could our poet imagine such bombast as the 
following: 

Cluand je hois, mon ceil s’imagine 
due, dans un tourbillon plein de parfums divers, 
Bacchus m’ emporte dans les airs, 

Rempli de aa liqueur divine. 
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In bowls be makes my senses swim, 

Till the gale breathes of nought but him ! 
When I drink, I deftly twine 
Flowers, begemm’d with tears of wine ; 
And, while with festive hand I spread 
The smiling garland round my head, 
Something whispers in my breast, 

How sweet it is to live at rest 1 
When I drink, and perfume stills 
Around me all in balmy rills, 

Then as some beauty, smiling roses, 

In languor on my breast reposes, 

Venus ! I breathe my vows to thee, 

In many a sigh of luxury ! 

When I drink, my heart refines. 

And rises as the cup declines, — 

Rises in the genial flow 

That none but social spirits know. 

When youthful revellers, round the bow 
Dilating, mingle soul with soul ! 

When I drink, the bliss is mine, — 

There ’s bliss in every drop of wine ! 

All other joys that I have known, 

I ’ve scarcely dared to call my own ; 

But this the Fates can ne’er destroy, 

Fill Death o’ershadows all my joy i 


ODE LI.^ 

Fly not thus, my brow of snow, 
Iiovely wanton ! fly not so. 
Though the wane of age is mine, 
Though the brilliant flush is thine, 
Still I’m doom’d to sigh for thee, 
Blest, if thou couldst sigh for me ! 


Or this : 

Tndi mi mena _ 

Mentre lietro ebro deliro 
Baccho in giro 
Ber la vaga aura serena. 

When youthful revellers, round the howl, 

Dilating, ^iiingle soul with soul!] Subjoined to Gail’s 
edition of Anacreon, there are some curious letters apon the 
etaiirof of the ancients, which appeared in theFiench Jour- 
nals. At the opening of theOdeon, in Paris, the managers of 
the spectacle requested Professor Gail to give them some un- 
common name for the fetes of this institution. He suggest- 
ed the word “ Thiase,” which was adopted ; but the literati 
of Paris questioned the propriety of it, and addressed their 
criticisms to Gail, through the medium of the public prints. 
Two or tl^ee of the letters he has inserted in his edition, 
and they have elicited from him some learned research on 
the subject. 

1 Alberti has imitated this ode ; and Capilupus, in the 
fallowing epigram, has given a version of it ; 

Cur, Lalage, mea vita, meos contemnis amores? 

Cur f^ugia e nostra pulchra puella sinu 

Ne fugias, sint sparsa licet mea tempora cams, 

Inque too roseus fulgeat ore color. 

A^ice ut intextas deceant (^uoquo flore corollas 
Candida purpureis Klia mixta rosis. 

Oh I why repel my soul’s impassion’d vow, 

And fly, beloved maid, these longing arms f 

Is it, that wintry time has strew’d my brow, 

And thine are ail the summer’s roseate charms ? 

See the rich garland, cull’d in vernal weather, 

Where the young rosebud with the lily glows ; 

In Wreaths of love we thus may twine together, 

And I will b© the lily, thou the rose ! 


See, in yonder flowery braid, 
Cull’d for thee, my blushing maid. 
How the rose, of orient glow, 
Mingles with the lily’s snow ; 
Mark, how sweet their tints agree, 
Just, my girl, like thee and me ! 


ODE LIL* 

Away, away, you men of rules, 

What have I to do with schools ? 

They ’d make me learn, they ’d make me think. 
But would they make me love and drink ? 
Teach me this, and let me swim 
My soul upon the goblet’s brim *, 

Teach me this, and let me twine 
My arms around the nymph divine ! 

Age begins to blanch my brow, 

I ’ve time for nought but pleasure now. 

Fly, and cool my goblet’s glow 
At yonder fountain’s gelid flow ; 

I ’ll quaflf, my boy, and calmy sink 
This soul to slumber as 1 drink ! 

Soon, too soon, my jocund slave, 

You’ll deck your master’s grassy grave ; 

And there ’s an end — for ah I you know. 

They drink but little wine below ! 


ODE Lin. 

When I behold the festive train 
Of dancing youth, I ’m young again I 


See in yonder flowery hr aid, 

CulVdfor thee, my blushing maid!] “ In the same man* 
ner that Anacreon pleads for the whiteness of his locks, from 
the beauty of the colour in garlands, a shepherd, in Theocri- 
tus, endeavours to recommend his black hair : 

Kset TO »ov fAsXctv ettj, xat a ypi&TTct 

AXX’ Sfisrug ev roig a‘rs<petvots ra 'srpMTx Keyovreet,^* 

Longepierre, Barnes, etc. 

1 This is doubtless the work of a more modern poet than 
Anacreon; for at the period when he lived, rhetoricians 
were not known.” — Degcn. 

Though the antiquity of this ode is confirmed by the Va- 
tican manuscript, I am very much inclined to agree in this 
argument against its authenticity ; for, though the dawnings 
of rhetoric might already have appeared, the first who gave 
it any celebrity was Corax of Syracuse, and he floutisshed in 
the century after Anacreon. 

Our poet anticipated the ideas of Epicurus, in his aver- 
sion to the labours of learning, as well as his devotion to 
voluptuousness. Ilstarav 'aaiSnisiv <;5gwy*T*, said 

the philosopher of the garden in a letter to Pythocles 

Teach me this, and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph divine !] By Aippn* 

ftT >]5 here, I understand some beautiful girl ; in the same 
manner that Auwies is often used for win®. “ Golden” is 
frequently an epithet of beauty. Thus in Virgil, “ Venus 
aurea ;” and in Propertius, “Cynthia aurea.” Tibullus, 
however, calls an old woman “ golden.” 

The translation d’Autori Anonimi, as usual, wantons 
on this passage of Anacreon: 

B m’ insegni con pin rare 
Forme accorte d’ involaro 
Ad amabile beltado 
II bel cinto d’ oncstade. 

there an mdr^for ah! you know, 

They drink hut Utue wine below!] Thus the witty 
Mainard: 
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Memory wakes Her tragic trance, 

And wings me lightly through the dance* 
Come, Cybeba, smiling maid ! 

Cull the flower and twine the braid ; 

Bid the blush of summer’s rose 
Burn upon my brow of snows ; 

And let me, while the wild and young 
Trip the mazy dance along, 

Fling my heap of years away, 

And be as wild, as young as they. 

Hither haste, some cordial soul ! 

Give my lips the brimming bowl ; 

Oh ! you will see this hoary sage 
Forget his locks, forget his age. 

He still can chauiit the festive hymn. 

Fie still can kiss the goblet’s bifm ; 

He still can act the mellow raver. 

And play the fool as sweet as ever I 


ODE LIV.» 

Methinks, the pictured bull we see 
Is amorous Jove — ^it must be he ! 

How fondly blest he seems to bear 
That fairest of Phcenieian fair I . 
How proud he breasts the foamy tide. 
And spurns the billowy surge aside I 
Could any beast of vulgar vein 
Undaunted thus defy the main ? 


La Mort nous guetto ; et quand ses lois 
Nous out enfermes une fois 
Au sein d’ une fosse profonde, 

Adieu bons vins et bons repas, 

Ma science ne trouve pas 
Des cabarets en Fautre monde. 

Prom MainartI, Gombauld, and De Cailly, old French 
poets, some of the best epigrams of the English language 
are borrowed. 

Sid tli£ hliLsh of summer's rose 

Bum upon my brow of snows, etc.] Licetus, in his Hie- 
roglyphica, quoting two of our poet’s odes, whore he calls 
for garlands, remarks, “Constat igiturfiorcas coronas poetis 
et potanlibus in syrnposio convcnire, non auiem sapientibus 
et pbiiosophiara affectantibus.” “ It appears that wreaths 
of flowers were adapted for poets and revellers at banquets, 
but by no means became those who had pretensions to 
wisdom and philosophy.” On this principle, in his 152d 
chapter, he discovers a refinement in Virgil, describing the 
garland of the poet Silenua as fallen off; which distin- 
guishes, ho thinks, the divine intoxication of Silenus from 
that of common drunkards, who always wear their crowns 
while they drink. This, indeed, is the “ labor iueptiarum” 
of commentators. 

He still can, kiss the goblet's brim, etc.] Wine is pre- 
scribed by Galen as an excellent modicine for old men: 
“ Gtuod frigidos et humoribus explotos calefaciat,” etc. ; 
but Nature was Anacreon’s physician. 

There is a proverb in Eriphus, as quoted by AthenEeus, 
which says, “ that wine makes an old man dance, whether 
he will or not.’^ 

Aoyos serr* «p%tiet05, ou 

Otvov XeyoofTt tow$ yspavT«s, « 'sra-r'sp, 

llsiQstv xopssiv ou BiKovrag 

1 “ This ode is written upon a picture which represented 
the rape of Europa.” — Madame Dacior. 

It may perhaps be considered as a description of one of 
those coins, which the Sidonians struck off in honour of 
Europa, representing a woman carried across the sea by a 
bull. Thus Natalis Comes, lib. viii.cap.33. “ Sidonii nu- 
mismata cum feemma. jturi dorso insidente ac mare trans- 
fret&nte, cuderunt in «jua honorem.^’ . In the little treatise 
upon the goddess of S attributed very falsely to Lucian, 


No : he descends from climes above, 
He looks the God, he breathes of Jove ! 


ODE LV.' 

While we invoke the wreathed spring, 
Resplendent rose I to thee we ’ll sing ; 
Resplendent rose ! the flower of flowers, 
Whose breath perfumes Olympus’ bowers ; 
Whose virgin blush, of chasten’d dye, 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 

Wlien Pleasure’s bloomy season glows. 
The Graces love to twine the rose ; 

The rose is warm Dione’s bliss, 

And flushes like Dioiie's Idss 1 
Oft has the poet’s magic tongue 
The rose’s fair luxuriance sung ; 


there is mention of this coin, and of a temple dedicated by 
the Sidonians to Astarte, whom some, it appears, confound- 
ed with Europa. 

Moschus has written a very beautiful idyl on the story of 
Europa. 

JVo : he descc7ids from clim.es above, 

He looks the God, he breathes of Jove.] Thus Moschus • 
Kpu-4/ii -S'sov Tps^'s Sipug’ jc«< ytvsro Trtupos 

The God forgot himself, his heaven for love, 

And a bull’s form belied the almighty Jove. 

1 This ode is a brilliant panegyric on the rose. “ All an- 
tiquity (says Barnes) has produced nothing more beautiful.” 

From the idea of peculiar excellence which the ancients 
attached to this flower, arose a pretty proverbial expression, 
used by Aristophanes, according to Suidas, pSa p' tipaxg, 
“You have spoken roses,” a phrase Bonie what similar to 
the “ dire des fleurettos” of the French. In the same idea 
of excellence originated, I doubt not, a very curious appli- 
cation of the word poSov, for which the inquisitive reader 
may consult Gaulminus upon the epithalarniura of our poet, 
where it is introduced in the romance of Theodorus. Mure- 
tus, in one of his elegies, calls his mistress his rose : 

Jam te igitur rursus teneo, forraosuln, jam te 
(Guid trepidas 1) teneo ; jam, rosa, te teneo. 

Eleg. 8. 

Now I again embrace thee, dearest, 

(Tell me, wanton, why thou fearestl) 

Again my longing arms infold thee, 

Again, my rose, again I hold thee. 

This, like most of the terms of endearment in the modern 
Latin poets, is taken from Plautus ; they were vulgar and 
colloquial in his time, and they are among the elegancies 
of the modern Latinists. 

Passeratius alludes to the ode before us, in the beginning 
of his poem on the Rose : 

Carmine digna rosa est ; vellem caneretur ut illam 
Teius arguta cecinit testudine vates. 

Resplendent rose! to thee we'll sing.] I have passed 
over the line ruv arxipsi c4u5s» psxsnjy ; it, is corrupt in this 
original reading, and has been very little improved by the 
annotators. I should suppose it to be an interpolation, if it 
were not for a line which occurs afterwards . ^sps tpvcrtv 
Keycapsv, 

The rose is warm Dione's bliss, etc.] Belleau, in a note 
upon an old French poet, quoting the original here w^poS'i- 
ortwv t’ xSvppci, translates it, “ comme les ddlices et mignar- 
dises de V6nus.” 

Oft has the poet's magic toyigue 

The rose's fair luxuriance sung, etc.] The following is 
a fragment of the Lesbian poetess. It is cited in the ro- 
mance of Achilles Tatius, who appears to have resolved 
the numbers into prose. Et rot; avSsrtv ;iS«X5v o Zsvg 
ejrtSgivwi iSaicrfXgw, TO poS’ov m rwv ot,v^Jtv}v fvptcrtxsvs, 

SfTTt XOCT/MOfJj epOTwV SiyXctKrpd, UvSB’jJVj ;\.£1,«'OVOS 

6pyS>}A4M, »cceXXos cctrTpasirTOv. Ep'wroff iirvst, A^po^tTiiw 
■wpo^gvgt, svitSacri epoXXotg xopa, lUijtvJjTOtg •cniTctXotfl 
rpv<p». TO -DiT^Xov TO Zapvpio ySKei. 
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And when, at length, in pale decline, 

Its florid beauties fade and pine, 

Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath 
Diffuses odour e’en in death ! 

Oh! whence could such a plant have sprung ? 
Attend — for thus the tale is sung. 

When, humid, from the silvery stream, 
Effusing beauty’s warmest beam, 

Venus appear’d, in flushing hues, 

Mellow’d by Ocean’s briny dews ; 

When, in the starry courts above, 

The pregnant brain of mighty Jove 
Disclosed the nymph of azure glance, 

The nymph who shakes the martial lance ! 
Then, then, in strange eventful hour, 

The earth produced an infant flower, 

Which sprung, with blushing tinctures dress’d, 
And wanton’d o’er its parent breast. 

Tlie gods beheld this brilliant birth, 

And hail’d the Rose, the boon of earth ! 
With nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 

And bade them bloom, the flowers divine 
Of him who sheds the teeming vine ; 

And bade them on the spangled thorn 
Expand their bosoms to the mom. 


ODE LVI.' 

He, who instructs the youthful crew 
To bathe them in the brimmer’s dew, 


And long the Muses, heavenly maids, 

Have rear’d it in their tuneful shades. 

When, at the early glance of morn, 

It sleeps upon the glittering thorn, 

’Tis sweet to dare the tangled fence, 

To cull the timid flow’ret thence, 

And wipe, with tender hand, away 
The tear that cm its blushes lay ! 

’T is sweet to hold the infant stems, 

Yet dropping with Aurora’s gems, 

And fresh inhale the spicy sighs 

That from the weeping buds arise. i 

When revel reugns, when mirth is high, 

And Bacchus beams in every eye, 

Our rosy fillets scent exhale, | 

And fill with balm the fainting gale ! j 

Oh, there is nought in nature bright, | 

Where roses do not shed their light I | 

When morning paints the orient sides, I 

Her fingers burn with roseate dyes ; 

The nymphs display the rose’s charms, i 

It mantles o’er their graceful arms ; i 

Through Cytherea’s form it glows, 

And mingles with the living snows. 

The rose distils a healing balm, j 

The beating pulse of pain to calm ; 

Preserves the cold inurned clay, i 

And mocks the vestige of decay : ' 

If Jove would give the leafy bowers 
A queen for all their world of flowers, 

The rose would be the choice of Jovo 
And blush the queen of every grove. 

Sweetest child of weeping meaning, 

Gem, the vest of earth adorning, 

Eye of flow’rets, glow' of lawns, 

Bud of beauty nursed by dawns: 

Soft the soul of Jove it breathes, 

Cypria’s brow with magic wreathes, 

And, to the Zephyr’s warm caresses, 

Diffuses all its verdant tresses, 

Till, glowing with the wanton’s play, 

It blushes a 'diviner ray ! 

WJim Morning paints the orient skies.^ 

Her fingers ditrn with roseat (hje&\ etc.] In the original 
here, he enumerates the many epithets of beauty, borrowed 
from roses, which were used by the poets, rm roipMv. 
We see that poets were dignified in Greece with the title of 
sages ; even the careless Anacreon, wdio lived but for love 
and voluptuousness, w’us called by Plato the wise Anacreon, 
Fuit hajc sapientia quondam. 

Preserves the cold inurned clay, etc.] He here alludes 
to the use of the rose in embalming ; and, perhaps (as Barnes 
thinks,) to the rosy unguent with which Venus anointed the 
corpse of Hector. Homer’s Iliad. 4'- H may likewise 
regard the ancient practice of putting garlands of roses on 
the dead, as in Statius, Theb. lib. x. 782. 

— — — — hi sertis, hi veris honore soluto 
Accumulant arlus patriaque in seda reponunt 
Corpus odoratum. 

Where “ veris honor,” though it mean every kind of flow- 
ers, may seem more particularly to refer to the rose, which! 
our poet, in another ode, calls We read, in 

the Hieroglyphics of Fierius, lib. Iv. that some of the an-i 
dents msed to onier in their wills, that roses should be an-; 
nually scattered on their tombs ; and he has adduced some ; 
sepulchral inscriptions to this purpose. 

And mocks the vestige of decay.] When he says that 
this flower prevails over time itself, ho still allude.s to its 
efficacy in cmbalment (tenora poneret ossa rosa. Propert. 
lib. i. cleg. 17,) or perhaps to the subsequent idea of its 
fragrance survivirig its beauty; for he can scarcely mean to 
praise for duration the “nimium breves flores” of the rose. 
Fhilostratus compares this flower with love, and says, that 
they both defy the influence of time; TSpOfoi/ 6ur$ Bpoag, 
OUTS po(f» oiliv. Unfortunately the limllitude lbs not in 
their duration, but their transience. 


Sweet as in youth., its balmy breath 

Diffuses odour e'en in. death.] Thus Caspar Barlseus, in 
his Ritua Nuptiarum: 

Ambrosium late rosa tunc quoque spargit odorem, 
Cum fluit, aut niulto languida sole jacet. 

Nor then the rose its odour loses, 

When all its flushing beauties die ; 

Nor less ambrosial balm diffuses, 

When wither’d by the solar eye ! 

Pffith nectar drops, a ruby tide. 

The sweetly orieyit buds they dyed, isfe.] The author of 
the “Pervigilium Veneris” (a’poem attributed to Catullus, 
the style of which appears Id me to have all the labourea 
luxuriance of a much later period) ascribes the tincture of 
the rose to the blood from the wound of Adonis— 

rosar ■ 

Fusffi aprino de cruore— 

according to the emendation of Lipsius. In the following 
epigram this hue is differently accounted for: 

Ilia quidem studiosasuum defendere Adonim, 
Gradivus stricto quem petit ense ferox, 

; Affixit duris vestigia caeca rosetis, 

Aibaque di vino picta cruore rosa est 

While the enannioiir’d queen of joy 
I Flies to protect her lovely boy, 

I On whom the jealous war-god rushes ; 

I She treads upon a thorned rosb, 

And while the wound with crimson flows, 

The snowy flowret feels her blood, and blusbesl 

1 “ Compare with this elegant ode the verses of Uz, lib 
i. die Weinlese.” — Degm. 

This appears to be one of the hymns which were sung at 
the anniversary festival of the vintage; one of the s^rixyivtot 
oftvot, as our poet himself terms them in the fifty-ninth ode. 
We cannot help feeling a peculiar veneration for these relics 
of the religion of antiquity. Horace may be supposed to 
have written themneteentnoda ofifia second book, and 
twenty-fiflb of the third, for wm© bacchanalian colebratioa 
of this kind. 


m 
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And taste, uncloy’d, by rich excesses. 

All the bliss that wine possesses ! 

He, who inspires the youth to glance 
In winged circlets through the dance ! 
Bacchus, the god, again is here, 

And leads along the blushing year ; 

The blushing year with rapture teems, 
Ready to shed those cordial streams 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth. 
Illuminate the sons of earth ; 

And when the ripe and vermil wine, 
Sweet infant of the pregnant vine, 
Which now in mellow clusters swells, 
Oh I when it bursts its rosy cells, 

The heavenly stream shall mantling flow, 
To balsam every mortal woe ! 

No youth shall then be wan or weak, 

For dimpling health shall light the cheek; 
No heart shall then desponding sigh. 

For wine shall bid despondence fly I 
Thus — ^till another autumn’s glow 
Shall bid another vintage flow ! 


OBE LVn.' 

And whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean’s bed? 

And, in a frenzied flight of soul. 
Sublime as Heaven’s eternal pole, 
Imagine thus, in semblance warm, 

The Queen of Love’s voluptuous form. 
Floating along the silvery sea 
In beauty’s naked majesty ? 

Oh ! he has given the raptured sight 
A witching banquet of delight ; 

And all those sacred scenes of Love, 
Where only hallowed eyes may rove, 


Which^ spariding' in the cup of mirths 

Illuminate the sons of earth!} In the original ^otov 
tt<rrovov Madame Dacier thinks that the poet 

here had the nepenthe of Homer in Ms mind. ^ Odyssey, 
lib. iv. This nepenthe was a something of exquisite charm, 
infused by Helen into the wine of her guests, which had the 
power of dispelling every anxiety. A French writer, with 
very elegant gallantry, conjectures that this spell, which 
-madq the bowl so beguiling, was the charm of Helen’s con- 
versation. See de MerO, quoted by Bayie, art. Helene. 

1 This ode is a very animated description of a picture of 
Venus on a discus, which presented the goddess in her first 
emergence from the waves. About two centuries after our 
poet wrote, the pencil of the artist Apelles embellished this 
subject, in his famous painting of the Venus Anadyomend, 
the model of which, as Pliny informs us, was the beautiful 
Campaspe, given to him by Alexander ; though, according 
to Natalis Comes, lib. vii. cap. 16, it wasPhryne who sat to 
Apelles for the face and breast of this Venus. 

There are a Ibw blemishes in the reading of the ode be- 
fore us, which have influenced Faber, Heyne, Brunck, etc. 
to denounce the whole poem as spurious. Non ego paucis 
offendar maculis. I think it is beautiful enough to be au- 
dientic. 

^nd whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean's bed?} The abruptness of 
Kfcc ns Topeyors •rrovrov, is finely exprossive of sudden 
admiration, and is one of those beauties which we cannot 
hut admire in their source, though, by frequent imitation, 
they are now become languid and unimpressive. 

And all those sacred scenes of love, 

Where only hallow'd eyes may rove, etc.] The picture 
here has all the delicate character of the semi-reducta Ve- 
«i«s, and is the sweetest emblem of what the poetry of pas- 


Lie faintly glowing, half-coneeal’d, 
Within the lucid billows veil’d, 
light as the leaf that summer’s breeze 
Has wafted o’er the glassy seas, 

She floats upon the ocean’s breast, 
Which undulates in sleepy rest, 

And stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 

Pier bosom, like the humid rose, 

Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows, 
Illume the liquid path she traces, 

And burn within the stream’s embraces ! 
In languid luxury soft she glides, 
Encircled by the azure tides, 

Like some fkir lily, faint with weeping, 
Upon a bed of violets sleeping ! 
Beneath their queen’s inspiring glance, 
The dolphins o’er the green sea dance, 
Bearing in triumph young Desire, 

And baby Love with smiles of fire ! 
While, sparkling on the silver waves, 
The tenants of the briny caves 
Around the pomp in eddies play, 

And gleam along the wateiy way. 


ODE LVni.' 

When gold, as fleet as Zephyr’s pinion. 

Escapes like any faithless minion, 

And flies me (as he flies me ever,) 

Do I pursue him ? never, never I 

sion ought to be ; glowing but through a veil, and stealing 
upon the heart from concealment. Pew of the ancients 
have attained this modesty of description, which is like the 
golden cloud that hung over Jupiter and Juno, impervious 
to every beam but that of fancy. 

Her bosom, like the humid rose, etc.] “ (says an 

anonymous annotator) is a whimsical epithet for the bosom.” 
Neither Catullus nor way have been of Ins opinion. The 
former has the expression, 

En hie in roseis latet papillis. 

And the latter, 

Lo ! where the rosy-bosom’d hours, etc. 

Crottus, a modern Latinist, might indeed be censured for 
too vague an use of the epithet “ rosy,” when he applies i| 
to the eyes: “ e roseis ocuBs.” 

— ■ young Desire, cic.J In the original '‘liKsfiaff, 
who was the same deity with Jocus among the Eomans. 
AureiiuB Augurellus has a poem beginning 

Invitat olim Bacchus ad emnam suos 
Comon, Jocum, Cupidinem. 

Which Parnell has closely imitated; 

Cay Bacchus, liking Estcourt’a wine, 

A noble meal bespoke us; 

And, for the guests that were to dine, 

Brought Coraus, Love, and Jocus, etc. 

1 1 have followed Barnes’s arrangement of this ode ; it de- 
viates somewhat from the Vatican MS. but it appeared to 
me the more natural order. 

When gold, as fleet as Zephyr's pinion, 

Escapes like any faithless, ^ninion, etc.] In the original 
O S'pssjrsTis? 0 %pv«raff. There is a kind of pun in these 
words, as Madame Dacier has already remarked ; for Chry- 
80 S, which signifies gold, was also a frequent name for a 
slave. In one of Lucian’s dialogues, there is, I think, a 
similar play upon the word, where the followers ofCbry 
sippus are called golden fishes. The puns of tho ancients 
are, in general, even more vapid than our own ^ some of 
the best are those recorded of Diogenes. 

And files me fas he files Asi' »st fit 

ifBuysi This grace of iteration has already been taken 
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No, let the false deserter go, 

For who would court his direst foe ? 

But, when I feel my lighten’d mind 
No more by ties of gold confined, 

I loosen ail my clinging cares, 

And cast them to the vagrant airs. 

Then, then I feel the Muse’s spell, 

And wake to life the dulcet shell ; 

The dulcet shell to beauty sings, 

And love dissolves along the strings ! 
Thus, when my heart is sweetly taught 
How little gold deserves a thought, 

The winged slave returns once more, 
And with him wafts delicious store 
Of racy wine, Avhose balmy art 
In slumber seals the anxious heart I 
Again he tries my soul to sever 
From love and song, perhaps for ever ! 
Away, deceiver ! why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my heart’s undoing ? 
Sweet is the song of amorous fire ; 

Sweet are the sighs that thrill the lyre ; 
Oh 1 sweeter far than all the gold 
The waftage of thy wings can hold. 

I well remember all thy wiles ; 

Thy wither’d Cupid’s flowery smiles, 
And o’er his harp such garbage shed, 

1 thought its angel breath ■was fled I 
They tainted all his bowl of blisses, 

His bland desires and hallow’d kisses. 

Oh ! fly to haunts of sordid men, 

But rove not near the bard again ; 

Thy glitter in the Muse’s shade 
Scares from her bower the tuneful maid ; 
And not for worlds would I forego 
That moment of poetic glow, 

When my full soul, in Fancy’s stream, 
Pours o’er the lyre its swelling theme. 
Away, away ! to worldlings hence, 

Who feel not this diviner sense, 

And, with thy gay fallacious blaze, 
Dazzle their unrefined gaze. 


■notice of. Though sometimes merely a playful beauty, it is 
peculiarly expressive of impassioned sentiment, and we may 
easily believe that it was one of the many sources of that 
energetic sensibility which breathed through the style of 
Sappho. See Gyrald. Vet. Poet. Dial. 9, It will not be 
said that this is a mechanical ornament by any one who can 
feelits charm in those lines of Catullus, w'hero he complains 
of the infidelity of his mistrejss, Lesbia. 

Cceli, Lesbia nostra, Lesbia ilia, 

Ilia Lesbia, quam Catullus unam, 

Plus quara se atque suos anmvit oranes, 

■: '.'Nunc, etc. 

Si sic omnia dixisset ! but the rest does not bear citation. 

They tainted all his lord of blisses, 

Mis bland desires and hallowed kisses •} Original ; 
ns xs^vwv, 

IToSfjuv styTTsAXa 

Horace has “ Desiderique temperare poculum,” not figu- 
ratively, however, like Anacreon, but importing the love-i 
philtres of the witches. By “ cups of kisses” our poet may i 
allude to a favourite gallantry among the ancients, of drink- 1 
ing when the lips of iJieir mistros.ses had touched the brim: i 
“ Or leave a kiss within the cup, | 

And I ’ll not ask for wine,” j 

as in Ben Jonson’s translation from Philostratus ; and Lucian 
has a conceit upon the same idea, “ tva xat isnpntf ascot 
” “ that you mav at once both drink and kiss.” 
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ODE LIX.* 

Sabled by the solar beam, 

Now the fiery clusters teem, 

In osier baskets, borne along 
By all the festal vintage throng 
Of rosy youths and virgins fair, 

Ripe as the melting Ihiits they bear. 

Now, now they press the pregnant grapes. 
And now the captive stream escapes, 

In fervid tide of nectar gushing, 

And for its bondage proudly blushing ! 

While, round the vat’s impurpled brim, 

The choral song, the vintage hymn 
Of rosy yeuths, and virgins fiiir, 

Steals on the cloy’d and panting air. 

Mark, how they drink, with all their eyes, 

The orient tide that sparkling flies ; 

The infant balm of all their fears, 

Tlie infant Bacchus, born in^tears ! 

When he, whose verging years decline 
As deep into the vale as mine, 

When he inhales the vintage-spring, 

His heart is fire, his foot ’s a wing ; 

And, as he flies, his hoary hair 
Plays truant with the wanton air ! 

WTiile the warm youth, whose wishing soul 
Has kindled o’er the inspiring bowl, 
Impassion’d seeks the shadowy grove, 

Where, in the tempting guise of love, 
Reclining sleeps some witching maid, 

Whose sunny charms, but half display’d, 
Blush through the bower, that, closely twined, 
Excludes the kisses of the wind ! 

The virgin wakes, the glowing boy 
Allures her to the embrace of joy ; 

Swears that the herbage Heaven had spread 
Was sacred as the nuptial bed ; 

That laws should never bind desire, 

And love was nature’s holiest fire ! 

The virgin weeps, the virgin sighs ; 

He kiss’d her lips, he kiss’d her eyes ; 

The sigh was balm, the tear was dew, 

They only raised his flame anew. 

And, oh ! he stole the sweetest flower 
That ever bloom’d in any bower ! 


1 The title tijwva?, which Bnrnes has given to 

this ode, is by no means appropriate. We have already 
had one of those hymns (ode 5fi,) but thi.<3 is a description of 
the vintage ; atid the title eig ot vov, which it bears in the Vati- 
can MS., is more correct than any that have been suggested. 

Degen, in the true spirit of literary scepticism, doubts that 
this ode is genuine, without assigning any reason for such a 
suspicion. “ Non amo te, Sahidi, nt^-c pos.suni dicere quare;” 
but this is far from satisfactory criticism. 

Swears that the herbage Meamn had spread, ^ 

Was sacred as the nvptial bed, etc.,] The original here 
has been variously interpreted. Some, in their zeal for our 
author’s purity, have supposed that the yotith only persuades 
her to a premature marriage. ^ Otliers understand from the 
words 'srpoJcTfv ya/fittiv ysvecrtJ.'Sj, that he. seduces her to a 
violation of the nuptial vow. The turn which I have given 
it is somewhat like the .sentiment of Heloisa, “amorem con- 
jugio, libertatera vinculo prasferro.” (See her original 
ters.) The Italian translations have almost all wantoned 
upon this description : but that of Marcbetti is indeed “ ni- 
mittm lubricus aspici.” 


Such is the madness wine imparts, 
Whene’er it steals on youthful hearts. 
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ODE LX.’ 

Awake to life, my dulcet sliell, 

To Phcebus all tliy sighs shall swell ; 

Aad though no glorious prize be thine, 

No Pythian wreath around thee twine, 

Yet every hour is glory’s hour, 

To him who gathers wisdom’s flower i 
Then wake thee from thy magic slumbers, 
Breathe to the soft and Phrygian numbers, 
Which, as my trembling lips repeat, 

Thy chords shall echo back as sweet. 

The cygnet thus, with fading notes, 

As down Cayster’s tide he floats, 

Plays with his snowy plumage fair 
Upon the wanton murmuring air. 

Which amorously lingers round, 

And sighs responsive sound for sound ! 
Muse of the Lyre ! illume my dream, 

Thy PhcEhus is my fancy’s theme ; 

And hallow’d is the harp I bear, 

And hallow’d is the v/reath I wear, 
Hallow’d by him, the god of lays. 

Who modulates the choral maze ! 

I sing the love which Daphne twined 
Around the godhead’s yielding mind ; 

I sing the blushing Daphne’s flight 
From this jsthereal youth of light ; 

And how the tender, timid maid 
Flew panting to the kindly shade. 
Resign’d a form, too tempting fair. 

And grew a verdant laurel there ; 

Whose leaves, in sympathetic thrill, 

In terror seem’d to tremble still ! 

The god pursued, with wing’d desire ; 
And when his hopes were all on fire, 
And when he thought to hear the sigh 
With which enamour’d virgins die, 

Pie only heard the pensive air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair ! 

But oh, my soul 1 no more— no more ! 
Enthusiast, whither do I soar 1 
This sweetly maddening dream of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 

Why should I sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts, 


1 This hymn to Apollo is supposed not to have been 
written by Anacreon, and it certainly is rather a sublimer 
flight than the Teian win^ is accustomed to soar. Bat we 
ought not to judge from this diversity of style, in a poet of i 
whom time has preserved such partial relics. If we knew i 
Horace but as a satirist, should we easily believe there could 
dwell such animation in his lyre 1 Suidas says that our 
poet wrote hymns, and this perhaps is one of them. We 
can perceive in what an altered and imperfect state his 
works are at present, when we find a scholiast upon Horace 
-citing an ode from the third book of Anacreon. 

Jlnd how the tender^ timid maid 

Mew panting to the kindly shade) etc.} Original : 

To ftsv sxrrs^^fvys xgvrpoVf 
fAOflCfHV, 

L find the word sts^rpot' here has a double force, as it also 
signifies that “ omnium parenteru, quam sanctus Numa,” 
etc. etc. (Seo Martial.) In order to confirm this import of 
the word here, these who are curious in new readings may 
place the stop after ipuerswe thus : 

To ptsv sxsrspsuyj Ksvvpov 


When sure the lay, with sweeter tone, 
Can tell the darts that wound my own 1 
Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teian lyre : 

Still let the nectar’d numbers float, 
Distilling love in every note ! 

And when the youth, whose burning soul 
Plas felt the Paphian star’s control, 

When he the liquid lays shall hear, 

His heart will flutter to his ear, 

And drinking there of song divine. 
Banquet on intellectual wine ! 


ODE LXL’ 

Golden hues of youth are fled ; 

Hoary locks deform my head. 

Bloomy graces, dalliance gay. 

All the flowers of life decay 

Still be .AnacrcoU) still inspire 

The descant of the Teian lyre.} The original is Toy Av«- 
jipfioi/Tcs I have translated it under the supposition 

that the hymn is by Anacreon ; though I fear, from this very 
line, that his claim to it can scarce be supported. 

Tot^ Ai/MxpjovTsi /M-fiov, “ Imitate Anacreon.” Such is 
the lesson ^iven us by the lyrist ; and if, in poetry, a simple 
elegance of sentiment, enriched by the most playful felicities 
of fancy, be a charm which invites or deserves imitation, 
where shall we find such a guide as Anacreon ? In morality, 
too, with some little reserve, I think we might not blush to 
follow in his footsteps. For if his song be the language of 
his heart, though luxurious and relaxed, he was artless and 
benevolent ; and who would not forgive a feve* irregularities, 
when atoned for by virtues so rare and so endearing 1 When 
we think of the sentiment in those lines ; 

Away ! I hate the slanderous dart, 

Which steals to wound the unwary heart, 
how many are there in the world to whom we would wish 
to say, Tov AviKzpaovTM I 

Here ends the last of the odes in the Vatican MS. whose 
authority confirms the genuine antiquity of them all, though 
a few have stolen among the number which we may hesi- 
tate in attributing to Anacreon. In the little essay prefi.xed 
to this translation, I observed that Barnes had quoted this 
manuscript incorrectly, relying upon an imperfect copy of it, 
which Isaac Vossius had taken ; I shall just mention two or 
three instances of this inaccuracy, the first which occur to me. 
In the ode of the Dove, on tlie words IlTspo* in croyxceXuiJ/w, 
he says, “ Vatican MS. d-utrxja^wv, etiam Presciano invito,” 
though the MS. reads with o-ucrxieecrw interlined. 

Degeri, too, on the same line, is somewhat in error. In the 
twenty-second ode of this series, line thirteenth, the MS. has 
TSPij} with «* interlined, and Barnes imputes to it the read- 
ing of ravS'}^. In the fifty-seventh, line twelfth, he professes 
to have preserved the reading of the MB. Akc&Xijfcsvij S' atr'* 
MUTjj, while the latter has etXakni^avog S' a-zr' uunz. Almost 
all the other annotators have transplanted these errors from 
Barnes. 

1 The intrusion of this melancholy ode among the care- 
less levities of our poet, has always reminded me of the 
skeletons which the Egyptians used to hang up in their 
banquet-rooms, to inculcate a thought of mortality even 
amidst the dissipations of mirth. If it were not for the beauty 
of its numbers, the Teian Muse should disown this ode. 
Q,uid habet illius, illiua quae spirabat amores? 

To Stobmus we are indebted for it. 

Bloomy graceS) dalliance gay. 

Ml tliejtoioers of life decay.] Horace often, with feeling 
and elegance, deplores the fugacity of human enjoyments 
See book ii, ode 11 ; and thus in the second epistle, book ii. 

Singula de nobis anni pradantur euntes, 

Eripuere jocos, venerem, convivia, ludum. 

The wing of every passing day 
Withers some blooming joy away ; 

And wafts from our enamour’d arms 
The banquet’s mirth, the virgin’s charms. 
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ODE LXIII.' 

To Love, the soft and blooming child 
I touch the harp in descant wild ; 

To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 

The boy, who breathes and blushes flowers 1 
To Love, for heaven and earth adore him, 
And gods and mortals bow before him ! 


ODE LXIV,2 

Haste thee, nymph, wdiose winged spear 
Wounds the fleeting mountain-deer 1 
Dian, Jove’s immortal child. 

Huntress of the savage wild ! 

Goddess with the sun-bright hair ! 

Listen to a people’s prayer. 

Turn, to Lethe’s river turn, 

There thy vanquish’d people mourn I 
Come to Lethe’s wavy shore, 

There thy people’s peace restore. 

Thine their hearts, their altars thine ,* 

Dian ! must they — must they pine ? 


ODE LSY.“ 

Like some wanton filly sporting, 

Maid of Thrace ! thou fly’st my courting. 
Wanton filly ! tell me why 
Thou trip’st away, with scornful eye. 
And seem’st to think my doting heart 
Is novice in the bridling art ? 

Believe me, girl, it is not so ; 

Thou’lt find this skilful hand can throw 
The reins upon that tender form, 
However wild, however warm I 


Withering age begins to trace 
Sad memorials o’er my face ; 
Time has shed its sweetest bloom, 
All the future must be gloom ! 

This awakes my hourly sighing ; 
Dreary is the thought of dying ! 
Pluto’s is a dark abode, 

Sad the journey, sad the road : 
And, the gloomy travel o’er, 

Ah ! we can return no more I 


ODE LXn.‘ 

Fill me, boy, as deep a draught 
As e’er was filled, as e’er was qiialF’d ; 

But let the water amply flow, 

To cool the grape’s intemperate glow ; 

Let not the fiery god be single. 

But with the nymphs in union mingle ; 

For, though the bowl’s the grave of sadness, 
Oh ! be it ne’er the birth of madness I 
No, banish from, our board to-night 
The revelries of rude delight ! 

To Scythians leave these wild excesses, 
Ours be the joy that soothes and blesses ! 
And while the temperate bowl we wreathe, 
Our choral hymns shall sweetly breathe, 
Beguiling every hour along 
■ With harmony of soul and song ! 


^ Dreary is the thought of dijmg., etc.] Regnier, a liber- 
tine French poet, has written some sonnets on the approach 
of death, full of gloomy and trembling repentance. Chau- 
liou, however, supports more consistently the spirit of the 
Epicurean philosoplier. See liis poem, addressed to the 
Marquis La Farre. 

Plus j’ approche du torme et moins je lo redouto, etc. 

I shall leave it to the moralist to make bis reflections iiere : 
it is impossible to be very anacreontic on such a subject. 

Jind) the gloomy travel o'er., 

Jh / ice ca7i return no more 1] Scaliger, upon Catullus’s 
well-known lines, “ Q,ui nunc it per iter,” etc. remarks, that 
Acheron, with the same idea, is called by Tiieo 

critus, and by INhcander. 

1 This ode consists of two fragments, which are to be 
found in Athenteus, book x. and which Barnes, from the 
similarity of their tendency, has combined into one. 1 
think this a very justifiable liberty, and have adopted it in 
some other fragments of our poet. 

Degen refers us here to verses of Uz, lib. iv. der Trinker. 

But Ut the ‘mater amply flow, 

To mol the grape's intemperate glow, etc.] It was 
Amphictyon who first taught the Greeks to mix water with 
their wine ; in commemoration of which circumstance they 
erected altars to Bacchus and the nymphs. On this mytho- 
logical allegory the following epigram is founded: 

Ardentem ex utero Semeleslavero Lymum 
Naiades, extincto fulminis igne sacri ; 

Cum nymphis igitui traetabilia, at sine nymphis 
Caiiden’ti rursus fulmioe corripitur. 

Pierius VaUrianus. 

Which is, eon verbum verbo, : . 

While heavenly fire consumed his Theban dame, 

A Naiad caught young Bacchus from the flame, 

And dipp’d him burning in her purest lymph : 

Still, still he loves the sea-maid’s crystal urn, 

And when his native fires infuriate burn, 

He bathos him in the fountain of the nymph. 

• , 2L 


1 “ This fragment is preserved in Clemens Alexandrinua, 
Strom, lib. vi. and in Arsonius, Collect, Qmt."-— Barnes. 

It appears to have been the openingof a hymn in praise 
of Love. 

2 This hymn to Diana is extant in Hephmstion. There is 
an anecdote of our poet, which has led to some doubt whe- 
ther he ever wrote any odes of this kind. It is related by 
the Scholiast upon Pindar (Isthmionic. od. ii. v. 3, as cited 
by Barnes.) Anacreon being asked, why he addressed all 
his hymns to women, and none to the deities 1 answered, 
“Because women are my deities.” 

I have assumed the same liberty in reporting this anecdote 
which I have done in translating some of the odes ; and it 
were to be wished that these little infidelities were always 
considered pardonable in the interpretation of the ancients ; 
thus, when nature is forgotten in the original, in the trans- 
lation, “ tamen usque recurret.” 

Turn, to Lethe's river turn. 

There thy vanquish'd people mourn!] Lethe, a river 
of Ionia, according to Strabo, falling into the Meander; 
near to it was situated tlie town Magnesia, in favour of 
wiiose inhabitants our poet is supposed to have addressed 
this supplication to Diana. It was written (a.si Madame 
Dacier coty'ectures) on theoccasion of some battle, in which 
the Magnesians had been defeated. 

3 This ode, which is addressed to some Thracian girl, 
exists in Heraclides, and has been imitated very frequently 
by Horace, as all the annotator.*? have remarked. Madame 
Dacier rejects the allegory, which runs so obviously through- 
out it, and Buppo.se3 it to have been addressed to a young 
mare belonging to PolycratoH ; there is more modesty than 
ingenuity in the lady’s conjecture. 

Pierius, in the fourth book of his Hieroglyphics, cites this 
ode, and informs us, that the horse was the hieroglyphical 
eiiiblem of pride. 
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Tiiou’lt own that I can taine thy force, 
And turn and wind thee in the course. 
Though wasting now thy careless hours, 
Thou sport’st amid the herbs and flowers. 
Thou soon shalt feel the rein’s control, 
And tremble at the wish’d-for goal! 


ODE LXVI.’ 

To thee, the Q,ueen of nymphs divine. 
Fairest of all that fairest shine ; 

To thee, thou blushing young Desire, 
Who rulest the world with darts of fire ! 
And oh ! thou nuptial Power, to thee 
Who bear’st of life the guardian key ; 
Breathing my soul in fragrant praise. 
And weaving wild my votive lays, 

For thee, 0 Queen! I wake the lyre. 

For thee, thou blushing young Desire ! 
And oh ! for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this genial hour. 

Look on thy bride, luxuriant boy ! 

,And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Plays over all her blushing charms. 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms, 
Before the lovely, trembling prey, 
like a young birdling, wing away! 

Oh ! Stratocles, impassion’d youth ! 

Dear to the Queen of amorous truth. 
And dear to her, whose yielding zone 
Will soon resign her all tMne own; 
Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye, 

Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh ! 

To those bewitching beauties turn ; 

For thee they mantle, flush, and burn ! 
Not more the rose, the queen of flowers, 
Outblushes all the glow of bowers, 

Than she uniivall’d bloom discloses, 
The sweetest rose, where all are roses ! 
Oh !'may the sun, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o’er thy bed ; 
And foster there an infant tree, 

To blush like her, and bloom like thee 1 


1 This ode is introduced in the Romance of Theodoras 
Prodromus, and is that kind of epithalamium which was 
sung: like a scholium at the nuptial banquol. 

Among the many works of the impassioned Sappho, of 
which time and ignorant superstition have deprived us, the 
loss of her epithalamiurns is not one of ihe least tliat we de- 
plore. A subject so interesting to an amorous fancy was 
warmly fell, and must have been w'armly described, by such 
a soul and such an imagination. The following lines are 
cited as a relic of one of her epithalamiurns : 

OxS<a yciju&pe, roi ftsv yaftos 

E^tTSTsXacTT’, £%a<f Ss 'ffxpdivov «v apxo. 

See Scaliger, in his Poetics, on the Jlpithalamium. 

Jnd foster there an infant tree, 

To blush like her^ and bloom like thee /] Original Kujr»- 
Se 'crfinposot crsu £vt jcijsrw. Passeratios, upon the 
words ‘‘cum castum amisit florem,” in theuuptia! song of 
Catullus, after explaining “flos,” in somewhat a similar 
sense to that which Gaulminus attributes to poS'ov, says, 
“ Hortum quoque vocant in quo flos ille carpitur, et GrBecis! 

XWTTOV SflPTI TO Biptl^XiCV yVVCtiKtiiV, 

May 1 remark, that the author of the Greek version of this 
charming ode of Catullus has neglected a most striking and 
■anacreontic beauty in those verses, “ TJt flos in septis,” etc. 
which IS the repetition of the line, “ Multi ilium puerij 
■»ulta) optavere paellce,” with the slight alteration of nulli 


ODE ^XVILf 

Gentle youth ! whose looks assume 
Such a soft and girlish bloom, 

Why repulsive, why refuse 
The friendship which my heart pursues 1 
Thou little know’st the fond control 
With which thy virtue reins my soul ! 
Then smile not on my locks of gray, 
Believe me oft with converse gay ; 

I’ve chain’d the years of tender age, 

And boys have loved the prattling sage ! 
For mine is many a soothing pleasure, 
And mine is many a soothing measure ; 
And much I hate the beamless mind, 
Whose earthly vision, unrefined, 

Nature has never formed to see 
The beauties of simplicity ! 

Simplicity, the flower of heaven, 

To souls elect, by Nature given ! 


ODE LXVin.2 
RrcH in bliss, I proudly scorn 
The stream of Amalthea’s horn ! 
Nor should I ask to call the throne 
Of the Tartessian prince my own ; 
To totter through his train of years, 
The victim of declming fears. 

One little hour of joy to me 
is worth a dull eternity! 


ODE LXIX.3 

Now Neptune’s sullen mouth appears, 

The angry night-cloud swells with tears ; 
And savage storms, infuriate driven, 

Fly howling in the face of heaven ! 

Now, now, my friends, the gathering gloom 
With roseate rays of wine illume . 


and tnill®. Catullus himself, however, has been equally 
injudicious in his version of the famous ode of Sappho; he 
has translated ysKwcrets i^wsposv, but takes no notice of 
(pwwoucrxs. Horace has caught the spirit of it more faitli- 
fully: 

Dulce ridentem Lalagen amabo, 

Dulce loquentem. 

1 I have formed this poem of three or four different frag- 
ments, which is a liberty that perhaps may be justified by 
the example of Barnes, who has thus compiled the fifty- 
seventh of his edition, and the little ode beginning vSujp^ 
(pap’ otvov, CO 'srcsi, which he has subjoined to the epigrams. 

The fragments combined in this ode, are the sixty-seventh, 
ninety-sixth, ninety-seventh, and hundredth of Barries’s 
edition, to which I refer the reader for the names of the 
authors by whom they are preserved. 

Jlnd boys have loved the ’prattling sage!"] Monsieur 
Chaulieu has given a very amiable idea of an old man’s in- 
tercourse with youth; 

due cherchd par les jeunes gens, 

Pour leurs erreurs plein d’indulgence, 

Je tolere leur imprudence 
En favour de leurs agrCmens. 

2 This fragment is preserved in the third book of Strabo. 

Of the Tartessian prince my azon.] He here alludes to 

Arganthonius, who lived, according to Lucian, a hundred 
and fifty years ; and reigned, according to Herodotus, 
eighty. See Barnes. 

3 This is composed of two fragments ; the seventieth and 
eighty-first in Barnes. They are both found in Eustathius 
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And while our wreaths of parsley spread 
Their fadeless foliage round our head, 
We’ll hymn the almighty power of wine, 
And shed libations on his shrine I 


ODE LXXh 

They wove the lotus band, to deck 
And fan with pensile wreath their neck ; 
And every guest, to shade his head, 
Three little breathing chaplets spread ; 
And one was of Egyptian leaf, 

The rest were roses, fair and brief! . 
While from a golden vase profound. 

To all on flowery beds around, 

A goblet-nymph, of heavenly shape, 
Pour’d the rich weepings of the grape ! 


ODE LXXI^ 

A bhoken cake, with honey sweet, 
Is all rny spare and simple treat ; 

And while a generous bowl I crown, 
To float my little banquet down, 

I take the soft, the amorous lyre, 
And sing of love’s delicious fire ! 

In mirthful measures, waim and free, 
I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee ! 


ODE LXXIL" 

With twenty chords my lyre is hung, 

And while I wake them all for thee. 

Thou, O virgin ! wild and young, 

Disport’ 8t in airy levity. 

The nursling fliwn, that in some shade 
Its antler’d mother leaves behind, 

Is not more wantonly afraid, 

More timid of the rustling wind ! 

1 Three fragments form this little ode, all of which are 
wreserved in Alhenieus. They are the eighty-second, seven- 
ly-fifth, and eighty-third, in Barnes. 

And every guest^ to shade his head, 

Three little breathing chaplets spread.^ Longepierre, to 
give an idea of the luxurious estimation in which garlands 
were held by the ancients, relates an anecdote of a courte- 
zan, who, in order to gratify three lovers, without leaving 
cause for jealousy with any of them, gave a kiss to one, let 
the other drink after her, and put a garland on the brow of 
the third ; so that each was satisfied with his favour, and 
flattered himself with the preference. 

This circumstance is extremely like the subject of one of 
the tensons of Savari da MaulCon, a troubadour. See I’His- 
toire Litt6raire des Troubadours. The recital is a curious 
picture of the puerile gallantries of chivalry. 

2 This poem is compiled by Barnes, from Athenseus, 
Hephmstion, and Arsenins. See Barnes, §0th. 

3 Tliis I have formed from the eighty-fourth and eighty- 
flfth of Barnes’s edition. The two fragments are found in 
Athenmus. 

The nursling fawn, that in some shade 

Its antlered mother leaves behind, etc.'\ In the original: 

Ob' £v vXv, Kiftotcrcryig 
ArroXsitf uwo /fjjTpo?. 

“Horned” here, undoubtedly, seems a strange epithet: 
Madame Hacier, however, observes, that Sophocles, Calli- 
machus, etc. have all applied it in the very same manner, 
and she seems to agree in the conjecture of the scholiast 
upon Pindar, that perhaps horns are not always peculiar to 
the males. I think we may with more ease conclude it to 
Iw alicense of the poet, “ jussit habere puellam cornua.” 


ODE Lxxni.' 

Fare thee well, perfidious maid ! 

My soul, too long on earth delay’d, 
Delay’d, perfidious girl ! by thee, 

Is now on wing for liberty. 

I fly to seek a kindlier sphere, 

Since thou hast ceased to love me here ! 


ODE LXXIV.2 

I bloom’d, awhile, a happy flower, 

Till Love approach’d, one fatal hour, 
And made my tender branches feel 
The wounds of his avenging steel. 

Then, then I feel like some poor willow 
That tosses on the wintry billow ! 


ODE LXXV.® 

Monarch Love ! resistless boy, 

With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 

And nymphs, that glance ethereal blue, 
Disporting tread the mountain-dew ^ 
Propitious, oh ! receive my sighs, 

Which, burning with entreaty, rise ; 

That thou wilt whisper, to the breast 
Of her I love, thy soft behest ; 

And counsel her to learn from thee 
The lesson thou hast taught to me. 

Ah I if my heart no flattery tell, 

Thou ’It own I ’ve learn’d that lesson well ! 


ODE LXXVL* 

Spirit of Love ! whose tresses shine 
Along the breeze, in golden twine, 

1 This fragment is preserved by the scholiast upon Aristo- 
phanes, and is the eighty-seventh in Barnes. 

2 This is to be found in Hepliajgton, and in tire eighty-ninth 
of Barnes’s edition. 

I must here apologise for omitting a very considerable 
fragment imputed to our poet, setvSj) EvpvTrvXti etc. 

which is preserved in the twelfth book of Athenaeus, and is 
the ninety-first in Barnes. If it was really Anacreon who 
wrote it, nil fuit unquam sic impav sibi. It is in a style of 
gross satire, and is full of expressions which never could be 
gracefully translated. 

3 This fragment is preserved by Dion. — Chrysostom, Orat. 
ii. de Regno. See Barnes, 93. 

4 This fragment, which is extant in Athenffius (Barnes, 
101,) is supposed, on the authority of Chamfflleon, to have 
been addressed to Sappho. We have also a stanza attri- 
buted to her, which some romancers have supposed to be 
her answer to Anacreon. “ Mais par rnalheur (as Bayle says) 
Sappho vint au mondo environ cent ou six vingts ans avant 
Anacr6on.” Nouvelles de la R6p. des lett. tom. ii. de Ho- 
vembre, 1684. The following is her fragment, the compli- 
ment of which is very finely imagined ; she supposes that 
the Muse has dictated the verses of Anacreon : 

Ks*vov, w xpueroB-pttvs Mower’, tvursrss 
Tfityov^ Bit rti'g KttKktywKimg eirSXcis; 

Tjjtop OW sestjl Tlpt^WlWS? 

. , Ttpstrfivs Ctyctvag, . 

Oh Musa ! who sitt’st on golden throne. 

Full man)? a hymn of dulcet tone 
The Teian sage is taught by theo ; 

But, goddess, from thy throne of gold, 

The sweetest hymn thou 'st ever told, 

He lately learn’d and sang for me. 
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Come, within a fragrant cloud, 

Blushing with light, thy votary shroud ; 
And, on those wings that sparkling play, 
Waft, oh 1 wall me hence away ! 

Love ! my' soul is full of thee, 

Alive to all thy luxury. 

But she, the nymph for whom I glow, 
The pretty Lesbian, mocks my woe ; 
Smiles at the hoar and silver’d hues 
Which Time upon my forehead strews. 
Alas 1 I fear she keeps her charms 
In store for younger, happier arms ! 


ODE LXXVH.* 
Hither, gentle Muse of mine, 
Come and teach thy votary old 
Many a golden hymn divine, 

For the nymph with vest of gold. 


Pretty nymph, of tender age, 

Fair thy silky locks unfold ; 
Listen to a hoary sage, 

Sweetest maid with vest of gold ! 


ODE LXXVm.® 

Would that I w^ere a tuneful lyre, 

Of burnish’d ivory fair. 

Which in the Dionysian choir 
Some blooming boy should bear ! 

Would that I were a golden vase, 

And then some nymph should hold 
My spotless frame with blushing grace, 
Herself as pure as gold ! 


ODE LXXIX,® 

When Cupid sees my beard of snow, 
Which blanching time has taught to flow, 
Upon his wing of golden light 
He passes with an eaglet’s flight, 

And, flitting on, he seems to say, 

“ Fare thee well, thou ’st had thy day T* 

^ Cupid, whose lamp has lent the ray 
Which lightens our meandering way-— 
Cupid, within my bosom stealing, 
Excites a strange and mingled feeling, 
Which pleases, though severely teasing, 
And teases, though divinely pleasing ! 


‘ Let me resign a wretched breath, 
Since now remains to me 
No other balm than kindly death, 
To sooth my misery ! 


^ I KNOW thou lovest a brimming measure, 
And art a kindly cordial host ; 

But let me fill and drink at pleasure, 

Thus I enjoy the goblet most. 


® I FEAR that love disturbs my rest, 
Yet feel not love’s impassion’d care ; 
I think there ’s madness in my breast, 
Yet cannot find that madness there I 


* From dread Leucadia’s frowning steep 
I ’ll plunge into the whitening deep, 

And there I ’ll float, to waves resign’d. 
For love intoxicates my mind i 


^ Mix me, child, a cup divine, 

Crystal water, ruby wine ; 

Weave the frontlet, richly flushing, 

O’er my wintry temples blushing. 

Mix the brimmer — love and I 
Shall no more the gauntlet try, 

Here — ^upon this holy bowl, 

I surrender all my soul 1 

Among the Epigrams of the Anthologia, there are 
some panegyrics on Anacreon, which I had trans- 
lated, and originally intended as a kind of Coronis to 
the work ; but I found, upon consideration, that they 
wanted variety : a frequent recurrence of the same 
thought, within the limits of an epitaph, to which 
they are confined, would render a collection of them 
rather uninteresting, I shall take the liberty, how- 
ever, of subjoining a few, that I may not appear to 
have totally neglected those elegant tributes to the 
reputation of Anacreon. The four Epigrams which 


1 This is formed of the 124th and 119th fragments in 
Barnes, both of which are to be found in Scaliger’s Poetics. 

Do l^auw thinks that those detached lines and couplets, 
which Scaligor has adduced as examples in his Poetics, are 
by no means authentic, but of ifis own fabrication. 

2 This is generally inserted among the remains of AIcieus, 
Some, however, have attributed it to Anacreon. See our 
poet’s twenty-second ode, and the notes. 

3 See Barnes, 173d. This fragment, to which I have 
taken the liberty of adding a turn not to be found in the 
original, is cited by Ludan in his little essay on the Gallic 
Hercules 

4 Barnes 125th. Thi8,if I remember right, is in Scaliger’s 
dPoetics. Gail bae omitted it in his collection of fragments. 


1 This fragment is extant in Arsenius and Hepheestion. 
See Barnes, (69th,) who has arranged the metre of it very 
elegantly. 

2 Barnes, 72d. This fragment, which is quoted by Athe 
nsBus, is an excellent lesson for the votaries of Jupiter Hos- 
pitalis, 

3 This fragment is in Hephtestion. See Barnes, 95th. 

Catullus expresses something of this contrariety offeelijig; 

Odi et arao ; quare id faciam fortasse requiris ; 

Nescio : sed fieri sentio, et excrucior. Carm. 53. 

Hove thee and hate thee, but if I can tell 
The cause of my love and my hate, may I die ! 

I can feel it, alas! I can feel it too well, 

That I love thee and hate thee, but cannot tell why. 

4 This also is in HophtEston, and perhaps is a fragment 
of some poem, in which Anacreon had commemorated 
the fate of Sappho. It is in the I23d of Barnes. 

5 This fragment is collected by Barnes from Demetrius 
Phalareus, and Eustathius, and is subjoined in his edition 
to the epigrams attributed to our poet. And here is the last 
of those little scattered flowers which I thought I might 
venture with any grace to transplant. T wish it could be 
said of the garland which they form, To AuM>4p*ovTOi; 
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I gi?e are imputed to Antipater Sidonius. They are 
rendered, perhaps, with too much freedom ; but, de- 
signing a translation of all that are on the subject, I 
imagined it was necessary to enliven their uniformity 
by sometimes indulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 


Avnirarpov us kvaKptovra* 

eAAAOI rerpmopviilloSi AvaKptov, ap^i ot Kiaaos 
0pa T£ ’Xupmm mp(^vpB(s>v veraXa’ 
nrjycLi S* apyivocvTos avaQ'ki^oivro yaXaKrof, 

&v<ji6cs 6* aito yt]s {]Sv ^soiTo pe6v) 
f<ppa KE rot aitoSiT] re xai os'ea repipiv aprjraii 
u Ss ns (pdipevois eu^pocruva, 

oi TO (pL^Xov s:^p'(aSi (piyci jSapjStrov, w (rav aoiSa 
Travra SiairXtoms fcai crvv epton 0 lov, 

’Around the tomb, oh bard divine ! 

Wliere soft thy hallow’d brow reposes, 

Long may the deathless ivy twine, 

And Summer pour her waste of roses ! 

And many a fount shall there distil, 

And many a rill refresh the flowers ; 

But wine shall gush in every rill, 

And every fount be millcy showers. 

Thus, shade of him whom Nature taught 
To tune his lyre and soul to pleasure, 

Who gave to love his warmest thought, 

Who gave to love his fondest measure I 

Thus, after death, if spirits feel, 

Thou may’st, from odours round thee streaming, 
A pulse of past enjoyment steal, 
iaid live again in blissful dreaming ! 


Tov avroVf us Tov avTOV* 

TYMB02 kvaKpmvros* ^ Tfjws ev&aSe kvkpos 
EihSui ^ujporar^j pavin* 

kKpvv )^€iptotvrt pEXt^erat ap^pi Ba6uXX^ 
*lp&pa’ Kai KKTffov XfiuKos o^wcle Xi0oj. 


1 Antipater Sidonius, the author of this epigram, lived, 
according loVossius, de Pootis Grsecis, in the second year 
of the 169th Olympiad. He appears, ft om what Cicero and 
Guintilian have said of him, to have been a kind of impro- 
visatore. See Institut. Orat, lib. x. cap. 7. There is no- 
tliing more known respecting this poet, except some parti- 
culars about his illness and death, which are mentioned as ' 
curious by Pliny and others ; and there remain of his works; 
but a few epigrams in the Anthologia, among which are 
those I have selected, upon Anacreon. Those remains 
have been sometimes imputed to another poet (a) of the 
same name, of whom Vossius gives us the following ac- 
count ; “ xlntipater Thessalonicensis vixit tempore August! 
Caesaris, ut qui saltantem viderit Pyladem, sicut constat ex 
quodam ejus epigrammate AvSraxoyict?^ lib. 4. tit. etg Op- 
%j)o*Tp«Jas. At'oum ac Bathyllum prirnos fuisse pantomi- 
mos, ae sub Augusto claruisse, satis notiim ex Diono,” etc. 

The reader, who thinks it worth observing, may find a 
strange oversight in Hoffman’s quotation of this article from 
Vossius, Lexic- Univers. By the omission of a sentence he 
has made Vossius assert that the poet Antipater was one 
of the first pantomimo dancers in Rome. 

Barnes, upon the epigram before us, mentions a version 
©f it by Brodreus, which is not to be found in that commenta- 
tor; but he more tlian onco confounds Brodoeus with ano- 
ther annotator on liie Anthologia, Vincontius Obsopmus, 
who has given a translation of the epigram. 

{«■) Pleraquo tamen Thessaloniccnsi tribuenda videntur. 

Brunck. Lectiones et Eraendat, 


OvS* kt^tjs COL spwras arrsc/Secsv' ev 6' kx^povros 
Rv, 6 Xof (oSivcLS KvTrpiSi Qepporepp, 

Here sleeps Anacreon, in this ivied shade ; 
Here, mute in death, the Teian swan is laid. 
Cold, cold the heart, which lived but to respire 
All the voluptuous frenzy of desire ! 

And yet, oh bard 1 thou art not mute in death, 
Still, still we catch thy lyre’s delicious breath ; 
And still thy songs of soft Bathylla bloom, 
Green as the ivy round the mouldering tomb ! 
Nor yet has death obscured thy fire of love, 
Still, still it lights thee through the Elysian grove: 
And dreams are thine that bless the elect done, 
And Venus calls thee, even in death, her own ! 


Tou avrovy u$ rov avrov, 

HEINE, Ta<l>ov Ttapa \ltov kvaKpuovros apajSwv 
Er rt rot £K (Si(3\u)v rjXQev epm> o(p£Xosy 
'SirucQv eprj cTroSip, cmicov yavosy o(ppa kev otvfp 
Os’ca yijOiice rapa von^opevay 
*Sls S ktovvcov pepeXr^pevos ovacE mpos 
*Sls b ^t\aKp7]TOv avVTpo(pos appoviris, 

Mv^e Karci^Bipevos rovrov liroiaio 

Tov yevep peporrov x^pov o^u\optvov» 

’Oh stranger ! if Anacreon’s shell 
Has ever taught thy heart to swell 


tlie Teian swan is laid.] Thus Horace of Pindar t 

Multa Dirc©um levat aura cycjium. 

A swan was the hieroglyphical emblem of a poet. Ana- 
creon has been called the swan of Teos by another of hia 
eulogists. 

Ev rots /t&XtxpQis Ifiiipowi cruvTpo^ov 
AvatOf AveS3t|)«ovT{», T>i<oi/ av^vavy 
Etrs^HKuts pypH vtKTespo^ piKii^ovti, 

Euj.'ivov?, Av$oKay, 

God of the grajMJ ! thou hast betray’d, 

In wine’s bewildering dream, 

The fairest swan that ever play’d 
Along the Muse’s stream I 
The Teian, nursed with all those honied boys, 

The young Desires, light Loves, and rose-lipp’d .Toys J 
' Stilly still we catch thj bjre*s delicious breath.} Thus- 
: Simonides, speaking of our poet : 
i MoXTDts ou XuSif fcsKirsp%rso$y «XX’ trt xsfvt 
BetpSiTov oyJs Ststvwv savaartp siv 

Si/AwvtjQo, Av6oMy» 

Nor yet aie all his numbers mute, 

Though dark within the tomb he lies ; 

But living still, his amorous lute 
With sleepless animation sighs! 

This is the famous Simonides, whom Plato styled “ di- 
vine,” though Le Fevre, in his Pontes Grecs, supposes that 
the epigrams under his name are all falsely imputed. The- 
most considerable of his remains Ls a satirical poem upon 
women, preserved by Stobffius, 4 ^ 0^05 ywatKiav. 

We may judge from the lines I have just quoted, and the 
import of the epigram before us, that the works of Anacreon 
were perfect in the times of Simonides and Antipater. Ob- 
sopmus, the commentator, here appears to exult in their de- 
struction, and telling us they were burned by the bi.shop 8 
and patriarchs, he adds, “nec sane id mjcquicijuam fece- 
Tunt,” attributing to this outrage an effect which it could 
never produce, 

1 The ipirit of Anacreon utters these verses from the 
tomb, fioraowhai; “mutatus ah iho,” at least in simplicity of 
expressdou. 

, ‘If’ SnacrmrCs shell . , 

ever tmght thy Mart to swelly etc,] We may guess 
from the words *» spt.my that Anacreon was not 

merely a writer of MlIets-doux, as some French critics have 
called him. Among??! thase, M. Le Fevre, with all his pra- 
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With passion’s throb or pleasure’s sigh, 
In pity turn, as wandering nigh, 

And drop thy goblet’s richest tear, 

In exquisite libation here ! 

■So shall my sleeping ashes thrill 
With visions of enjoyment still. 

I cannot even in death resign 
The festal joys that once were mine, 
When Harmony pursued my ways, 

And Bacchus wanton’d to my lays. 

Oh ! if delight could charm no more. 

If all the goblet’s bliss were o’er, 

When Fate had once our doom decreed. 
Then dying would be death indeed ! 

Nor could I think, unblest by wine. 
Divinity itself divine I 


Toy atjrou, eig rov avrov, 

E^YAEIS £v (pdijxsvoifftVf kvaKpzov^ tc&kaTtovrjcag, 
eiSec S' rf y\vKEp?t vvKnXaXog Kidapa^ 

chSsi Kai XuEoSig, -o UoOuiv cap, cp tru pcXiaSiav 
ISap^LT, avcKpovov vsKrap tvappoviovt 
i]ideov yap EjJwros c^vg cKoitog* eg 5 e ce pLovvov 
To^a TS Kat ffKoXiag ti^EV €Kri^o\Lag.\ 

At length thy golden hours have wing’d their flight, 
And drowsy death that eyelid steepeth; 


fessed admiration, has given our poet a character by no 
means of an elevated cast: 

Aussi c’est pour cola que la post6rit6 

D’a toujoursjustement d’dge on kge chaiit6 

Comme un franc goguenard, ami de goinfrerie, 

Ami de billets-doux et de badinerie. 

See the versos prefixed to his Fo^ites Grecs. This is un- 
like the language of Theocritus, to whom Anacreon is in- 
debted for the following simple eulogium: 

Ejj Av»jcpeovTOf cAvJpietvTct, 

©acTsit Tov avS'ptavTa tootov, a> ^svf, 
o-jrouA'et, %tti B7T»v tg otnov exSije* 

AvwapsovTo; siaov’ siSov sv Tg«o, 

vtev srpocrO^ it ri vrtptrtrov (uSoTrotaiv, 

TsrpocrSsi; 5's %mti rotg veoi<rtv etJtro, i 

gpstg ctTpsxswg oXov rov avd'pa. j 

Upon the Statue of Anacreon. 

Stranger ! who near this statue chance to roam, 

Let it awhile your studious eyes engage : 

And you may say-t returning to your home, 

“I’ve seen the image of the Teian sage, 

Best of the bards who deck the Muse’s page.” 

Then, if you add, “ That striplings loved him well,” 

You tell them all he was, and apdy telh 

The simplicity of this inscription has always delighted 
me; I have given it, I believe, as literally as a verse trans- 
lation will allow. 

drop thy goblet's richest tear, etc.] Thus Simo- 
nides, in another of his epitaphs on our poet: 

Xsit piv xet rsyyot vOTspit ^pocrocr,»f 5 o yepxtog 
As^parspov ptstXascwv STrvasv fist (rrofistTaiv, 

Let vines, in clustering beauty wreathed, 

Drop all their treasures on bis head, 

Whose lips a dew of sweetness breathed, 

Richer than vine hath ever shed I 

^nd Bacchtis wanton'd to my lays^etc.J Thd original 
here is corrupted; the line o A«ovu<roo, is unintelligible. 

Brunch’s emendation improves the sense, but I doubt if it 
can be commended for elegance. He reads the line thus t 
tog 0 Atwvtitrato X.sX.os<r/tfivo$ outrort itohpttav. 

See Brunck, Analecta Veter. Poet 6r®e. vol. ». 

Thy harp, that tohisper'd through each lingering night, 
«ic.] In another of these poems, “the ni^tly-speaking 


Thy harp, that whisper’d through each lingering night 
Now mutely in oblivion sleepeth ! 

She, too, for whom that heart profusely shed 
The purest nectar of its numbers, 

She, the young spring of thy desires, has fled, 

And with her blest Anacreon slumbers I 
Farewell ! thou hadst a pulse for every dart 
That Love could scatter from his quiver ; 

And every woman found in thee a heart, 

Which thou, with all thy soul, didst give her ! 


lyre” of the bard is not allowed to be silent evern after his 
death. 

' wg 0 {ptX-MxpvjTOf T£ JtMt olvoSapsg (^iXoxMfiog- 

!?r«vvu%tos xpouoi (a) t>]v cptA.omatS'st %s\ui/, 

stg AvcixpBOvra, 

To beauty’s smile and wine’s delight, 

To joys he loved on earth so well,. 

Still shall his spirit, all the night, 

Attune the wild abrial shell ! 

She, the young spring of thy desires, etc.} The original, 
TO no3'wv fissp, is beautiful. We regret that such praise 
should be lavished so preposterously, and feel that the poet’s 
mistress, Eurypyle, would have deserved it better. Her 
name has been told us by Meleager, as already quoted, and 
in another epigram by Antipater. 

vyptc Ss S'spxofisvoicrtv sv ojufiixtriv ovXov xstS'oigf 
utSvrarovv KiTrupsg etv6og vnrsph 
>)S srpog EypUR-yA.»]v rsrpxfit/xsvog 

Long may the nymph around thee play, 

Eurypyle, thy soul’s desire J 
Basking her beauties in the ray 
That lights thine eyes’ dissolving fir© J 

Sing of her smile’s bewitching power, 

Her every grace that warms and blesses j 
Sing of her brow’s luxuriant flower, 

The beaming glory of her tresses. 

The expression here, uvS'ogxopi^g, “ the flower of the hair,” 
is borrowed fronl Anacreon himself, as appears by a fragment 
of the poet preserved in Stobteus: Airsxsipxg S'’ airxKtjs 

xjxoDjxov avS-og, 

The purest nectar of its numbers, Thus, says 

Brunck, in the prologue to the Satires of Persius : 

Cantare credas Pegaseium nectar. 

“ Melos” is the usual reading in this line, and Casauboi® 
has defended it; but “nectar,” I think, is much more 
spirited. 

Faretoell! thou hadst a pulse for every dart, etc.] t<^vg 
trxotrog, “ scopus eras natura,” not “ speculator,” asBarnea 
very falsely interprets it. 

Vincentius Obsopceus, upon this passage, contrives to 
indulge us with a little astrological wisdom, and talks in a 
style of learned scandal about Venus, “male posita cum 
Mart© in domo Saturn!.” 

.dnd every woman found in thee a heart, etc.] This 
couplet is not otherwise warranted by the original, than as 
it dilates the thought which Ancipater has figuratively ex- 
pressed. 

Tov Jfi yuvsfiJCfitwv jusXstuv 7rXs^avrci rror' oo^xg, 

H^vv AvxxpstovTX, (b) Tsmg stg EK\uS' xvnysv, 
'£vft7roartMvepsSritr/xx,yvvxtxxvii7rspo7rs\j/xx, 

Critias, of Athens, pays a tribute to the legitimate gal- 
lantry of Anacreon, calling him, with elegant conciseness, 

yuv«‘*a>v »i5rfipojrfiy/4ce. 

Teos gave to Greece her treasure, 

Sage Anacreon, sage in loving ; 

Fondly weaving lays of pleasure 
For the maid.s who blush’d approving ! 

Oh ! in nightly banquets sporting, 

Where’s the guest could ever fly him? 

Oh ! with love’s seduction courting, 
f Where ’s the nymph could e’er deny him 1 

(a) Brunck has xpoowy ; but icpoyo* , the common reading 
better suits a detached quotation. 

(fi) Thus Scaliger, in his dedicatory verses to Ronsard; 

Blandus, suaviloquus, dulcia Anacreon. 
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Tup terr^ ovatftov viortpa/v (Spuvrurftaru^ otov Xtipeg, 

Metroc. ap. Diog. LaerU lib. vi. cap. 6. 


PBEFACE 
BY THE EDITOR. 

The Poems whicli I take the liberty of publishing 
were never intended by the Author to pass beyond 
whe circle of his friends. He thought, with some 
' ustice, that what are called Occasional Poems must 
be always insipid and uninteresting to the greater 
part of their readers. The particular situations in 
which they were written ; the character of the author 
and of his associates ; all these peculiarities must be 
known and felt before we can enter into the spirit of 
such compositions. This consideration would have 
always, I believe, prevented Mr. Little from sub- 
mitting these trifles of the moment to the eye of dis- 
passionate criticism ; and, if their posthumous intro- 
duction to the world be injustice to his memory, or 
intrusion on the public, the error must be imputed to 
the injudicious partiality of friendship. 

Mr. Little died in his one-and-twentieth year; 
and most of tliese Poems were written at so early a 
period, that their errors may claim some indulgence.! 
from the critic : their author, as unambitious as indo- 
lent, scarce ever looked beyond the moment of com- 
position ; he wrote as he pleased, careless whether 
he pleased as he wrote. It may likewise be remem- 
bered, that they were all the productions of an age 
when the passions very often give a colouring too 
warm to the imagination ; and this may palliate, if it 
cannot excuse, that air of levity which peivades so 
many of them. The “ aurea legge, s’ ei piace eilice,” 
he too much pursued, and too much inculcates. Few 
can regret this more sincerely than myself; and if my 
friend had lived, the judgment of riper years would 
have chastened his mind, and tempered the luxuriance 
of his fancy. 

Mr. Little gave much of his time to the study of 
the amatory writers. If ever he ex'pected to find in 
the ancients that delicacy of sentiment and variety of 
ftincy which are so necessary to refine and animate 
the poetry of love, he was much disappointed. I 
know not any one of them who can be regarded as 
a model in that style ; Ovid made love like a rake, 
and Propertius like a schoolmaster. The mytholo- 
gical allusions of the latter are called erudition by his 
commentators ; but such ostentatious display, upon a 
subject so simple as love, would be now esteemed 
vague and puerile, and was, even in his own times, 
pedantic. . It, is astonishing that so many critics have , 


preferred him to the pathetic Tibullus ; but I believe 
the defects which a common reader condemns have 
been looked upon rather as beauties by those erudite 
men, the commentators, who find a field for their 
ingenuity and research in his Grecian learning and 
quaint obscurities. 

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and natural 
feeling. The idea of his unexpected return to Delia, 

“ Tunc veniam subito,’** etc. is imagined with all the 
delicate ardour of a lover; and the sentiment of 
“ nec te posse carere velim,” however colloquial the 
expression may have been, is natural and from the 
heart. But, in my opinion, the poet of Verona pos- 
sessed more genuine feeling than any of them. His 
life was, I believe, unfortunate ; his associates were 
wild and abandoned ; and the warmth of his nature 
took too much advantage of the latitude which the 
morals of those times so criminally allowed to the 
passions. All this depraved his imagination, and 
made it the slave of his senses; but still a native 
sensibility is often very warmly perceptible ; and 
when he touches on pathos, he reaches the heart im- 
mediately. They who have felt the sweets of return 
to a home, from which they have long been absent, 
will confess the beauty of those simple unaffected ; ^ 

lines: ,1,,? 

O quid Bolutis est beatius curis ? 

Com mens onus reponit, ac peregrino 
Lahore fessi veninius Larom ad nostrum 
Desideratoque acquiescimus lecto. 

Carm. xxxii. ; _ 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are the 
very tears of poesy ; and when he complains of the 
ingratitude of mankind, even the inexperienced can- 
not but sympathize with him. I wish I were a poet ; 

I should endeavour to catch, by translation, the spirit | 

of those beauties which I admire^ so warmly. 

It seems to have been peculiarly the fate of Catul- 
lus, that the better and more valuable part of his I 

poetry has not reached us ; for there is confessedly fj 

nothing in his extant works to authorize the epithet 
“ doctus,” so universally bestowed upon him by the 
ancients. If time had suflered the rest to escape, we 
perhaps should have found among them some more I 

purely amatory ; but of those we possess, can there 1 

1 Lib., Leleg. 3., ;■ ; I 

3 In the following Toems, there is a translation of one ot ; I 

his finest Carmina: but I fancy it is only a school-boy’s | 

essay, and deserves to be praised for little more than th» I 

attempt. ■ , ' ■ I 
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be a sweeter specimen of warm, yet chastened de- 
scription, than Ms loves of Acme and Septimius? 
and the few little songs of dalliance to Lesbia are 
distinguished by such an exquisite playfulness, that 
they have always been assumed as models by the 
most elegant modern Latinists. Still, I must confess, 
in the midst of these beauties, 

Medio de fonte leporum 

Surgit amari aliquid, quod in ipsis floribus angat.i 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients knew 
nothing of gallantry ; and we are told there was too 
much sincerity in their love to allow them to trifle 
with the semblance of passion. But I cannot per- 
ceive that they were any thing more constant than 
the moderns : they felt all the same dissipation of the 
heart, though they knew not those seductive graces 
by which gallantry almost teaches it to be amiable, 
l^tton, the learned advocate for the moderns, de- 
serts them in considering this point of comparison, : 
and praises the ancients for their ignorance of such I 
a refinement ; but he seems to have collected his | 
notions of gallantry from the insipid fadeurs of the 
French romances, which are very unlike the senti- 
mental levity, the “ grata protervitas,” of a Rochester 
or a Sediey. 

From what I have had an opportunity of observing, 
the early poets of our own language were the models 
which Mr. Little selected for imitation. To attain 
their simplicity (sevo rarissima nostro simplicitas) was 
his fondest ambition. He could not have aimed at a 
grace more difficult of attainment;* and his life was; 
of too short a date to allow him to perfect such a ’ 
taste ; but how far he was likely to have succeeded, 
the critic may judge from his productions. 

I have found among his papers a novel, in rather 
an imperfect state, which, as soon as I have arranged 
and collected it, shall be submitted to the public eye. j 

Where Mr. Little was born, or what is the gene- j 
alogy of his parents, are points in wMch very few ■ 
readers can be interested. His life was one of those 
humble streams wMch have scarcely a name in the 
map of life, and the traveller may pass it by without i 
inquiring its source or direction. His character was 
well known to all who were acquainted with him ; for 
he had too much vanity to hide its virtues, and not 
enough of art to conceal its defects. The lighter traits 
of his mind may be traced perhaps in his writings ; 
but the few for which he was valued Eve only in the 
Temembrance of his friends. T. M, 


TO J, ATK—NS—N, ESQ. 

MY DEAR Sm, 

I FEEL a very sincere pleasure in dedicating to you 
the Second Edition of our friend Little’s Poems. 
I am not unconscious that there are many in’ the col- 
lection which perhaps it would be prudent to have 
altered or omitted ; and, to say the truth, I more than 


X juucreuuB. ^ . i 

2 It is a curious illustration of the labour which sunplicity 
requires, that the Ramblers of Johnson, elaborate as they! 
appear, were written with fluency, and seldom required 
revision; while the simple language of Eousseau, which 
seems to come flowing from the heart, was the slow 
production of painful labour, pausing on every word, and 
balancing every sentence. 




once revised them for that purpose ; but, I know not 
why, I distrusted either my heart or my judgment ; 
and the consequence is, you have them in their ori- 
ginal form : 

Non possunt nostros mnltas, Faustine, litur© 
Emendare jocos; una litura potest. 

I am convinced, however, that though not quite a 
casuiste relache, you have charity enough to forgive 
such inoffensive follies ; you know the pious Beza 
was not the less revered for those sportive juvenilia 
which he published under a fictitious name; nor 
did the levity of Bembo’s poems prevent him from 
making a very good cardinal. 

Believe me, my dear friend, 

With the truest esteem, 
Yours, 

T. M. 

April 19, 1802. 


POEMS, ETC. 


- TO JULIA. 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME ILLIBERAL CRITICISMS. 
Wh y, let the stingless critic chide 
With all that fume of vacant pride 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool, 

Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 

Oh I if the song, to feeling true, 

Can please the elect, the sacred few, 

Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught, 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought — 

If some fond feeling maid like thee, 

The warm-eyed child of Sympathy, 

Shall say, while o’er my simple theme 
She languishes in Passion’s dream, 

He was, indeed, a tender soul — 

No critic law, no chill controul, 

Should ever freeze, by timid art, 

The flowings of so fond a heart !” 

Yes ! soul of Nature ! soul of Love ! 

That, hovering like a snow-wing’d dove, 
Breathed o’er my cradle warblings wild, 

And hail’d me Passion’s warmest child ! 
Grant me the tear from Beauty’s eye, 

From Feeling’s breast the votive sigh ; 

Oh ! let my song, my memory, find 
A shrine within the tender mind ; 

And I will scorn the critic’s chide, 

And I will scorn the fume of pride 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool, 

Like vapour on a stagnant pool 1 


TO A LADY, 

WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEMS. 
ON LEAVING THE COUNTRY. 
When, casting many a look behind, 

I leave the friends I cherish here — 
Perchance some other friends to find, 
But surely finding none so dear — 

Haply the little simple page, 

Which votive thus I’ve traced for thee, 
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May now and then a look engage, 

And steal a moment’s thought for me. 

But, oh ! in pity let not those 
Whose hearts are not of gentle mould, 

Let not the eye, that seldom Hows 
With feeling tear, my song behold. 

For, trust me, they who never melt 
With pity, never melt with love ; 

And they will frown at all Fve felt, 

And all my loving lays reprove. 

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind, 

Which rather loves to praise than blame, 

Should in my page an interest find, 

And linger kindly on my name ; 

Tell him, — or, oli ! if gentler still, 

By female lips my name be blest : 

Ah ! where do all affections thrill 
So sweetly as in woman’s breast ?— 

Tell her, that he wfoose loving themes 
Her eye indulgent wanders o’er, 

Could sometimes wake from idle dreams, 
And bolder flights of fancy soar ; 

That glory oft would claim the lay, 

And friendship oft his numbers move ; 

But whisper then, that, “ sooth to say, 

His sweetest song was given to Love !” 


TO MRS. . 

If, in the dream that hovers 
Around my sleeping mind, 

Fancy thy form discovers, 

And paints thee melting kind, 

If joys from sleep I borrow, 

Sure thou’lt forgive me’ tlris ; 

For he who wakes to sorrow 
At least may dream of bliss ! 

Oh ! if thou art, in seeming, 

All that I’ve e’er required : 

Oh ! if I feel, in dreaming, 

All that I’ve e’er desired; 

Wilt thou forgive my taking 
A Mss, or something more ? 

What thou deny’st me waking, 
Oh! let me slumber o’er! 


TO THE EAEGE AN© BEAUTIFUL 

, MISS-^ . 

2H ALMTSXOH TO BOMS F4S!ITNERSS1P IK A LOTTERY SHARE. 

, IMFROMFTir. 

*-Ego pars™-*-* 

Ik wedlock a species of lottery lies, , ' 

Where in blanks and ' in prizes we deal ; 

Bui how, comes it that you, such a capiM'pme^ 
Should so long have rmain^d in the wheel ? 

2M 


If ever, by Fortune’s indulgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roll, 

A sideenikt Heaven knows! were sufficient for me; 
For what could I do with the whole ? 


INCONSTANCY, 

And do I then wonder that Julia deceives me, 

When surely there ’s nothing in nature more com- 
mon? 

: She vows to be true, and while vowing she leaves 
me — 

But could I expect any more from a woman? 

Oh, woman ! your heart is a pitiful treasure ; 

And Mahomet’s doctrine was not too severe, 
When he thought you were only materials of pleasure, 
And reason and thinking were out of your sphere. 

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can win it, 
He thinks that an age of anxiety ’s paid ; 

But, oh ! while he ’s blest, let him die on the minute — 
If he live but a dhy, he’ll be surely betray’d. 


1 Pew poets know better than Catullus, what a Prenefe 

wntercalis , , . 

■ ■ la dfelicatease 

B^un voluptueux sentiment; 
but hii piuttioni too often obscured his imagination *~E 


TO JULIA. 

Well, Julia, if to love, and live 
’Mid all the pleasures love can give, 

Be crimes that bring damnation ; 

You — ^you and I have given such scope 
To loves and joys, we scarce can hope 
In heaven the least salvation ! 

And yet, I think, did Heaven design 
That blisses dear, like yours and mine, 
Should be our own undoing ; 

It had not made my soul so warm, 

Nor given you such a witching form, 
To bid me doat on ruin ! 

Then wipe away that timid tear ; 

Sweet truant ! you have nought to foar, 
Though you were whelm’d in sin ; 
Stand but at heaven’s gate awhile, 

And you so like an angel smile, 

They can’t but let you in. 


IMITATION OF CATULLUS.’ 

TO HIMSELF, 

Miser Catulle, desinaa ineptire, etc. 

Cease the sighing fool to play ; 

Cease to trifle lifo away ; 

Nor vainly think those joys thine own, 
Which all, alas ! have falsely flown ! 
What hours, Catullus, once were thine, 
How fairly seem’d thy day to shine, 
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When lightly thou didst fly to meet 
The girl, who smiled so rosy sweet — 

The girl thou lovedst with fonder pain 
Than e’er thy heart can feel again ! 

You met — ^your souls seem’d all in one-^ 
Sweet little sports were said and done— 
Thy heart was warm enough for both, 

And hers indeed was nothing loth. 

Such were the hours that once were thine ; 
But, ah ! those hours no longer shine '. 

For now the nymph delights no more 
In what she loved so dear before j 
And all Catullus now can do 
Is to be proud and frigid too ; 

Nor follow where the wanton flies, 

Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 

False maid I he bids farewell to thee. 

To love, and all love’s misery. 

The hey-day of his heart is o’er, 

Nor will he court one favour more; 

But soon he’ll see thee droop thy head, 
Doom’d to a lone and loveless bed, 

When none will seek the happy night, 

Or come to traffic in delight ! 

Fly, peijured girl ! — ^but whither fly ? 

Who now will praise thy cheek and eye ? 
Who now will drink the syren tone, 
Which tells him thou art all his own ? 
Who now will court thy wild delights, 
Thy honey kiss, and turtle bites ? 

Oh ! none. — And he who loved before 
Can never, never love thee more ! 


EPIGRAM.* 

Your mother says, my little Venus, 
There ’s something not correct between us, 
And you’re in fault as much as I : 

Now, on my soul, my little Venus, 

I think ’t would not be right between us. 
To let your mother tell a lie 1 


TO JULIA. 

Though Fate, my girl, may bid us part, 
Our souls it cannot, shall not, sever ; 
The heart will seek its kindred heart, 

And cling to it as close as ever. 

But must we, must we part indeed ? 

Is all our dream of rapture over ? 

And does not Julia’s bosom bleed 
To leave so dear, so fond a lover ? 

Does she too mourn ?— Perhaps she may; 

Perhaps she weeps our blisses fleeting: 
But why is Julia’s eye so gay, 

If Julia’s heart like mine is beating? 

I oft have loved the brilliant glow ^ ^ 

Of rapture in her blue eye streaming — 
But can the bosom bleed yvith woe. 
While joy is in the glances beaming 7 


1 I believe this epigram is originally Proncb.— E. 
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No, no ! — ^Yet, love, I will not chide, 
Although your heart were fond of roving ; 
Nor that, nor all the world beside, 

Could keep your faithful boy from loving. 

You ’ll soon be distant from his eye, 

And, with you, all that ’s worth possessing 
Oh I then it will be sweet to die, 

WTien life has lost its only blessing ! 


SONG. 

Sweet seducer! blandly smiling; 
Charming still, and still beguiling ! 
Oft I swore to love thee never, 

Yet I love thee more than ever ! 

Why that little wanton blushing, 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing ? 
Flushing warm, and wily glancing— 
All is lovely, all entrancing ! 

Turn away those lips of blisses — 

I am poison’d by thy kisses ! 

Yet, again, ah ! turn them to me ; 
Ruin ’s sweet, when they undo me*. 

Oh ! be less, be less enchanting ; 

Let some little grace be wanting ; 
Let my eyes, when I’m expiring, 
Gaze awhile without admiring ! 


NATURE’S LABELS. 

A FRAGMENT. 

In vain we fondly strive to trace 
The soul’s reflection in the face ; 

In vain we dwell on lines and crosses- 
Crooked mouth, or short proboscis ; 
Boobies have look’d as wise and bright 
As Plato or the Stagyrite : 

And many a sage and learned skull 
Has peep’d through windows dark and (lu. 
Since then, though art do all it can, 

We ne’er can reach the inward man, 

Nor inward woman, from without 
(Though, ma’am, you as if indoubt,) 
I think ’t were well if Nature could 
(And Nature could, if Nature would) 

Some pretty short descriptions write, 

In tablets large, in black and white. 

Which she might hang about our throttles, 
Like labels upon physic-bottles. 

There we might read of ail— But stay— 
As learned dialectics say, 

The argument most apt and ample 
For common use, is tbe example. 

For instance, then, if Nature’s care 
Had not arranged those traits so fair, 
Which speak the soul of Lucy L-nd-n, 
This is the label she’d have pinn’d on. 

LABEL FIRST. 

Within this vase there lies enshrined 
The purest, brightest gem of mind * 
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Though Feeling’s hand may sometimes throw 
Upon its charms the shade of woe, 

The lustre of the gem, when veil’d, 

Shall be but mellow’d, not conceal’d. 

Now, sirs, imagine, if you ’re able, 

That Nature wrote a second label, 

They ’re her own words — at least suppose so — 
And boldly pin it on Pomposo. 

LABEL SECOND. 

When I composed the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted Captain Vain, 

I had at hand but few ingredients, 

And so was forced to use expedients. 

I put therein some small discerning, 

A grain of sense, a grain of learning ; 

And when I saw the void beliind, 

I fill’d it up with — froth and wind ! 

» an sje )(t 3S« 


TO MRS. M 

Sweet lady ! look not thus again ; 

Those little pouting smiles recal— 

A maid remember’d now with pain, 

Who was my love, my life, my all ! 

Oh ! while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye, 
Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look. 
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh ! 

Yes, I did love her— madly love— 

She was the sweetest, best deceiver ! 
And oft she swore she’d never rove ! 
And I was destined to believe her ! 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 
Of her whose smile could thus betray : 
Alas ! I think the lovely wile 
Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell that stole my mind 
On lips so pure as thine I see, 

I iear the heart which she resign’d 
Will err again, and fly to thee I 


SONG. 

Why, the world are aE tliinking about it *, 
And, as for myself, I can swear, 

If I fancied that heaven were without it, 

I ’d scarce feel a wish to go there. 

If Mahomet would but receive me, 

And Paradise be as he paints, 

I ’m greatly afraid, God for^ve me ! 

I ’d worship the eyes of his saints. 

But why should I think of a trip 
To the Prophet’s seraglio above, ' 

When Phillida gives me her lip, 

As my own little heaven of love? 

Oh, PMMis ! that kiss may b© sweeter ' 
Than ever % mortal was given '; 


i 


But your lip, love ! is only St. Peter, 

And keeps but the key to your heaven ! 


TO JULIA. 

Mock me no more with love’s beguiling dream, 

A dream, I find, illusory as sweet : 

One smile of friendship, nay of cold esteem, 

Is dearer far than passion’s bland deceit ! 

I ’ve heard you oft eternal truth declare ; 

Your heart was only mine, I once believed. 

Ah ! shall I say that all your vows were air ? 

And must I say, my hopes were all deceived ? 

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twined. 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal : 

Julia ! ’t is pity, pity makes you kind ; 

You know I love, and you would seem to feel. 

But shall I still go revel in those arms 
On bliss in which affection takes no part ? 

No, no ! farewell ! you give me but your charms, 
When I had fondly thought you gave your heart 


IMPROMPTU. 

Look in my eyes, my blushing fair ! 
Thou *lt see thyself reflected there ; 
And, as I gaze on thine, I see 
Two little miniatures of me : 

Thus in our looks some propagation lies, 
For we maM hahies in each other’s eyes ! 


TO ROSA. 

Does the harp of Rosa slumber? 

Once it breathed the sweetest number 
Never does a wilder song 
Steal the breezy lyre along, 

When the wind, in odours dying, 

Woos it with enamour’d sighing. 

Does the harp of Rosa cease ? 

Once it told a tale of peace 
To her lover’s throbbing breast— 

Then he was divinely blest ! 

Ah ’ but Rosa loves no more, 

Therefore Rosa’s song is o’er ; 

And her harp neglected lies ; 

And her boy forgotten sighs. 

Silent harp— forgotten lover— 

Rosa’s love and song are over ! 

, ■SYMPATHY ' " 

TO JTDLU. 

—nine we Bit nulla Venus. Sidpieia 

Om hearts, my love, were doom’d to 
The genuine twins of Sympathy : 

They live with one sensation t 
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In joy or grief, but most m love, 

Our heart-strings musically movcy 
And thrill with like vibration. 

How often have I heard thee say. 

Thy vital pulse shall cease to play 
When mine no more is moving ! 
Since, now, to feel a joy cdone 
Were worse to thee than feeling none : 
Such sympathy in loving ! 

And, oh ! how often in those eyes. 
Which melting beam’d like azure skies 
In dewy vernal weather — 

How often have I raptured read 
The burning glance, that silent said, 

“ Now, love, we feel together 7" 


TO JULIA. 

I SAW the peasant’s hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever ; 

They seem’d in very being twined ; 

Yet now the oak is fresh as ever. 

Not so the widow’d ivy shines : 

Torn from its dear* and only stay, 

In drooping widowhood it pines, 

And scatters all its blooms away 1 

Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine. 

Till Fate disturb’d their tender ties ; 
Thus gay indifference blooms in thine, 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies ! 


TO MRS. . 

amove 

In canuti pensier si disconvene. Guarini. 

Yes, I think I once heard of an amorous youth 
Who was caught in his grandmother’s bed ; 

But I own I had ne’er such a liquorish tooth 
As to wish to be there in his stead. 

’T is for you, my dear madam, such conquests to 
make: 

Antiquarians may value you high : _ 

But I swear I can’t love for antiquity’s sake, 

Such a poor virtuoso am 1. 

I have seen many ruins all gilded with care. 

But the cracks were still plain to the eye ; 

And I ne’er felt a passion to venture in there. 

But turn’d up my nose, and pass’d by ! 

I perhaps might have sigh’d in your magical chain 
When your lip had more freshness to deck it ; 

But 1 ’d hate even Dian" herself in the toane , — 

She might then go to hell for a Hecate ! 

No, no ! when my heart ’s in these amorous faints, 
Which is seldom, thank Heaven ! the case ; — 

For, by reading the Fathers, and Lives of the. Saints, 
1 keep up a stock of good grace t 


But then ’t is the creature luxuriant and fresh 
That my passion with ecstacy owns : 

For indeed, my dear madam, though fond of ike flesh 
1 never was partial tq hones ! 


ON THE DEATH. OF A LADY 

Sweet spirit ! if thy airy sleep 
Nor sees my tears, nor hears my sighs, 

Oh ! I will weep, in luxury weep, 

Till the last heart’ s-drop fills mine eyes. 

But if thy sainted soul can feel, 

And mingles in our misery, 

Then, then, my breaking heart I ’ll seal— 
Thou shalt not hear one sigh from me ! 

The beam of morn was on the stream, 

But sullen clouds the day deform : 

Thou wert, indeed, that morning beam. 

And death, alas ! that sullen storm. 

Thou wert not form’d for living here, 

For thou wert kindred with the sky ; 

Yet, yet we held thee all so dear, 

We thought thou wert not form’d to die ? 


TO JULIA. 

Sweet is the dream, divinely sweet, 
When absent souls in fancy meet ! — 

At midnight, love, I ’ll think of thee ! 

At midnight, love ! oh think of me ! 
Think that thou givest thy dearest kiss, 
And I will think I feel the bliss : 

Then, if thou blush, that blush be mine ; 
And, if I weep, the tear be thine ! 


TO . 

Can I again that form caress, 

Or on that Up in rapture twine ? 

No, no 1 the lip that all ^may press 
Shall never more be press’d by mine. 

Can I again that look recall 
Which once could make me die for thee! 
No, no ! the eye that bums on all 
Shall never more be prized by me I 


WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF OF A 
LADY’S COMMON-PLACE BOOK. ' 

Here is one leaf reserved for me, 

From all thy sweet memorials free ; 

And here my simple song might tell 
The feelings thou must guess so well. 

But could I thus, within thy mind. 

One little vacant corner find, 

Where no impression yet is seen, 

Where no memorial yet has been, 

Oh ! it should be my sweetest care 
To write my name for ever there * 
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SONG. 

Away with this pouting and sadness ! 

' Sweet girl ! will you never give o’er 1 

1 love you, by Heaven ! to madness, 

And what can I swear to you more ? 

Believe not the old woman’s fable, 

That oaths are as short as a kiss ; 

I ’ll love you as long as I ’m able, 

And swear for no longer than this. 

Then waste not the time with professions ; 
For not to be blest when we can 

Is one of the darkest transgressions 
That happen ’twixt wmman and man. — 

Pretty moralist ! why thus beginning 
My innocent warmth to reprove ? 

Heaven knows that I never loved sinHing-— 
Except little sinnings in love ! 

If swearing, however, will do it, 

Come, bring me the calendar, pray — 

I vow by that lip I ’ll go through it, 

And not miss a saint on my way. 

The angels shall help me to wheedle ; 

I ’ll swear upon every one 

That e’er danced on the point of a needle,* 
Or rode on a beam of the sun ! 

Oh ! why should Platonic control, love, 
Enchain an emotion so free ? 

Your soul, though a very sweet soul, love, 
Will ne’er be sufficient for me. 

If you think, by this coolness and scorning, 
To seem more angelic and bright. 

Be an angel, my love, in the morning, 

But, oh ! he a woman to-night! 


TO ROSA, 

Like him who trusts to summer skies, 
And puts his little bark to sea, 

Is he who, lured by smiling eyes, 
Consigns his simple heart to thee ; 
For fickle is the summer wind, 

And sadly may the bark be toss’d ; 
For thou art sure to change thy mind, 
And then the wretched heart is lost ! 


TO ROSA. 

Oh ! why should the girl of my soul be in tears 
At a meeting of rapture like this. 

When the glooms of the past, and the sorrow of years, 
Have been paid by a moment of bliss 1 

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delict 
Which dwells on her memory yet ? 

Do they flow, like the dews of the amorous night, 
From the warmth of the sun that has set? 


1 I believe Mr. Little alluded hero to a famous question 
among the early schoolmen : “ how many thousand angels 
could dance upon the point of a very fine needle, without 
jostling one another If he could have been thinking of 
the schools while he was writing this aong, we cannot say 
eanit mdwtww.” 
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Oh ! sweet is the tear on that languishing smile, 
That smile which is loveliest then ; 

And if such are the drops that delight can beguile, 
Thou shalt weep them again ana again ! 


RONDEAU. 

“ Good night ! good night !” — and is it so ? 
And must I from my Rosa go ? 

Oh, Rosa ! say “ Good night 1” once more. 
And I ’ll repeat it o’er and o’er, 

Till the first glance of dawning light 
Shall find us saying still, “ Good night !” 

And still “Good night !” my Rosa say — 

But whisper still, “ A minute stay 
And I will stay, and every minute 
Shall have an age of rapture in it. 

We ’ll kiss and kiss in quick delight, 

And murmur, while we kiss, “Good night !” 

“ Good night !” you ’ll murmur with a sigh, 
And tell me it is time to fly : 

And I will vow to kiss no more, 

Yet kiss you closer than before ; 

Till slumber seal our weary sight — 

And then, my love ! my soul ! “ Good night !** 


AN ARGUMENT 
TO ANY PHILLIS OR CHLOE, 

I ’VE oft been told by learned friars, 
That wishing and the crime are one, 
And Heaven punishes desires 
As much as if the deed, were done. 

If wishing damns us, you and I 
Are damn’d to all our heart’s content ; 
Come then, at least we may enjoy 
Some pleasure for our punishment ! 


TO ROSA. 

WRITTEN DURING ILLNESSf, 

The wisest soul, by anguish tom, 

WiU soon unlearn the lore it knew ; 

And when the shrining casket ’s worn, 

The gem within will tarnish too. 

But love ’s an essence of the soul, 

Which sinks not with this chain of clay— * 

Which throbs beyond the chill control 
Of withering pain or pale decay. 

And surely when the touch of death 
Dissolves the spirit’s mortal ties, 

Love still attends the soaring breath, 

And makes it purer for the skies ! 

Oh, Rosa ! when, to seek its sphere, 

My soul shall leave this orb of men * 

*Hhat love it found so blissful here 
Shall be its best of blisses then! 

And, as in fabled dreams of old, 

Borne airy genius, child of tim®1 
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Presided o’er each star that roll’d, 

And track’d it through its path sublime ; 

So thou, fair planet, not unled, 

Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray ; 

Thy lover’s shade, divinely wed, 

Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other spirits range the sky, 

And brighten in the solar gem ; 

I ’ll bask beneath that lucid eye,, 

Nor envy worlds of suns to them ! 

And oh ! if airy shapes may steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame. 

Then, then, my love ! — ^but drop the veil ! 
Hide, hide from Heaven the unholy flame. 

No ! — ^when that heart shall cease to beat. 
And when that breath at length is free j 

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we ’ll meet, 

And mingle to eternity. 


ANACREONTIQUE. 

in lacrymas verterat omne merura.. 

Tih. lib. i. el«g. 5. 

Press the grape, and let it pour 
Around the board its purple shower ; 

And while the drops my goblet steep, 

I’ll think—in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine I 
Heaven grant no tears but tears of wine. 
Weep on; and, as thy sorrows flow, 

I *11 taste the luxury of woe! 


ANACREONTIQUE. 

Friend of my soul I this goblet sip, 

’Twill chase that pensive tear; 

*T is not so sweet as woman’s lip. 

But, oh ! ’tis more sincere, 
like her delusive beam, 

’T will steal away thy mind ; 

But, like affection’s dream. 

It leaves no sting behind ! 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade ; 

These flowers were cull’d at noon ;— 
like woman’s love the rose will fade, 

But ah ! not half so soon \ 

For, though the flower ’s decay’d, 

Its fragrance is not o’er; 

But once when love ’s betray’d. 

The heart can bloom no more ! 


** Neither do I condemn thee ; go, and sin no morel” 

chap. viii. 

Oh, woman, ff by simple wile 
Thy soul has stray’d from honour’s track, 
’T is mercy only can beguOe, 

By gentle ways, the wanderer back- 


The stain that on thy virtue lies, 

Wash’d by thy tears may yet decay ; 

As clouds that sully morning skies 
May all be swept in showers away. 

Go, go— -he innocent, and live — 

The tongues of men may wound thee sor© 
But Heaven in pity can forgive, 

And bids thee “Go, and sin no more !” 


LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 

Equebrevi verbo ferre perenne malum. 

SecunduSf eleg. vil. 

Still the question I must parry, 

Still a wayward truant prove ; 

Where I love, I must not marry, 

Where I marry, cannot love. 

Were she fairest of creation, 

With the least presuming mind ; 

Learned without affectation ; 

Not deceitful, yet refined ; 

Wise enough, but never rigid ; 

Gay, but not too lightly free ; 

Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid ; 

Warm, yet satisfied with me : 

Were she all this, ten times over, 

All that Heaven to earth allows, 

I should be too much her lover 
Ever to become her spouse. 

Iiove will never bear enslaving ; 

Summer garments suit him best : 

Bliss itself is not worth having. 

If we’re by compulsion blest. 


THE KISS. 

Ilia nisi in lecto nusquam potuere docerl 

Ovid. lib. n. sleg. 5, 

Give me, my lo^e, that billing kiss 
I taught you one delicious night. 

When, turning epicures in bliss, 

We tried inventions of delight. 

Come, gently steal my lips along, 

And let your lips in murmurs movfi, — 

Ah, no ! — again — ^that kiss was wrong,— 

How can you be so dull, my love 1 

“Cease, cease I” the blushing girl replied— 

And in her milky arms she caught me— 

“ How can you thus your pupil chide ; ‘ 

You Imow H was in the dark you taught me ! * 


TO MSS-— . : : / 

ON HER Amim THE AUTHOR 'WHY SHE BfAD 
■ SLHEFLESS : NIGHTS. ^ ■ ' 

I’ll ask the sylph who round thee flies, 

And in thy breath his pinion dips, 

Who suns him in thy lucent eyes, 

And faints upon thy sighing lips ; 
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ril ask him where ’s the veil of sleep 
That used to shade thy looks of light ; 

And why those eyes their vigil keep, 
When other suns are sunk in night. 

And I will say— her angel breast 
Has never throbb’d with guilty sting; 

Her bosom is the sweetest nest 
Where Slumber could repose his wing ! 

And I will say— her cheeks of flame, 
Which glow like roses in the sun, 

Have never felt a blush of shame, 

Except for what her eyes have done ! 

Then tell me, why, thou child of air ! 
Does Slumber from her eyelids rove ? 

What is her heart’s impassioned care ? — 
Perhaps, oh, sylph ! perhaps ’t is Iwe I 


NONSENSE. 

<5ood reader ! if you e’er have seen, 
When Phcebus hastens to his pillow, 
The mermaids, with their tresses green, 
Dancing upon the western billow : 

If you have seen, at twilight dim, 

When the lone spirit’s vesper hymn 
Floats wild along the winding shore ; 
If you have seen, through mist of eve, 
The fairy train their ringlets weave, 
Glancing along the spangled green : — 

If you have seen ail this, and more, 
God isless me I what a deal you ’ve seen ! 


TO JULIA. 

ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 

When Time was entwining the garland of years, 
Which to crown my beloved was given, 

Though some of the leaves might be sullied with tears, 
Yet the flowers were all gather’d in heaven 1 

And long may this garland be sweet to the eye, 

May its verdure for ever be new ! 

Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh, 

And Pity shall nurse it with dew ! 


How sweetly could I lay my head. 

Within the cold grave’s silent breast ; 
Where Sorrow’s tears no more are shed, 
No more the ills of life molest. 

For, ah ! my heart, how very soon 
The glittering dreams of youth are past ! 
And, long before it reach its noon, 

The sun of life is .overcast. . 


1 This poem, and Bom© others of the same pensive cast, 
we may suppose, were the result of the few melancholy 
moments which a liih so short and so pleasant as that of the 
author could' have allowed.— B. 




TO ROSA. 

A far conserva, e cumulo d’ amanti. — Past. Ii\(L 

And are you then a thing of art, 

Seducing all and loving none ? 

And have I strove to gain a heart 
Which every coxcomb thinks his own 1 

And do you, like the dotard’s fire, 

Which powerless of enjoying any. 

Feeds its abortive sick desire, 

By trifling impotent with many ? 

Do you thus seek to flirt a number 
And through a round of danglers run, 

Because your heart’s insipid slumber 
Could never wake to feel lor one. 

Tell me at once if this be true, 

And I shall calm my jealous breast ; 

Shall learn to join the dangling crew, 

And share your simpers with the rest. 

But if your heart be not so free,— 

Oh ! if another sliare that heart, 

Tell not the damning tale to me, 

But mingle mercy with your art 

Pd rather think you black as hell, 

Than find you to be all divine, 

And know that heart could love so well, 
Yet know that heart would not be mine I 


LOVE IN A STORM 

I Cluam juvat immites ventos audire cubantem, 

Et domiuam tenero contiijuisse einu. Tihulhis. 

Loud sung the wind in the ruins above, 

Which murmur’d the warnings of time o^r our 
head ; 

While fearless we offer’d devotions to Love, 

The rude rock our piUow, the rushes our bed. 

Damp was the chill of the wintry air, 

But it made us cling closer, and warmly unite ; 

Dread was the lightning, and horrid its glare, 

But it show’d me my Julia in languid delight. 

To my bosom she nestled, and felt not a fear, 
Though the shower did beat, and the tempest did 
frown; 

Her sighs were as sweet, and her murmurs as dear, 
As if she lay lull’d on a pillow of down i 


■ SONG. 

Jessy on a bank was sleeping, 

A flower beneath her bosom lay ; 
Love, upon her slumber creeping, 
Stole the flower and flew away ! 

Pity, then, poor Jessy’s ruin, 

Who, becalm’d by Slumber’s wing. 
Never felt what Liove was doing— 
Never dream’d of such a thing. 
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THE SURPRISE. 

Chloris, I swear, by all I ever swore, 

That from this hour I shall not love thee more. — 

“ What I love no more ? Oh f why this alter’d vowl” 
Because I cannot love thee more — ^than now! 


TO A SLEEPING MAH). 

Wake, my life ! thy lover’s arms 
Are twined around thy sleeping charms : 
Wake, my love ! and let desire 
Kindle those opening orbs of fire. 

Yet, sweetest, though the bliss delight thee, 
If the guilt, the shame affright thee, 

Still those orbs in darkness keep ; 

Sleep, my girl, or seem to sleep. 


TO PHILLIS. 
Phillis, you little rosy rake, 

That heart of yours I long to rifle : 
Come, give it me, and do not make 
So much ado about a tnjle! 


■ ' SONG. . 

When the heart’s feeling 
Burns with concealing, 

Glances will tell what we fear to confess : 

Oh ! what an anguish 
Silent to languish, 

Could we not look all we wish to express ! 

When half-expiring, 

Restless, desiring, 

Lovers wish something, but must not say what, 
Looks tell the wanting, 

Looks tell the granting. 

Looks betray all that the heart would be at. 


THE BALLAD.* 

Thotj hast sent me a flowery band, 

And told me *t was fresh from the field; 
That the leaves were untouch’d by the hand, 
And the purest of odours would yield. 

And indeed it was fragrant and fdr ; 

But, if it were handled by thee. 

It would bloom with a livelier air, 

And would surely be sweeter to me ! 

Then take it, and let it entwine 
Thy tresses, so flowiug and bright ; 

And each little flow’ret will shine 
More rich than a gem to my sight. 


1 This ballad was probably suggested by the foliowkig 
Epigram in Martial : 

Intactas quare mittis mihi, Polla, coronas, 

A te vexatas male tenere rosas. 

xc. lib. 11.— E. , 


Let the odorous gale of thy breath 
Embalm it with many a sigh ; 

Nay, let it be wither’d to death 
Beneath the warm noon of thine eye. 

And instead of the dew that it bears, 

The dew dropping fresh from the tree, 
On its leaves let me number the tears 
That affection has stolen from thee 1 


TO' MRS. — . 

ON HER BEAUTIFUL TRANSLATION OP 
VOITURE’S KISS. 

Mon ame sur ma levre etait lors touts entiere, 
Pour savourer le miel qui sur la v6tre Ctait ; 

Mais en me retirant, elle resta derriere, 

Taut de ce deux plaisir I’amorce I’arretoit ! 

How heavenly was the poet’s doom, 

To breath his spirit through a kiss ; 

And lose within so sweet a tomb 
The trembling messenger of bliss ! 

And, ah ! his soul return’d to feel 
That it again could ravish’d be ; 

For in the kiss that thou didst steal, 

His life and soul have fled to thee ! 


TO A LADY. 

ON HER SINGING. 

Thy song has taught my heart to feel 
Those soothing thoughts of heavenly love, 

Which o’er the sainted spirits steal 
When list’ning to the spheres above ! 

When, tired of life and misery, 

I wish to sigh my latest breath, 

Oh, Emma ! I will fly to thee, 

And thou shall sing me into death I 

And if along thy lip and cheek 
That smile of heavenly softness play, 

Which,-— ah ! forgive a mind that ’s weak,'— 
So oft has stolen my mind away ; 

Thou’lt seem an angel of the sky, 

That comes to charm me into bliss : 

I’ll gaze and die — ^who wotdd not die, 

If death were half so sweet as this? 

A DREAM. 

I THOUGHT this heart consuming lay 
On Cupid’s burning shrine ; 

I thought he stole thy heart away, 

And placed it near to mine. 

I saw thy heart begin to melt, 

Like ice before the sun ; 

THl both a glow congenial felt, 

And mingled into one * 


LITTLE’S POExm 
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WHITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACE BOOK, 
CALLED “THE BOOK OF FOLLIES;” 

In which every one that opened it should contribute 
something. 


TO THE BOOK OF FOLLIES. 

This tribute ’s from a wretched elf, 

Who hails thee emblem of himself! 

The book of life, which I have traced, 

Has been, like thee, a motley waste 
Of follies scribbled o’er and o’er, 

One folly bringing hundreds more. 

Some have indeed been writ so neat, 

In characters so fair, so sweet, 

That those who judge not too severely 
Have said they loved such follies dearly I 
Yet still, O book! the allusion stands; 

For these were penn’d bjr female hands; 
The rest,— -alas ! I own the truth, — 

Have all been scribbled so uncouth. 

That prudence, with a withering look, 
Disdainful flings away the book. 

Like thine, its pages here and there 
Have ofl been stain’d with blots of care ; 
And sometimes hours of peace, I own, 
Upon some fairer leaves have shone, 
White as the snowings of that Heaven 
By which those hours of peace were given 
But now no longer — such, oh ! such 
The blast of Disappointment’s touch ! 

No longer now those hours appear ; 

Each leaf is sullied by a tear ; 

Blank, blank is every page with care ; 

Not e’en a folly brightens there. 

Will they yet brighten ? — Never, never ! 
Then shvd the 6ooA*, 0 God ! for ever ! 


WRITTEN IN THE SAME. 

TO THE PEETTY LITTLE MES. . 

IMPROMPTU. 

Magia venustatem an brevitatem mireris incertum est. 

Macrob. Sat. lib. ii. cap. 2. 

This journal of foEy ’s an emblem of me ; 

But what book shaE we find emblematic of thee ? 
Oh! shaE we not say thou art Lovers duodecimo? 
None can be prettier, few can be less, you know. 
Such a volume in sheets were a volume of charms; 
Or, if hoand^ii should only be bmnd in our arms I 


. SONG., 

Dear ! in pity^ do not ,speak ; 

In your eyes I toad it all, 

In the flushing of your cheek, 

' , In those, tears that faE. 

Yes, yes, my soul ! ,I see^ , 

, You .love, you live for only me ! 

Beam, yet beam that killing eve, 
Bid me expire in luscious pain ; 
2 N 


But kiss me, kiss me while I die, 
And, oh ! I live again ‘ 

StiE, my love ! with looking kEI, 
And, oh ! revive with kisses stiE ! 


THE TEAR. 

On beds of snow the moonbeam slept, 
And chilly was the midnight gloom, 

When by the damp grave Ellen wept— 
Sweet maid ! it was her Lindor’s tomb ♦ 

A warm tear gush’d — the wintry air 
Congeal’d it as it flow’d away : 

All night it lay an ice-drop there, 

At mom it glitter’d in the ray ! 

An angel, wandering from her sphere, 
Who saw this bright, this frozen gem, 

To dew-eyed Pity brought the tear, 

And hung it on her diadem ! 


TO 

In bona cur quisquam tertius ista venit ? — Ovii 

So ! Rosa turns her back on me, 

Thou walking monument ! for thee ; , 
Whose visage, like a grave-stone scribbled, 
With vanity bedaub’d, befribbled, 

Tells only to the reading eye, 

That underneath corrupting lie, 

Within thy heart’s contagious tomb 
(As in a cemetery’s gloom,) 

Suspicion, rankling to infection, 

And all the worms of black reflection ! 

And thou art Rosa’s dear elect, 

And thou hast won the lovely trifle ; 

And I must bear repulse, neglect. 

And I must ail my anguish stifle : 

While thou for ever linger’st nigh, 
Scowling, muttering, gloating, mumming 
like some sharp, busy, fretful fly, 

About a twinkling taper humming 


TO JULIA 

WEEPING. 

Oh ! if your tears are given to care, 

If real woe disturbs your peace, 

Come to my bosom, weeping fair ! 

And I WEI bid your weeping cease 

But if with Fancy’s vision’d fears, 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrEl ; 
You look so lovely in your tears, 

That I must bid you drop them stiE ! 


SONG.^ 

Have you not seen the timid tear 
Steal trembling from mine eye 
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Have you not mark’d the flush of fear, 
Or caught the murmur’d sigh ? 

And can you think my love is chill, 
Nor fix’d on you alone ? 

And can you rend, by doubting still, 

A heart so much your own ? 

To you my soul’s affections move 
Devoutly, warmly true ; 

My life has been a task of lovej 
One long, long thought of you. 

If all your tender faith is o’er, 

If still my truth you’ll try ; 

Alas ! I know but one proof more,— 
I’ll bless your name, and die ! 


THE SHIELD.^ 

Oh ! did you not hear a voice of death? 

And did you not mark the paly form 
Which rode on the silver mist of the heath, 

And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm? 

Was it a wailing bird of the gloom, 

Which shrieks on the house of woe all night ? 

Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tomb, 

To howl and to feed till the glance of light ? 

*T was not the death-bird’s cry from the wood, 

Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast ; 

’T was the shade of Helderic— man of blood — 

It screams for the guilt of days that are past I 

See how the red, red lightning strays. 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath ! 

Now On the leafless yew it plays, 

Where hungs the shield of this son of death ! 

That shield is blushing with murderous stains ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew’s spray ; 

It is blown by storms and wash’d by rains, 

But neither can take the blood away 1 

Ofl by that yew, on the blasted field, 

Demons dance to the red moon’s light ; 

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging 
shield 

Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 


TO MRS. . 

Yes, Heaven can witness how I strove 
To love thee with a spirit’s love ; 

To make thy purer wish my own. 

And mingle with thy mind alone. 

Oh ! I appeal to those pure dreams 
In which my soul has hung on thee. 
And I’ve forgot thy witching form, 

And I’ve forgot the liquid beams 
That eye efluses, thrilling warm — 

Yes, yes, forgot each sensual charmi 
Each madd’ning spell of luxury. 

That could seduce my soul’s desires, 
And bid it throb with guiltier fires.— 


1 This poem is perfectly in the taste of the present day— 
**■ his nam plobesula gaadet.*’— E, 


Such ujos my love, and many a time, 
When sleep has given thee to my breast, 
And thou hast seem’d to share the crime 
Which made thy lover wildly blest ; 

E’en then, in all that rich delusion, 

When, by voluptuous visions fired, 

My soul, in rapture’s warm confusion^ 

Has on a phantom’s lip expired \ 

E’en then some purer thoughts wouh 
Amid my senses’ warm excess; 

And at the moment— oh ! e’en tJimi 
I’ve started from thy melting press, 

And blush’d for all I’ve dared to feel, 

Yet sigh’d to feel it all again !— 

Such was my love, and still, O still 
I might have calm’d the unholy thrill : 

My heart might be a taintless shrine, 

And thou its votive saint should be : 
There, there I’d make thee all divine, 
Myself divine in honouring thee. 

But, oh I that night ! that fatal night * 
When both bewilder’d, both betray’d, 

We sank beneath the flow of soul, 

Which for a moment mock’d control ; 
And on the dangerous kiss delay’d, 

And almost yielded to delight ! 

God ! how I wish’d, in that wild hour, 
That lips alone, thus stamp’d with heat 
Had for -a moment ah the power 
To make our souls effusing meet ! 

That we might mingle by the breath 
In all of love’s delicious death ; 

And in a kiss at once be blest, 

As, oh ! we trembled at the rest ! 

Pity me, love ! I ’ll pity thee, 

If thou indeed hast felt like me. 

All, all my bosom’s peace is o’er \ 

At night, which was my hour of calm, 
When from the page of classic lore, 

From the pure fount of ancient lay, 

My soul had drawn the placid balm 
Which charm’d its little griefs away ; 

Ah ! there I find that balm no more. 
Those spells, which make us oft forge 
The fleeting troubles of the day, 

In deeper sorrows only whet 
The stings they cannot tear away. 

When to my pillow rack’d I fly, 

With wearied sense and wakeful eye, 
While my brain maddens, where, O whoir 
Is that serene consoling prayer, 

Which once has harbinger’d my rest, 
When the still soothing voice of Heaven 
Has seem’d to wlusper in my breast, 

“ Sleep on, thy errors are forgiven !” 

No, though I still in semblance pray. 

My thoughts are wandering far away, 
And e’en the name of Deity 
Is murmur’d out in sighs for thee 


3 This irregular recurrence of the rhymes is adopted from 
the light poetry of the French, and is, I think, particularly 
suited to express the varieties of feeling. In gentler emo- 
tions, the verses may flow periodic and regular ; and in the 
transition to violent passion, can assume all the animated 
abruptness of blank verse. Besides, by dispensing with the 
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ELEGIiC^ STANZAS, 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN ' BY ^ JULIA ON THE 
DEATH OF HER BROTHER. 

Though sorrow long has worn my heart ; 

Though every day I ’ve counted o’er 

Has brought a new and quickening smart 
To wounds that rankled fresh before ; 

Though m my earliest life bereft 
Of many a link by nature tied ; 

Though hope deceived, and pleasure left; 

Though friends betray’d, and foes belied ; 

I still had hopes— -for hope will stay 
After the sunset of delight ; 

So like the star which ushers day. 

We scarce can think it heralds night ! 

I hoped that, after all its strife, 

My weary heart at length should rest, 

And, fainting from the waves of life, 

Find harbour in a brother’s breast. 

That brother’s breast was warm with truth. 

Was bright with honour’s purest ray ; 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth— 

Oh ! why then was he torn away ? 

He should have stay’d, have linger’d here, 

To calm his Julia’s every woe ? 

He should have chased each bitter tear. 

And not have caused those tears to flow. 

We saw his youthful soul expand 
In blooms of genius, nursed by taste ; 

While Science, With a fostering hand, 

Upon Ms brow her chaplet placed. 

We saw his gradual opening mind 
Enrich’d by all the graces dear; 

Enlighten’d, social, and refined, 

In friendship firm, in love sincere. 

Such was the youth we loved so well ; 

Such were the hopes that fate denied— 

We loved, but, ah ! we could not tell 
How deep, how dearly, till he died ! 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 

Twined with my very heart he grew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chain, 

The heart is almost broken too ! 


FANNY OF TIMMOL. 

A HAIL-COACH ADVENTURE. 

CluaiJrigiB petimuB bene vivere. Mor&ce, 

Sweet Fanny of Timmoll when first you came in 
To the close little carriage in which I was hurl’d, 
I thought to myself, if it were not a sin, 

I could teach you the prettiest tricks in the world. 


limits of distich and stanza, it allows an interesting suspem 
skm 'Of the sentiment. — E. 


For your dear little lips, to their destiny true, 

Seem’d to know they were born for the use of an- 
other; 

And, to put me in mind of what I ought to do, 

Were eternally biting and kissing each other. 

And then you were darting from eyelids so sly, — 
Half open, half shutting, — such tremulous light : 
Let them say what they will, I could read in your eye 
More comical things than I ever shall write. 

And oft, as we mingled our legs and our feet, 

I felt a pulsation, and cannot tell whether 
In yours or in mine — ^but I know it was sweet, 

And I think we both felt it and trembled together. 

At length when arrived, at our supper we sat, 

I heard with a sigh, which had something of pain, 
That perhaps our last moment of meeting was that. 

I And Fanny should go back to Timmol again. 

Yet I swore not that I was in love with you Fanny, 
Oh, no I for I felt it could never be true ; 

I but said— what I ’ve said very often to many — 

I There’s few I would rather be kissing than you. 

Then first did I learn that you once had believed 
Some lover, the dearest and falsest of men ; 

And so gently you spoke of the youth who deceived, 
That I thought you perhaps , might be tempted 
again. 

But you told me that passion a moment amused, 
Was follow’d too oft by an age of repenting ; 

And check’d me so softly that, while you refused, 
Forgive me, dear girl, if I thought ’t was consenting ! 

And still I entreated, and still you denied, 

Till I almost was made to believe you sincere; 
Though I found that, in bidding me leave you, you 
sigh’d. 

And when you repulsed me, ’t was done with a 
tear. 

In vain did I wMsper, “ There ’s nobody nigh ;” 

In vain with the tremors of passion implore ; 

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear your reply— 

I acknowledged them both, and I ask’d for no 
more. 

Was I right? — ohl I cannot believe I was wrong. 

Poor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again ; 

And may Providence guide her uninjured along, 

Nor scatter her path with repentance and pain ! 

By Heaven ! I would rather for ever forswear 
The Elysium that dwells on a beautiful breast. 
Than alarm for a moment the jpeace that is there, 

Or banish the d(m from so hallow’d a nest I 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 
How oft a cloud with envious veil, 
Obscures your bashful light, 
Which seems so modestly to steal 
Along the waste of night I 
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And you may down that path- way rove, 
While I shall take my way through this. 


’T is thus the world’s obtrusive wrongs 
Obscure with malice keen 
■Some timid heart, which only longs 
To live and die unseen ! 


ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

Sic juvat perire. 

When wearied wretches sink to sleep, 

How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 

How sweet is death to those who weep, 

To those who weep and long to die ! 

Saw you the soft and grassy bed, 

Where flowheta deck the green earth's breast ? 

’T is there I wish to lay my head, 

’T is there I wish to sleep at rest ! 

Oh ! let not tears embalm my tomb, 

None but the dews by twilight given ! 

Oh ! let not sighs disturb the gloom, 

None but the whispering winds of Heaven ! 


THE KISS. 

Grow to my lip, thou sacred kiss, 

On which my soul’s belpved swore 
That there should come a time of bliss 
When she would mock my hopes no more ; 
And fancy shall thy glow renew, 

In sighs at mom, and dreams at night, 

And none shall steal thy holy dew 
Till thou ’rt absolved by rapture’s rite. 
Sweet hours that are to make me blest, 

Oh ! fly, like breezes, to the goal, 

And let my love, my more than soul, 

Come panting to this fever’d breast ; 

And while in every glance I drink 
The rich o’erflowings of her mind. 

Oh ! let her all impassion’d sink, 

In sweet abandonment resign’d, 

Blushing for all our struggles past, 

And murmuring, “ I am thine at last I” 


TO 

With all my soul, then, let us part. 

Since both are anxious to be free ; 

And I will send you home your heart, 

If you will send back mine to me. 

We ’ve had some happy hours together, 
But joy must often change its wing; 

And spring would be but gloomy weather. 
If we had nothing else but spring, 

’T is not that I expect to find 
A more- devoted, fond, and tme one. 

With rosier cheek or sweeter mind — 
Enough for me that she ’s a new one. 

Thus let us leave the bower of love, 
Where we have loiter’d long in bliss ; 


Our hearts have suffer’d little harm 
In this short fever of desire ; 

You have not lost a single chann, 

Nor I one spark of feeling fire. 

My kisses have not stain’d the rose 
Which Nature hung upon your Mp ; 

And still your sigh with nectar flows 
For many a raptured soul to sip. 

Farewell ! and when some other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her arms, 

’T will be my luxury to compare 
Her spells with your remember’d charms. 

“ This cheek,” I’ll say, “ is not so bright 
As one that used to meet my kiss ; 

This eye has not such liquid light 
As one that used to talk of bliss !” 

Farewell ! and when some future lover 
Shall claim the heart which I resign, 

And in exulting joys discover 
All the charms that once were mine ; 

I think I should be sweetly blest, 

If, in a soft imperfect sigh, 

You *d say, while to his bosom prest, 

He loves not half so well as I ! 


A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how, beneath the moonbeam’s smile, 
Yon little billow heaves its breast. 

And foams and sparkles for a while, 

And murmuring then subsides to rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care, 
Rises on Time’s eventful sea ; 

And, having swell’d a moment there, 
Thus melts into eternity 1 


AN , INVITATION TO SUPPER 

TO MRS.'- .. ,, 

Myself, dear Julia ! and the Sun, 

Have now two years of rambling run ; 

And he before his wheels has driven 
The grand menagerie of heaven, 

While I have met on earth, I swear, 

As many brutes as he has there. 

The only difference I can see 
Betwixt the flaming god and me, 

Is, that his ways are periodic, 

And mine, I fear, are simply oMic, 

But, dearest girl ! ’t is now a lapse 
Of two short years, or less, perhaps, 

Since you to me, and I to you. 

Vow’d to be ever fondly true I — 

Ah, Julia ! those were pleasant times ! 

You loved me for my amorous rhymes ; 

And I loved you, because I thought 
’T was so delicious to be taught 
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By such a chaming guide as you, 

With eyes of fire .and lips, of dew, 

All I had often fancied o’er, 

But never, never felt before : 

The day flew by, and night was short 
For half our blisses, half our sport 1 

I know not how we chang’d, or why, 

Or if the first was you or I : 

Yet so ’t is now, we meet each other, 

And I ’m no more than Julia’s brother ; 

While she ’s so like my prudent sister, 

There ’s few would think how close I ’ve kiss’d her. 

But, Julia, let those matters pass ! 

If you will brim a sparkling glass 
To vanish’d hours of true delight, 

Come to me after dusk to-night. 

I ’ll have no other guest to meet you, 

But here alone I ’ll tete-a-tete you, 

Over a little attic feast. 

As full of cordial soul at least, 

As those where Delia met Tibullus, 

Or Lesbia wanton’d with Catullus.^ 

I ’ll sing you many a roguish sonnet 
About it, at it, and upon it ; 

And songs address’d, as if I loved, 

To all the girls with whom I ’ve roved. 

Come, pr’ythee come, you ’ll find me here, 

Like Horace, waiting for his dear.® 

There shall not be to-night, on earth, 

Two souls more elegant in mirth ; 

And, though our hey-day passion ’s fled, 

The of the love that ’s dead 
Shall hover wanton o’er our head ; 

Like souls that round the grave will fly, 

In which their late possessors lie i 
And who, my pretty Julia, knows, 

But when our warm remembrance glows, 

The ghost of .Ime may act anew, 

What Love when living used to do ! 


AN ODE UPON MOKNING. 

Turn to me, love ! the morning rays 
Are glowing o’er thy languid charms ; 

Take one luxurious parting gaze, 

While yet I linger in thine arms. 

’Twas long before the noon of night 
I stole into thy bosom, dear ! 

And now the glance of dawning light 
Has found me still in dalliance here. 

Turn to me, love I the trembling gleams 
Of morn .along thy white neck stray ; 

Away, away, .you envious beams, 

I ’ll chase you with my lips away I 

Oh! is it not divine to think, — 

While all around .were lull’d in night 


1 Cfflaam, non sine Candida paella. 

Cat. Carm. xiii. 

2 puellam 

Ad .mediaro noctem expect©. 

' Hor.lib. I. sat. 5. 


While even the planets seem’d to wink,-— 
We kept our vigils of delight? 

The heart, that little world of ours. 
Unlike the drowsy world of care, 

Then, then awaked its sweetest powers, 
And all was animation there ! 

Kiss me once more, and then I fly, 

Our parting would to noon-day last ; 

There, close that languid trembling eye, 
And sweetly dream of all the past ! 

As soon as Night shall fix her seal 
Upon the eyes and lips of men, 

Oh, dearest I I will panting steal 
To nestle in thine arms again ! 

Our joys shall take their stolen flight, 
Secret as those celestial spheres 

Which make sweet music all the night. 
Unheard by drowsy mortal ears ! 


SONG.* 

Oh ! nothing in life can sadden us, 

While we have wine and good humour m store ^ 

With this, and a little of love to madden us, 

Show me the fool that can labour for more ! 

^ Come, then, bid Ganymede fill every bowl for you, 
Fill them up brimmers, and drink as I call : 

I ’m going to toast every nymph of my soul for you, 
Ay, on my soul, I ’m in love with them all ! 

Dear creatures ! we can’t live without them, 

They ’re all that is sweet and seducing to man ! 

Looking, sighing about and about them, 

We dote on them, die for them, all that we can. 

Here ’s Phillis l—whose innocent bosom 
Is always agog for some novel desires ? 

To-day to get lovers, to-morrow to lose ’em, 

Is all that the innocent Phillis requires.— 

Here ’s to the gay little Jessy ! — ^who simpers 
So vastly good humour’d, whatever is done ; 

She ’ll kiss you, and that without whining or whimpers, 
And do what you please with you — all out of fun J 
Dear creatures, etc. 

A bumper to Fanny 1 — ^I know you will scorn her, 
Because she ’s a prude, and her nose is so curl’d j 

But if ever you chatted with Fan in a corner, 

You ’d say she ’s the best little girl in the world ! — 

Another to Lyddy ! — still struggling with duty, 

And asking her conscience still, “ whether she 
should;” 

While her eyes, in the silent confession of beauty. 
Say, ** Only for somihing I certainly would 
Dear creatures, etc. 

FiU for Chloe I— -bewitchingly simple, 

Who angles the heart without knowing her lure ; 

Still wounding around with a blush or a dimple, 

Nor seeming to feel that she also could cure ! — 


, i Tkere me niMiy spurions copies of this song in circula 
tion; and it is umversally attributed to a gentleman who hsw 
no more ri^ht than the Editor of these Poems to any snare 
, whatever in the composition.— E. 
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Here ’s pious Susan ! — ^tlie saint, who alone, sir, 
Could ever have made me religious outright : 

For had I such a dear little saint of my own, sir, 

I *d pray on my knees to her half the long night ! 

Bear creatures, etc. 


Come tell me where the maid is found 
Whose heart can love without deceit, 

And I will range the world around. 

To sigh one moment at her feet. 

Oh ! tell me where ’s her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh ; 

A pilgrimage of years I’ll roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye 1 

And, if her cheek be rosy bright. 

While truth within her bosom lies, 

I ’ll gaze upon her, mom and night, 

Till my heart leave me through my eyes ! 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

I ’ll own all miracles are tme ; 

To make one maid sincere and fair. 

Oh ! ’t is the utmost Heaven can do ! 


SONG,» 

Sweetest love I 1 11 not forget thee ; 
Time shall only teach my heart, 

Fonder, warmer, to regret thee. 
Lovely, gentle as thou art 1— 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Yet, oh ! yet again we ’ll meet, love, 
Asid repose our hearts at last : 

Oh ! sure ’t will then be sweet, love, 
Calm to think on sorrows past. — 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Yes, my girl, the distant- blessing 
May n’t he always sought m vam ; 

And the moment of possessing-— 

Will ’t not, love, repay our pain?— 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Still I feel my heart is breaking. 

When I think I stray from thee, 

Round the world that quiet seeking. 
Which I fear is not for me ! — 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Calm to peace thy lover’s bosom— 
Can it, dearest ! must it be ? 

Thou within an hour shalt lose himj 
He for ever loses thee I 
Farewell, Bessy ! 


SONG. 

If I swear by that eye, you ’ll allow : 

Its look is so shifting and new, | 

1 All these songs were adapted to airs which Mr. Little' 
eomposed, and sometiroefi sang, for his friends: this may! 
I^ount for the peculiarity of metre observable in many of I 


That the oath I might take on it now 
The very next glance would undo I 

Those babies that nestle so sly 
Such different arrows have got, 

That an oath, on the glance of an eye 
Such as yours, may be off in a shot t 

Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each moment the treasure renews 

If my constancy wishes to trip, 

I may kiss off the oath when I choose ! 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flower 
Tire dew and the oath that are there ! 

And I ’d make a new vow every hour, 

To lose them so sweetly in air ! 

But clear up that heaven of your brow, 

Nor fancy my faith is a feather ; 

On my heart I will pledge you my vow, 
And they both must be broken together ! 


JULIA’S KISS. 

When infant Bliss in roses slept, 

Cupid upon his slumber crept ; 

And, while a balmy sigh he stole, 
Exhaling from the infant’s soul, 

He smiling said, “ With this, with this 
I’ll scent my Julia’s bmming kiss I” 

Nay, more ; he stole to Venus’ bed. 

Ere yet the sanguine flush had fled, 
Which Love’s divinest, dearest flame 
Had kindled through her panting frame. 
Her soul still dwelt on memory’s themes, 
Still floated in voluptuous dreams ; 

And every joy she felt before 
In slumber now was acting o’er. 

From her ripe lips, which seem’d to thriB 
As in the war of kisses still. 

And amorous to each other clung, 

He stole the dew that trembling hung, 
And smiling said, “With this, with this 
I’ll bathe my Julia’s burning kiss 1” 


TO ' 

Remembeh him thou leavest behind, 
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee, 

Close as the tenderest links can bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom roved. 

Though many seem’d my soul to share $ 

*T was passion when I thought I loved, 

’T was fancy when I thought them fak 

E’en she, my Muse’s early theme, 
Beguiled me only while she warm’d ; 

*T was young desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what passion form’d. 

But thou — ah ! better had it been 
If I had still in freedom roved. 
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If I had ne’er thy beauties seen, 

For then I never should have loved ! 

Then all the pain which lovers feel 
Had never to my heart been known ; 
But, ah ! the joys which lovers steal, 
Should they have ever been my own 1 


SONG 

Pl^ from the world, O Bessy ! to me, 

T'Uou’lt never find any sincerer ; 

I’ll give up the world, O Bessy I for thee, 

I can never meet any that’s dearer! . 

Then tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh, 

That our loves will be censured by many ; 

All, all have their follies, and who will deny 
That ours is the sweetest of any? 

When your lip has met mine, in abandonment sweet, 
Have we felt as if virtue forbid it ?— .• 

Have we felt as if Heaven denied them to meet ? — 
No, rather ’t was Heaven that did it ! 

So innocent, love ! is the pleasure we sip, 

So little of guilt is there in it, 

That I wish all my errors were lodged on your lip, 
And I’d Idss them away in a minute ! 

Then come to your lover, oh ! fly to his shed, 

From a world which I know thou despisest ; 

And slumber will hover as light on our bed, 

As e’er on the couch of the wisest ! 

And when o’er our pillow the tempest is driven, 

And tliou, pretty innocent ! fearest, 

III tell thee, it is not the chiding of Heaven, 

’T is only our lullaby, dearest !, 

And, oh ! when we lie on our death-bed, my love I 
Looking back on the scene of our errors, 

A sigh from my Bessy shall plead then above, 

And Death be disarm’d of his terrors ! 

And each to the other embracing will say, 

“ Farewell ! let us hope we’re forgiven !” 


Thy last fading glance will illumine the way, 
And a kiss be our passport to heaven ! 


SONG. 

Think on that look of humid ray, 

Which for a moment mix’d with mine, 
And for that moment seem’d say, 

“ I dare not, or I would be thine !” 

Think, think on every smile and glance, 
On all thou hast to charm and move ; 
And then forgive my bosom’s trance. 

And tell me ’tis not sin to love ! 

Oh ! not to love thee were the sin ; 

For sure, if Heaven’s decrees he done. 
Thou, thou art destined still to win. 

As I was destined to be won ! 


SONG. 

A CAPTIVE thus to thee, my girl, 

How sweetly shall I pass my age, 
Contented, like the playful squirrel, 

To wanton up and down my cage. 

When Death shall envy joy like this, 

And come to shade our sunny weather, 
Be our last sigh the sigh of bliss, 

And both our souls exhale Jogether ! 


THE CATALOGUE. 

“ Come, tell me,” says Rosa, as, kissing and kiss’d. 
One day sh^ reclined on my breast ; 

“Come, tell me the number, repeat me the list 
Of the nymphs you have loved and caress’d.”— 

Oh, Rosa! ’t was only my fancy that roved, 

My heart at the moment was free ; 

But I’ll ten thee, my girl, how many I’ve loved, 

And the number shall finish with thee ! 

My tutor was Kitty ; in infancy wild 
She taught me the way to be blest ; 

She taught me to love her, I loved like a child, 

But Kitty could fancy the rest. 

This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 
I have never forgot, I allow ; 

I have had it hy rote very often before, 

But never hy heart until now ! 

Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all flame. 
But my head was so full of romance, 

That I fancied her into some chivalry dame. 

And I was her knight of the lance ! 

But Martha was not of this fanciful school, 

And she laugh’d at her poor little knight ; 

While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a fool, 
And I’ll swear aAe was most in the right. 

My soul was now calm, till, by Cloris’s looks, 

Again I was tempted to rove ; 

But Cloris, I found, was so learned in books, 

t That she gave me more logic than love i 


Oh! trust me, when I swear thee this, 
Dearest ! the pain of loving thee, 

The very pain, is sweeter bliss 
Than passion’s wildest ecstasy ! 

That little cage I would not part, 

In which my soul is prison’d now, 

For the most light and winged heart 
That wantons on the passing vow. 

Still, my beloved ! still keep in mind, 
However far removed from me, 

That there is one thou leavest behind 
Whose heart respires for only thee ! 

And, though ungenial ties have bound 
Thy fate unto another’s care. 

That arm, which clasps thy bosom round, 
Cannot confine the heart that ’s there. 

1^0, no ! that heart is only mine, 

By ties all other ties above, 

For I have wed it at a shrine 
Where we have had no priest but Love ! 
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So I left this young Sappho, and hasten’d to fly 
To those sweeter logicians in bliss, 

Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye, 

And convince us at once with a kiss ! 

Oh ! Susan was then all the world unto me, 

But Susan was piously given ; . 

And the worst of it was, we could never agree 
On the road that was shortest to heaven ! 

“ Oh, Susan!” I’ve said, in the moments of mirth, 
** What ’s devotion to thee or to me ? 

I devoutly believe there’s a heaven on earth, 

And believe that that heaven ’s in t7iee/” 

sK :jt 


A, FRAGMENT. . 

TO . 

’T is night, the spectred hour is nigh ! 
Pensive 1 hear the moaning blast 
Passing, with sad sepulchral sigh, 

My lyre that hangs neglected by, 

And seems to mourn for pleasures past ! 
That lyre was once attuned for thee 
To many a lay of fond -delight. 

When all thy days were given to me, 

And mine was every blissful night. 

How oft Pve languish’d by thy side. 

And while my heart’s luxuriant tide 
Ran in wild riot through my veins. 

I’ve waked such sweetly-maddening strains, 
As if by inspiration’s fire 
My soul was blended with my lyre ! 

Oh ! while in every fainting note 
We heard the soul of passion ftoat 
While in thy blue dissolving glance, 

I’ve raptured read thy bosom’s trance, 

I’ve sung and trembled, Idss’d and sung; 
Till, as we mingle breath with breath. 

Thy burning kisses parch my tongue, 

My hands drop listless on the lyre, 

And, mumiuring like a swan in death, 

Upon thy bosom I expire ! 

Yes, I indeed remember well 
*rhose hours of pleasure past and o er ; 
WTiy have I lived their sweets to tell ? 

To tell, but never feel them more ! 

I should have died, have sweetly died, 

In one of those impassion’d dreams, 

When languid, silent on thy breast, 
Drinking thine eyes’ delicious beams, 

My soul has flutter’d from its nest. 

And on thy lip just parting sigh’d ! 

Oh ! dying thus a death of love, 

To heaven how dearly should I go ! 

He well might hope for joys above. 

Who had begun them here below ! 

ijc 


SONG. 

Whehk is the nymph, whose azure eye 
Can shine through rapture’s tear? 
The sun has sunk, the moon is high, 
Ana vet she comes not here I 


Was that her footstep on the hill— 

Her voice upon the gale ? 

No ; t’ was the wind, and aE is stOl s 
Oh, maid of Marlivale 1 

Come to me, love, I’ve wander’d far, 
’T is past the promised hour : 
Come to me, love, the twilight star 
Shall guide thee to my bower. 


SONG. 

When Time, who steals our years away, 
Shall steal our pleasures too, 

The memory of the past wiE stay, 

And half our joys renew. 

Then, Chloe, when thy beauty’s flower 
Shall feel the wintry air. 

Remembrance will recall the hour 
When thou alone wert fair ! 

Then talk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last; 

For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past. 

Come, Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink to love and thee : 

Thou never canst decay in soul, 

Thou’lt still^be young for me. 

And, as thy lips the tear-drop chase 
Which on my cheek they find, 

So hope shall steal away the trace 
Which sorrow leaves behind I 

Then fiE the bowl — away with gloom! 

Our joys shall always last; 

For hope shall brighten days to come, 

And memory gild the past ! 

But mark, at thought of future years 
When love shall lose its soul, 

My Chloe drops her timid tears, 

They mingle with my bowl ! 

How like this bowl of wine, my fair, 

Our loving life shall fleet ; 

Though tears may sometimes mingle there^ 
The draught will still be sweet I 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom ! 

Our joys shaE always last ; 

For hope will brighten days to come, 

And memory gild the past ! 


THE SHRINE. 

My fate^ had destined me to rove . . ■ 
A long, long pEgrimage of love; 
And many an altar' on my way 
Has lured my pious steps to stay ; 
For, if the saint was young and fair, 
I turn’d and song my vespers there. 
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This, from a youthful pilgrim’s fire. 

Is what your pretty saints require ; 

To pass, nor tell a single bead, 

With them would be j)rq/hrae indeed! 
But, trust me, all this young devotion, 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion ; 
And, every humhler altor past, 

I now have reach’d the shbine at last ! 


REUBEN AND ROSE. 

A TALE OF ROMANCE. 

The darkness which hung upon Willumberg’s walls 
Has long been remember’d with awe and dismay! 
For years not a sunbeam had play’d in its hails. 

And it seem’d as shut out from the regions of day : 

Though the valleys were brighten’d by many a beam, 
Yet none could the woods of the castle illume ; 
And the lightning which flash’d on the neighbouring 
stream 

Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom ! 

“ Oh ! when shall this horrible darkness disperse ?” 

Said Willumberg’s lord to the seer of the cave; — 
“It can never dispel,” said the wizard of verse, 

“Till the bright star of chivalry’s sunk in the wave !” 

And who was the bright star of chivalry then ? 

Who could be but Reuben, the flower of the age? 
For Reuben was first in the combat of men. 

Though Youth had scarce written his name on her 
page. 

For Willumberg’s daughter his bosom had beat, 

For Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn, 
Wlien with wand dropping diamonds, and silvery feet, 
3c walks o’er the flowers of the mountain and lawn ! 

Must Rose, then, from Reuben so fatally sever ? 

Sad, sad were the words of the man in the cave, 
That darkness should cover the castle for ever, 

Or Reuben be sunk in the merciless wave ! 

She flew to the wizard — “ And tell me, oh tell ! 

Shall my Reuben no more be restored to my 
eyes ?” — 

“ Yes, yes — when a spirit shall toll the great bell 
Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall rise !” 

Twice, thrice he repeated, “ Your Reuben shall rise !” 

And Rose felt a moment’s release from her pain ; 
She wiped, while she listen’d, the tears from her eyes, 
And she hoped she might yet see her hero again ! 

Her hero could smile at the terrors of death, 

When he felt that he died for the sire of his Rose ! 
To the Oder he flew, and there plunging beneath, 

In the lapse of the billows soon found his repose. — 

How strangely the order of destiny falls ! 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay. 

When a sunbeam was seen to glance over the walls, 
And the castle of Wiilumberg bask’d in the ray ! 

All, ail but the soul of the maid was in light, 

There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank : 
Two days did she wander, and all the long night, 

In quest of her love on the wide river’s bank, 
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I Ofl, oft did she pause fbi the toll of the bell, 

I And she heard but the breathings of night in the 
air; 

Long, long did she gaze on the watery swell, 

^ And she saw but the foam of the white billow there. 

And often as midnight its veil would undraw, 

As she look’d at the light of the moon in the stream, 
She thought ’t was his helmet of silver she saw, 

As the curl of the surge glitter’d high in the beam. 

And now the third night was begemming the sky. 
Poor Rose on the cold dewy margent reclined, 
There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye, 
When, — ^hark ! — ’t was the bell that came deep in 
the wind ! 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade, 
A form o’er the waters in majesty glide ; 

She knew ’t was her love, though his cheek was 
decay’d. 

And his helmet of silver was wash’d by the tide. 

Was this what the seer of the cave had foretold ? — 
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot a 
gleam ; 

’T was Reuben, but ah ! he was deathly and cold, 
And flitted away like the spell of a dream! 

Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought 
From the bank to embrace him, but never, ah! 
never ! 

Then springing beneath, at a billow she caught, 

And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever! 


THE RING.* 

A TALE. 

Annulus ills vixu’^OvU* Amor. lib. ii. ©leg. 15. 

The happy day at length arrived 
When Rupert was to wed 

The fairest maid in Saxony, 

And take her to his bed. 

As soon as morn was in the sky, 

The feast and sports began ; 

The men admired the happy maid, 

The maids the happy man. 

In many a sweet device of mirth 
The day was pass’d along ; 

And some the featly dance amused, 

And some the dulcet song. 


I I should be sorry to think that my friend had any seri- 
ous intentions of frightening the nursery by this story: 1 
rather hope — though the manner of it leadts me to doubt— 
that his design was to ridicuie !hat distemper^.'d taste which 
prefers those monstora of the fancy to the “speciosa naira- 
cuia” of true poetic imagination, 

I find, by a note in the manuscript, that he met with this 
story in a German author, Fromm an upon Fascination, 
book iU. part. vi. ohap. IS. On consulting the work, I per- 
ceive that Fromman quotes it from Behiacensis, amon^? 
many other stories equally diabolical and intereutiag. — K 
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MOOEFS WOEES. 


The younger maids with Isabel 
Disported through the bowers, 

And deck’d her robe, and crown’d her head 
With motley bridal flowers. 

The matrons all in rich attire, 

Within the castle walls, 

Sat listening to the choral strains 
That echo’d through the halls. 

Young Eupert and his friends repair’d 
Unto a spacious court, 

To strike the bounding tennis-ball 
In feat and manly sport. 

The bridegroom on his finger had 
The wedding-ring so bright, 

Which was to grace the lily hand 
Of Isabel that night. 

And fearing he might break the gem. 

Or lose it in the play. 

He look’d around the court, to see 
Where he the ring might lay. 

Now in the court a statue stood. 

Which there full long had been ; 

It was a heathen goddess, or 
Perhaps a heathen queen. 

Upon its marble finger then 
He tried the ring to fit ; 

And, thinking it was safest there, 

Thereon he fasten’d it. 

And now the tennis sports went on. 

Till they were wearied all, 

And messengers announced to them 
Their dinner in the haU. 

Young Eupert for his wedding-ring 
Unto the statue went ; 

But, oh ! how was he shock’d to find 
The marble finger bent 1 

The hand was closed upon the ring 
With firm and mighty clasp ; 

In vain he tried, and tried, and tried, 

He could not loose the grasp ! 

How sore surprised was Rupert’s mind,-— 
As well his mind might be ; 

“I’ll come,” quoth he, “at night again. 
When none are here to see.’* 

He went unto the feast, and much 
He thought upon his ring ; 

And much he wonder’d what could mean 
So very strange a thing ! 

The feast was o’er, and to the court 
He went without delay. 

Resolved to break the marble hand, 

And force the ring away ! 

But mark a stranger wonder still — 

The ring was there no more ; 

Yet was the marble hand ungrasp’d, 

And open as before I 


He search’d the base, and all the court. 
And nothing could he find,, 

But to the castle did return 
With sore bewilder’d mind. 

Within he found them all in mirth, 

The night in dancing flew ; 

The youth another ring procured, 

And none the adventure knew. 

And now the priest has join’d their hands. 
The hours of love advance 1 
Rupert almost forgets to think 
Upon the morn’s mischance. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 
In blushing sweetness lay, 
like flowers half-open’d by the dawn, 

And waiting for the day. 

And Eupert, by her lovely side, 

In youthful beauty glows. 

Like Phoebus, when he bends to cast 
His beams upon a rose ! 

And here my song should leave them both. 
Nor let the rest be told, 

But for the horrid, horrid tale 
It yet has to unfold ! 

Soon Rupert ’twixt his bride and him, 

A death-cold carcase found ; 

He saw it not, but thought he felt 
Its arms embrace him round. 

He started up, and then return’d, 

But found the phantom still ; 

In vain he shrunk, it clipp’d him round. 
With damp and deadly chill ! 

And when he bent, the earthy lips 
A kiss of horror gave ,* 

’T was like the smell from charnel vaults, 

Or from the mouldering grave ! 

Ill-fated Rupert ! wild and loud 
Thou criedst to thy wife, 

“ Oh ! save me from this horrid fiend. 

My Isabel ! my life !” 

But Isabel had nothing seen, 

She look’d around in vain ; 

And much she mourn’d the mad conceit 
That rack’d her Rupert’s brain. 

At length from this invisible 
These words to Rupert came; 

(Oh God I while he did hear the words, 
What terrors shook Ms frame !) 

“Husband! husband! I’ve the ring 
Thou gavest to-day to me ; 

And thou ’rt to me for ever wed, 

As I am wed to thee !” 

And all the night the demon lay 
Cold-chilling by his side, 

And strain’d him with such deadly grasp. 
He thought he should have died ’ 
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But when the dawn of day was near, 
The horrid phantom fled, 

And left the affrighted youth to weep 
By Isabel in bed. 

AH, all that day a gloomy cloud 
Was seen on Rupert’s brows ,* 

Fair Isabel was likewise sad, 

But strove to cheer her spouse. 

And, as the day advanced, he thought 
Of coming night with fear ; 

Ah I that he must with terror view 
The bed that should be dear 1 

At length the second night arrived. 
Again their couch they press’d ; 
Poor Rupert hoped that all was o’er, 
And look’d for love and rest. 

But oh ! when midnight came, again 
The fiend was at his side, 

And, as it strain’d him in its grasp, 
With howl exulting cried, — 

“ Husband ! husband ! I ’ve the ring, 
The ring thou gavest to me ; 

And thou ’rt to me for ever wed, 

As I am wed to thee !” 

In agony of wild despair, 

He started from the bed ; 

And thus to his bewilder’d wife 
The trembling Rupert said : 

“ Oh Isabel I dost thou not see 
A shape of horrors here, 

That strains me to the deadly kiss* 
And keeps me from my dear ?” 

No, no, my love ! my Rupert, I 
No shape of horror see ; 

And much I mourn the phantasy 
That keeps my dear from me !” 

This night, just like the night before, 
In terrors pass’d away, 

Nor did the demon vanish thence 
Before the dawn of day. 

Says Rupert then, “ My Isabel, 

Hear partner of my woe, 

To Father Austin’s holy cave 
This instant will I go.” 

Now Austin was a reverend man, 
Who acted wondrous maint. 

Whom all the country round believed 
A devil or a saint ! 

To Father Austin’s holy cave 
Then Rupert went full straight, ■ 
And told him . all, and ask’d him how 
To remedy Ms fate. 

The father Iieard the youth, and then 
Retired awhile to pray ; 

And, having pray’d for half an hour, 
Return’d, and thus did say ; 


** There is a place where four roads meet, 
Which I will tell to thee ; 

Be there this eve, at fall of night, 

And list what thou shalt see. 

Thou ’It see a group,of figures pass 
In strange disorder’d crowd, 

Trav’ling by torch-light through the roads,. 
With noises strange and loiid. 

And one that ’s high above the rest, 

Terrific towering o’er, 

Will make thee know him at a glance, 

So I need say no more. 

To him from me these tablets give, 

They ’ll soon be understood ; 

Thou need’st not fear, but give them straight, 
I ’ve scrawl’d them with my blood 1” 

The night-fall came, and Rupert all 
In pale amazement went 
To where the cross-roads met, and he 
Was by the father sent. 

And lo ! a group of figures came 
In strange disorder’d crowd, 

Trav’ling by torch-light through the roads, 
With noises strange and loud. 

And as the gloomy train advanced, 

Rupert beheld from far 
A female form of wanton mien 
Seated upon a car. 

And Rupert, as he gazed upon 
The loosely-vested dame, 

Thought of the marble statue’s look, 

For hers was just the same. 

Behind her walk’d a hideous form. 

With eye-bails flashing death ; 

Whene’er he breath’d, a sulphur’d smoke 
Came burning in his breath ! 

He seem’d the first of all the crowd 
Terrific towering o’er ; 

“Yes, yes,” said Rupert, “ this is he, 

And I need ask no more.” 

Then slow he went, and to this fiend 
The tablets trembling gave, 

Who look’d and read them with a yell 
That would disturb the grave. 

And when he saw the blood-scrawl’d name. 
His eyes with fury shine ; 

“I thought,” cries he, ** his time was out, 

But he must soon be mine J” 

Then darting at the youth a look, 

Which rent his soul with fear, 

He went unto the female fiend, 

And wMsper’d in her ear. 

The female fiend no sooner heard. 

Than, with reluctant look, 

The very ring that Rupert lost 
She from her finger took ; 
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And, giving it unto the youth, 

With eyes that breath’d of hell, 

She said in that tremendous voice 
Which he remember’d well : 

“ In Austin’s name take back the ring. 
The ring thou gavest to me ; 

And thou ’rt to me no longer wed, 
Nor longer I to thee.” 

He took the ring, the rabble pass’d, 
He home return’d again ; 

His wife was then the happiest fair, 
The happiest he of men. 


SONG. 

ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF MRS. — 

WRITTEN IN IRELAND. 

Of all my happiest hours of joy. 

And even 1 have had my measure, 

When hearts were full and every eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleasure ! 

Such hours as this I ne’er was given, 

So dear to friendship, so dear to blisses; 

Young Love himself looks down from heaven, 
To smile on such a day as this is 1 

Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 

Let ’s feel as if we ne’er could sever ! 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember’d ever ! 

Oh! banish every thought to-night, 

Which could disturb our souls’ communion • 

Abandon’d thus to dear delight, 

We 11 e’en for once forget the Union ! 

On that let statesmen try their powers, 

And tremble o’er the rights they ’d die for ; 

The union of the soul be ours, 

And every union else we sigh for ! 

Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 

Let’s feel as if we ne’er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember’d ever! 

In every eye around I mark 
The feelings of the heart o’erflowing. 

From every soul I catch the spark 
Of sympathy in friendship glowing ! 

Oh ! could such moments ever fly : 

Oh I that we ne’er were doom’d to lose ’em ; 

And all as bright as Charlotte’s eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte’s bosom. 

But oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 

Let ’s feel as if we ne’er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember’d ever ! 

For me, whate’er my span of ye^, 

Whatever sun may light my roving ; 
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Whether I waste my life in tears, 

Or live, as now, for mhth and loving ! 

This day shall come with aspect kind, 
Wherever Fate may cast your rover ; 
He ’ll think of those he left behind, 

And drink a health to bliss that ’s over t 

Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let ’s feel as if we ne’er could sever ; 
And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember’d ever ! 


TO A BOY, WITH A WATCH. 

. WRITTEN FOR A FRIEND. 

Is it not sweet, beloved youth, 

To rove through erudition’s bowers. 

And cull the golden fruits of truth, 

And gather fancy’s brilliant flowers t 

And is it not more sweet than this 
To feel thy parents’ hearts approving. 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debt of loving t 

It must be so to thee, my youth ; 

With this idea toil is lighter ; 

This sweetens all the fruits of truth, 

And makes the flowers of fancy brighter! 

The little gift we send thee, boy, 

May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder 

If indolence or syren joy 
Should ever tempt that soul to wander. 

’T will tell thee that the winged day 
Can ne’er be chain’d by man’s endeavour ; 

That life and time shall fade away, 

While heaven and virtue bloom for ever! 


FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES 

Nobilitas sola est atque unlca virtue. Jm 

Mark those proud boasters of a splendid line. 

Like gilded ruins, mouldering while they shine, 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show, 

, Like martial helm upon an infant’s brow ; 

: Those borrow’d splendours, whose contrasting liglil 
I Throws back the native shades in deeper night. 

i Ask the proud train who glory’s shade pursue, 
Where are the arts by which that glory grew ? 

I The genuine virtues that with eagle gaze 
i Sought young Renown in all her orient blaze ? 

: Where is the heart by chymic truth refined, 

[ The exploring soul, whose eye had read mankind ? 
Where are the links that twined with heavenly art. 
His country’s interest round the patriot’s heart ? 
Where is the tongue that scatter’d words of fire ? 
The spirit breathing through the poet’s lyre ? 

Do these descend with all that tide of fame 
Which vainly waters an unfruitful name ? 
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.Tustum bellum quibus necessarium, et pia arma quibus 
aulla nisi in armis relinquitur spes. JLivy. 

«« iis % ^ 

Is tnere no call, no consecrating cause, 

Approved by Heaven, ordain’d by Nature’s laws, 
Where justice flies the herald of our way, 

And truth’s pure beams upon the banners play ? 

Yes, there’s a call, sweet as an angel’s breath 
To slumbering babes, or innocence in death ; 

And urgent as the tongue of heaven within. 

When the mind’s balance trembles upon sin. 

Oh! ’t is our country’s voice, whose claims should 
meet 

An echo in the soul’s most deep retreat ,• 

Along the heart’s responding string should run. 

Nor let a tone there vibrate — ^but the one ! 


SONG.^ 

Mahy, I believed thee true, 

And I was blest in thus believing ; 

But now I mourn that e’er I knew 
A girl so fair and so deceiving ! 

Few have ever loved like me, — 

Oh ! I have loved thee too sincerely ! 

And few have e’er deceived like thee, — 

Alas ! deceived me too severely ! 

Fare thee well ! yet think awhile 
On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee ; 

Who now would rather trust that smile, 

And die with thee, than live without thee ! 

Fare thee well ! I ’ll think of thee, 

Thou leavest me many a bitter token ; 

For see,. distracting woman ! see. 

My peace is gone, my heart is broken ! 

Fare thee well ! 


SONG. 

Why does azure deck the sky ? 

’T is to be like thy eyes of blue ; 

Why is red the rose’s dye ? 

Because it is thy blush’s hue. 

All that’s fair, by Love’s decree, 

Has been made resembling thee ! 

Why is falling snow so white, 

But to be like thy bosom fair ? 

Why are solar beams so bright f 
That they may seem thy golden hair ! 
AH that ’s bright, by Love’s decree, 

Has been made resembling thee ! 

Why are Nature’s beauties felt ? 

Oh ! ’t is thine in her we see ! 

Why has music power to melt 7 
Oh ! because it speaks like thee. 

All that ’s sweet, by Love’s decree, 

Has been made resembling thee I 


1 I believe these words were adapted bj Mr. Little to the 
pathetic Scotch air “ Galla Water .”~E. 


MORALITY. 

A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 

ADDRESSED TO J. AT-~N3—K, ESQ. M- R. |. A.^ 
Though long at school and college, dozing 
On books of rhyme and books of prosing, 

And copying from their moral pages 
Fine recipes for forming sages ; 

Though long with those divines at school, 

Who think to make us good by rule ; 

Who, in methodic forms advancing, 

Teaching morality like dancing, 

Tell us, for Heaven or money’s sake, 

What steps wm are through life to take: 

Though thus, my friend, so long employ’d, 
And so much midnight oil destroy’d, 

I must confess, my searches past, 

I only iearn’d to doubt at last, 

I find the doctors and the sages 
Have differ’d in all climes and ages. 

And two in fifty scarce agree 
On what is pure morality ! 

’T is like the rainbow’s shifting zone. 

And every vision makes its own. 

The doctors of the Porch advise, 

As modes of being great and wise, 

That we should cease to own or know 
The luxuries that from feeling flow. 

“ Reason alone must claim direction, 

And Apathy’s the soul’s perfection. 

Like a dull lake the heart must lie ; 

Nor passion’s gale nor pleasure’s sigh, 

Though heaven the breeze, the breath supplied, 
Must curl the wave or sweH the tide !” 

Such was the rigid Zeno’s plan 
To form his philosophic man ; 

Such were the modes he taught mankind 
To weed the garden of the mind ; 

They tore away some vjeedSf ’t is true, 

But all the flowers were ravish’d too ! 

Now listen to the wily strains. 

Which, on Gyrene’s sandy plains, 

When Pleasure, nymph with loosen’d zone, 
Usurp’d the philosophic throne ; 

Hear what the courtly sage’s tongue® 

To his surrounding pupils sung : 

“ Pleasure’s the only noble end 
To which all human powers should tend, 

And Virtue gives her heavenly lore, 

But to make Pleasure please us more ! 

Wisdom and she were both design’d 
To make the senses more refined, 

That man might revel, free from cloying, 

Then most a sage, when most enjoying !” 


1 The gentleman to whom this poem is addressed, is the 
author or some esteemed works, and was Mr. Little’s most 
particular friend. I have heard Mr. Little very frequently 
speak of him as one in whom the elements were so mix- 
ed,” that neither in his head nor heart had nature left any 
deficiency,'— E. 

Si Arhitippus. 


294 


MOOEE’S WORKS. 


Is tMs morality 1 — Oh, no ! 

E’en I a wiser path could show. 

The flower within tliis vase confined, 

The pure, the unfading flower of mind, 

Must not throw all its sweets away. 

Upon a mortal mould of clay ; 

ISTo, no I its richest breath should rise 
In virtue’s incense to the skies ! ^ 

But thus it is, all sects, we see, 

Have watch-words of morality : 

Some cry out Venus, others Jove ; 

Here ’t is religion, there ’t is love I 
But while they thus so widely wander, 
While mystics dream and doctors ponder, 
And some, in dialectics firm, 

Seek virtue in a middle term ; 

While thus they strive, in Heaven’s defiance, 
To chain morality with science ; 

This plain good man, whose actions teach 
More virtue than a sect can preach. 

Pursues his course, unsagely blest. 

His tutor whispering in his breast : 

Nor could he act a purer part, 

Though he had Tully all by heart ; 

And when he drops the tear on woe, 

He little knows or cares to know 
That Epictetus blamed that tear, 

By Heaven approved, to virtue dear ! 

Oh ! when I ’ve seen the morning beam 
Floating within the dimpled stream, 

WTiile Nature, wakening from the night, 

Has just put on her robes of light. 

Have I, with cold optician’s gaze, 

Explored the doctrine of those rays ? 

No, pedants, I have left to you 
Nicely to separate hue from hue : 

Oo, give that moment up to art, 

When Heaven and Nature claim the heart ; 
And dull to all their best attraction, 

Cro — ^measure angles of refraction ! 


While I, in feeling’s sweet romance, 
Look on each day-beam as a glance 
From the great eye of Him above. 
Wakening his world with looks of love ! 


THE NATAL GENIUS. 

A DEEAM. 

TO , THE MORNING OF HER BIRTH-BATf. 

In witching slumbers of the night, 

I drearn’d I was the airy sprite 
That on thy natal momefit smiled ; 

And thought I w^afted on my wing 
Those flowers which in Elysium spring. 

To crown my lovely mortal child. 

With olive-branch I bound thy head, 
Heart’s-ease along thy path I shed, 

Which was to bloom through all thy years ; 
Nor yet did I forget to bind 
Love’s roses, with his myrtle twined, 

And dew’d by sympathetic tears. 

Such was the wild hut precious boon, 

Which Fancy, at her magic noon, 

Bade me to Nona’s image pay — 

Oh i were I, love, thus doom’d to be 
Thy little guardian deity, 

How blest around thy steps I ’d play ! 

Thy life should softly steal along, 

Calm as some lonely shepherd’s song 
That ’s heard at distance in the grove ; 

No cloud should ever shade thy sky, 

No thorns along thy pathway lie, 

But all be sunshine, peace, and love 

The wing of Time should never brush 
Thy dewy lip’s luxuriant flush, 

"To bid its roses withering die ; 

- Nor age itself, though dim and dark, 

Should ever quench a single spark 
That flashes from my Nona’s eye ! 
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PREFACE. 

This Poeuij somewhat different in form, and much 
more limited in extent, was originally designed as an 
'episode for a work about which I have been, at inter- 
vals, employed during the last two years. Some 
months since, however, I found that my friend Lord 
Byron had, by an accidental coincidence, chosen the 
same subject for a drama ; and as I could not but feel 
the disadvantage of coming after so formidable a 
rival, I thought it best to publish my humble sketch 
immediately, with such alterations and additions as I 
had time to make, and thus, by an earlier appearance 
in the literary horizon, give myself the chance of what 
astronomers call an Heliacal rising, before the lumi- 
nary, in whose light! was to be lost, should appear. 

As objections may be made, by persons whose 
opinions I respect, to the selection of a subject of 
this nature from the Scripture, I tliink it right to re- 
mark that, in point of fact, the subject is not scrip- 
tural — ^the notion upon w^hich it is founded (that of 
the love of angels for women) having originated in 
an erroneous translation by the LXX, of that verse 
in the sixth chapter of Genesis, upon which the sole 
authority for the fable rests.* The foundation of my 
story, therefore, has as little to do with Holy Writ as 
have the dreams of the later Platonists, or the reve- 
ries of the Jewish divines *, and, in appropriating the 
notion thus to the uses of poetry, I have done no 
more than establish it in that region of fiction, to 
which the opinions of the most rational Fathers, and 
of all other Christian theologians, have long ago con- 
signed it. , 

In addition to the fitness of the subject for poetry, 
it struck me also as capable of affording an allegori- 
cal medium, through which might be shadowed out 
(as I have endeavoured to do in the following stories,) 
the fall of the soul from its original purity — the loss 
of light and happiness which it suffers, in the pursuit 
of this world’s perishable jileasures — and the punish- 
ments, both from conscience and divine justice, with 
which impurity, pride, and presumptuous inquiry into 
the awful secrets of God, are sure to be visited. The 
beautiful story of Cupid and Psyche owes its chief 
cnarm to this sort of “veiled meaning,” and it has 
been my wish (however I may have failed in the at- 
tempt) to communicate the same wornl interest to 
the following pages. i 


THE LOVES OF THE ANGELS. 

■’T WAS when the world was in its prime, 

When the fresh stars had just begun 
Their race of glory, and young Time . ' 

Told his first birth-days by the sun ; 


When, in the light of Nature s dawn 
Rejoicing, men and angels met 
On the high hill and sunny lawm, — 

Ere Sorrow came, or Sin had drawn 
’Twixt man and Heaven her curtain yet I 
When earth lay nearer to the skies 
Than in these days of crime and woe, 

And mortals saw, without surprise, 

In the mid air, angelic eyes 
Gazing upon this world below. 

Alas, that passion should profane, 

Even then, that morning of the earth ! 

That, sadder still, the fatal stain 
Should fall on hearts of heavenly birth-- 
And oh, that stain so dark should fall 
From woman’s love, most sad of all! 

One evening, in that time of bloom, 

On a hill’s side, where hung the ray 
Of sunset, sleeping in perfume, 

Three noble youths conversing lay ; 

And as they look’d, from time to time, 

To the far sky, where Day-light furl’d 
His radiant wing, their brows sublime 
Bespoke them of that distant wmiid — 
Creatures of light, such as still play, 

Like motes in sunshine, round the Lord, 

And through their infinite array 
Transmit each moment, night and day, 

The echo of his luminous word ! 

Of heaven they 8po,ke, and, still more oft. 

Of the bright eyes that charm’d them thence ; 
Till, yielding gradual to the soft 
And balmy evening’s influence-— 

The silent breathing of the flowers — 

The melting light that beam’d above, 

As on their first fond erring hours, 

Each told the story of his love, 

The history of that hour unblest, 

When, like a bird, from its high nest 
Won down by fascinating eyes, 

For woman’s smile he lost the skies. 

The First who spoke was one, with look 
The least celestial of the three — 

A Spirit of light mould, that took 
The prints of earth most yieldingly ; 

Who, even in heaven, was not of those 
Nearest the throne, but held a place 
Far off, among those shining rows 
That circle out through endless space. 

And o’er whose wings the liglit from Him 
In the great centre ialls most dim. 

Still fair and glorious, he but shone 
Among those youths the unheavenliest one- 
A creature to whom light remain’d 
From Eden stjll, but alter’d, stain*4 
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And o’er whose brow not Love alone 
A bight had, in his transit, sent, 

But other, earthier joys had gone. 

And left their foot-prints as they went. 

Sighing, as through the shadowy Past, 

Like a tomb-searcher, Memory ran, 

Lifting each shroud that time had cast 
O’er buried hopes, he thus began : — 

FIRST ANGEL’S STORY 

T was in a land, that far away 
Into the golden orient ies, 

Where Nature knows not Night’s delay. 

But springs to meet her bridegroom, Day, 
Upon the threshold of the skies 
One morn, on earthly mission sent, 

And midway choosing where to light, 

I saw from the blue element — 

Oh beautiful, but fatal sight! — 

One of earth’s fairest womankind. 

Half veil’d from view, or rather shrined 
In the clear crystal of a brook ; 

Which, while it hid no single gleam 
Of her young beauties, made them look 
More spirit-like, as they might seem 
Through the dim shadowing of a dreaiQ 

Pausing in wonder I look’d on, 

While, playfully around her breaking 
The waters, that like diamonds shone. 

She mov’d in light of her own making. 

At length, as slowly I descended 
To view more near a sight so splendid. 

The tremble of my wings all o’er 
(For through each plume I felt the thrill) 
Startled her, as she reach’d the shore 
Of that small lake— her mirror still — 
Above whose brink she stood, like snow 
When rosy with a sunset glow. 

Never shall I forget those eyes I— 

T'he shame, the innocent surprise 
Of that bright face, when in the air 
Uplooking, she beheld me there. 

It seem’d as if each thought and look, 

And motion were that minute chain’d 
Fast to the spot, such root she took, 

And — ^like a sunflower by a brook. 

With face upturn’d— so still remain’d! 

In pity to the wondering maid, 

Though loth from such a vision turning, 
Downward I bent, beneath the shade 
Of my spread wungs, to hide the burning 
Of glances which — ^I well could feel— • 

For me, for her, too warmly shone; 

But ere I could again unseal 
My restless eyes, or even steal 

One side-long look, the maid was gone— 
Hid from me in the forest leaves, 

Sudden as when, in all her charms 
Of full-blown light, some cloud receivoi* 
The moon into his dusky arms 


’T is not in words to tell the power, 

The despotism, that, from that hour, 

Passion held o’er me — day and night 
I sought around each neighbouring spot, 

And, in the chase of this sweet light. 

My task, and Heaven, and all forgot — 

All but the one, sole, haunting dream 
Of her I saw in that bright stream. 

Nor was it long, ere by her side ’ 

I found myself whole happy days, 

Listening to words, whose music vied 
With our own Eden’s seraph lays, 

When seraph lays are warm’d by love, 

But wanting that, far, far above ! — 

And looking into eyes where, blue 
And beautiful, like skies seen through 
The sleeping wave, for me there shone 
A heaven more worshipp’d than my own 
Oh what, while I could hear and see 
Such words and looks, was heaven to me ? 
Though gross the air on earth I drew, 

’T was blessed, while she breathed it too ; 
Though dark the flowers, though dim the sky, 
Love lent them light, while she was nigh. 
Tliroughout creation I but knew 
Two separate worlds — the one, that small, 
Beloved, and consecrated spot 
Where Lea was— the other, all 
The dull wide waste, where she was not! 

But vain my suit, my madness vain ; 

Though gladly, from her eyes to gain 
One earthly look, one stray desire, 

I wmuld have torn the wings that hung 
Furl’d at my back, and o’er that Fire 
Unnamed in heaven their fragments flung;— 
’T was hopeless all — pure and unmoved 
She stood, as lilies in the light 
Of the hot noon but look more white 
And though she loved me, deeply loved, 

5 ’T was not as man, as mortal — no, 

Nothing of earth was in that glow — 

She loved me but as one, of race 
Angelic, from that radiant place 
She saw so oft in dreams — ^that heaven, 

To which her prayers at morn were sent, 
And on whose light she gazed at even, 
Wishing for wings, that she might go 
Out of this shadowy world below, 

To that free glorious element ! 

Well I remember by her side, 

Sitting at rosy eventide, 

When, turning to the star, whose head 
Look’d out, as from a bridal bed, 

At that mute blushing hour,— she said, 

** Oh ! that it were my doom to be 
The Spirit of yon beauteous star, 

Dwelling up there in purity, 

Alone, as all such bright things are ; — 

My sole employ to pray and shine, 

To light my censer at the sun. 

And fling its fire towards the shrine 
: Of Him in Heaven, the Eternal One 
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So innocent the maid — so free 
From mortal taint in soul and frame, 

Wliom ’t was my crime — my destiny — 

To love, ay, burn for, with a flame, 

To which earth’s wildest fires are tame. 

Had you but seen her look, when first 
From my mad lips the avowal burst ; 

Not angry— no— the feeling had 
No touch of anger, but most sad — 

It was a sorrow, calm as deep, 

A mournfulness that could not weep, 

So fill’d the heart was to tlie brink. 

So fix’d and frozen there — to think 
That angel natures — even I, 

Whose love she clung to, as the tie 
Between her spirit and the sky — 

Should fall thus headlong from the height 
Of such pure glory into sin — 

The sin, of all, most sure to blight, — 

The sin, of all, that the soul’s light 
Is soonest lost, extinguish’d in ! 

That, though but frail and human, she 
Should, like the half-bird of the sea, 

Try with her wing sublimer air, 

While I, a creature born up there, 

Should meet her, in my fail from light, 

From heaven and peace, and turn her flight 
Downward again, with me to drink 
Of the salt tide of sin, and sink ! 

That very night — ^niy heart had grown 
Impatient of its inward burning ; 

The term, too, of my stay was flown, 

And the bright Watchers* near the throne 
Already, if a meteor shone 
Between them and this nether zone, 

Thought ’t was their herald’s wing returning:— 
Oft did the potent spell-word, given 
To envoys hither from the skies, 

To be pronounced, when back to heaven 
It is their hour or wish to rise, 

Come to my lips that fiital day ; 

And once, too, was so nearly spoken, 

That my spread plumage in the ray 
And breeze of heaven began to play — 

When my heart fail’d— the spell was broken — 
The word unfinished died away, 

And my check’d plumes, ready to soar. 

Fell slack and lifeless as before. 

How could I leave a world which she, 

Or lost or won, made all to me, 

Beyond home— glory— every thing t 
How fly, while yet there was a chance, 

A hope— ay, even of perishing 
Utterly by that fatal glance 7 
No matter where my wanderings were, 

So there she looked, moved, breathed about — 
Woe, rain, death, more sweet with her. 

Than all heaven’s proudest joys without! 

But, to return — that very ^ day . 

A feast was held, where, full of mirth, 

Came, crowding thick as flowers that play 


In summer winds, the young and gay 
And beautiful of this bright earth. 

And she was there, and ’mid the young 
And beautiful stood first, alone ; 

Though on her gentle brow still hung 
The shadow I that morn had thrown — 
The first that ever shame or woe' 

Had cast upon its vernal snow. 

My heart was madden’d — in the flush 
Of the wild revel I gave way 
To all that frantic mirth — that rush 
Of desperate gaiety, which they 
Who never felt how pain’s excess 
Can break out thus, think happiness — 

Sad mimicry of mirth and life, 

Whose flashes come but from the strife 
Of inward passions— like the light 
Struck out by clashing swords in fight. 

Then, too, that juice of earth, the bane 
And blessing of man’s heart and brain— 

That draught of sorcery, which brings 
Phantoms of fair, forbidden things — 

Whose drops, like those of rainbows, smile 
Upon the mists that circle man, 
Brightening not only earth, the while, 

But grasping heaven, too, in their span !— 
Then first the fatal wine-cup rain’d 
Its dews of darkness through my lips, 
Casting whate’er of light remain’d 
To my lost soul into eclipse, 

And filling it with such wild dreams, 

Such fantasies and wrong desires, 

As in the absence of heaven’s beams, 

Haunt us for ever — like wild fires 
That walk this earth, w'hen day retires. 

Now hear the rest— our banquet done, 

I sought her in the accustom’d bower, 
Where late we oft, when day was gone, 

And the world hush’d, had met alone, 

At the same silent moonlight hour. 

I found her — oh, so beautiful ! 

Why, why have hapless angels eyes 7 
Or why are there not flowers to cull, 

As fair as woman, in yon skies 7 
Still did her brow, as usual, turn 
To her loved star, which seem’d to bum 
Purer than ever on that night ; 

Wliile she, in looking grew more bright, 
As though that planet were an urn 
From which her eyes drank liquid light. 

There was a virtue in that scene, 

A spell of holiness around, 

Wliich would have— had my brain not been 
Thus poison’d, madden’d — held me bound, 
As though I stood on God’s own ground. 
Even as it was, with soul all flame, 

And lips that burn’d in their own sighs, 

I stood to gaze, with awe and shame — 

The memory of Eden came 
Full o’er me when I saw those eyes ; 

And though too well each glance of mine 
To the pale shrinking maiden proved 
How far, alas, from aught divine, 
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Aught worthy of so pure a shrine. 

Was the wild love with which I loved, 

Yet must she, too, have seen — oh yes, 

’T is soothing but to ^hik she saw — 

The deep, true, soul-felt tenderness, 

The homage of an angel’s ^we 
To her, a mortal, whom pure love 
Then pb/v>d above him — ^far above — 

And ail that struggle to repress 
A sinful spirit’s mad excess. 

Which work’d within me at that hour, 

When — with a voice, where Passion shed 
All the deep sadness of her power, 

Her melancholy power — 1 said, 

“ Then be it so — if back to heaven 
I must unloved, unpitied fly, 

Without one blest memorial given 
To sooth me in that lonely sky — 

One look like those the young and fond 
Give when they’re parting — ^which would be, 
Even in remembrance, far beyond 
All heaven hath left of bliss for me ! 

“ Oh, but to see that head recline 
A minute on this trembling arm. 

And those mild eyes look up to mine 
Without a dread, a thought of harm I 
To meet but once the thrilling touch 
Of lips that are too fond to fear me — 

Or, if that bodn be all too much, 

Even thus to bring their fragrance near me i 
Kay, shrink not so — a look — a word — 

Give them but kindly and I fly ; 

Already, see, my plumes have stirr’d, 

And tremble for their home on high. 

Thus be our parting — cheek to cheek — 

One minute’s lapse will be forgiven, 

And thou, the next, shalt hear me speak 
The spell that plumes my wing for heaven !” 

While thus I spoke, the fearful maid, 

Of me and of herself afraid, 

Had shrinking stood, like flowers beneath 
The scorching of the south wind’s breath ; 

But when I named — alas, too well 
I now recal, though wilder’d then, — 
Instantly, when I named the spell, 

Her brow, her eyes uprose again, 

And, with an eagerness that spoke 
The sudden light that o’er her broke, 

'** The spell, the spell 1— oh, speak it now, 

And I will bless thee I” she exclaim’d — 
Unknowing what I did, inflamed, 

And lost already, on her brow 
I stamp’d one burning kiss, and named 
The mystic word, till then ne’er told 
To living creature of earth’s mould ! 

Scarce was it said, when, quick as thought, 
Her lips from mine, like echo, caught 
The holy sound — ^her hands and eyes 
Were instant lifted to the skies, 

A.nd thrice to heaven she spoke it out, 

With that triumphant look Faith wears 
When not a cloud of fear or doubt, 

A vapour from this vale of tears 
Between her and her God appears I 


That very moment her whole frame 
All bright and glorified became, 

And at her back I saw unclose 
Two wings magnificent as those 
That sparkle round the eternal throne, 
Whose plumes, as buoyantly she rose 
Above me, in the moon-beam shone 
With a pure light, which— from its hue, 
Unknown upon this earth — I knew 
Was light from Eden, glistening through I 
Most holy vision '. ne’er before 
Did aught so radiant — since the day 
When Lucifer, in falling, bore 
The third of the bright stars away — * 

Rise, in earth’s beauty, to repair 
That loss of light and glory there ! 

But did I tamely view her flight ? 

Did not J, too, proclaim out thrice 
The powerful words that w’ere, that night, - 
Oh even for Heaven too much delight !— • 
Again to bring us eyes to eyes, 

And soul to soul in Paradise ? 

I did — I spoke it o’er and o’er — 

I pray’d, I wept, but all in vain ; 

For me the spell had power no more, 

There seem’d around me some dark chain, 
Which still, as I essay’d to soar, 

Baffled, alas ! each wild endeavour : 

Dead lay my wings, as they have lain 
Since that sad hour, and will remain — 

So wills the offended God — ^for ever ! 

It was to yonder star I traced 
Her journey up the illumined waste — 

That isle in the blue firmament, 

To which so oft her fancy went 
In wishes and in dreams before, 

And which was now — such, Purity, 

Thy blest reward — ordain’d to be 
Her home of light for evermore ! 

Once — or did I but fancy so ? — 

Even in her flight to that fair sphere, 

’Mid all her spirit’s new-felt glow, 

A pitying look she turn’d below 
On him who stood in darkness here ; 

Him whom, perhaps, if vain regret 
Can dwell in heaven, she pities yet; 

And oft, when looking to this dim. 

And distant world remembers him. 

But soon that passing dream was gone ; 
Farther and farther off she shone, 

Till lessen’d to a point as small 
As are those specks that yonder burn — 
Those vivid drops of light, that fall 
The last from day’s exhausted urn. 

And when at length she merged, afar. 

Into her own immortal star, 

And when at length my straining sight 
Had caught her wing’s last fading ray, 
That minute from my soul the light 
Of heaven and love both pass’d away; 
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And I forgot my home, my birth, 

Profaned my spirit, sunk my brow, 

And revell’d in gross joys of earth, 

Till I became — ^what I am now ! 

The Spirit bow’d his head in shame ; 

A shame that of itself would tell — 

Were there not even those breaks of flame. 
Celestial, through his clouded frame — 

How grand the height from which he fell ! 
That holy Shame wliich ne’er forgets 
What clear renown it used to wear ; 

Whose blush remains, when Virtue sets. 

To show her sunshine has been there. 

Once only, while the tale lie told, 

Were his eyes lifted to behold 
That happy stainless star, where she 
Dwelt in her bower of purity ! 

One minute did he look, and then—- 
As though he felt some deadly pain 
From its sweet light through heart and brain — 
Shrunk back, and never look’d again. 


Who was the Second Spirit ?•— he 
With the proud front and piercing glance— 
Who seem’d, when viewing heaven’s expanse, 
As though his far-sent eye could see 
On, on into the Immensity 
Behind the veils of that blue sky, 

Where God’s sublimest secrets lie ? — 

His wings the while, though day was gone, 
Flashing with many a various hue 
Of light they from themselves alone, 

Instinct with Eden’s brightness, drew— 

A breathing forth of beams at will, 

Of living beams, which, though no more 
They kept their early lustre, still 
Were such, when glittering out all o’er, 

As mortal eyelids winldd before. 

Twas Rubi — once among the prime 
And flower of those bright creatures, named 
Spirits of Knowledge,^ who o’er Time 
And Space and Thought an empire claim’d, 
Second alone to Him, whose light — 

Was, even to theirs, as day to night — 

’Twixt whom and them was distance far 
And wide, as would the journey be 
To reach from any island star 
The vague shores of infinity ! 

’T was Rubi, in whose mournful eye 
Slept the dim light of days gone by ; 

Whose voice, though sweet, fell on the ear 
like echoes in some silent place, 

When first awaked for many a year : 

And when he smiled— if o’er his face 
Smile ever shone — ^’t was like the grace 
Of moonlight rainbows, fair, but wan, 

The sunny life, the glory gone. , 

Even, o’er his pride,. though still the same, 

A softening shade from sorrow came ; , 

And though at times his spirit knew 


The kindlings of disdain and ire. 

Short was the fitful glare they threw — 
like the last flashes, fierce but few, 

Seen through some noble pile on fire ! 

Such was the Angel who now broke 
The silence that had come o’er all, 

When he, the Spirit that last spoke, 

Closed the sad history of his fall ; 

And, while a sacred lustre, flown 
For many a day, relum’d his cheek, 

And not those sky-tuned lips alone, 

But his eyes, brows, and tresses, roll’d 
Like sunset waves, all seem’d to speak— 
Thus liis eventful story told : 

SECOND ANGEL’S STORY. 

You both remember well the day 
When unto Eden’s new-made bowers, 

He, whom all living things obey, 

Summon’d his chief angelic powers, 

To witness the one wonder yet, 

Beyond man, angel, star, or sun, 

He must achieve, ere he could set 
His seal upon the world as done — 

To see that last perfection rise. 

That crowning of creation’s birth, 

When, ’mid the worship and surprise 
Of circling angels, Woman’s eyes 
First open’d upon heaven and earth ; 

And from their lids a thrill was sent, 

That through each living spirit went, 

Like first light through the firmament ! 

Can you forget how gradual stole 
The fresh awaken’d breath of soul 
Throughout her perfect iorm— which seem’d 
To grow transparent, as there beam’d 
That dawn of mind within, and caught 
New loveliness from each new thought ? 
Slow as o’er summer seas we trace 
The progress of the noon-tide air, 
Dimpling its bright and silent face 
Each minute into some new grace, 

And varying heaven’s reflections there— 
Or, like the light of evening, stealing 
O’er some fair temple, which all day 
Hath slept in shadow, slow revealing 
Its several beauties, ray by ray, 

Till it shines out, a thing to bless, 

All full of light and loveliness. 

Can you forget her blush, when round 
Through Eden’s lone enchanted ground 
She look’d — and at the sea— the skies — 

And heard the rush of many a wing, 

By God’s command then vanishing, 

And saw the last few angel eyes, 

Still lingering— mine among the rest, — 
Reluctant leaving scene so blest ? 

From that miraculous hour, the fate 
Of this new glorious Being dwelt 
For ever, with a spell-like weight. 

Upon my spirit— early, late, 

Wliate’er I did, or dream’d, or felt. 
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The thought of what might yet befall 
That splendid creature mixM with all. — 

Nor she alone, but her whole race 
Through ages yet to come — whate’er 
Of feminine, and fond, and fair, 

Should spring from that pure mind and face, 

All waked my soul’s intensest care : 

Their forms, souls, feelings, still to me 
God’s most disturbing mystery I 

It was my doom — even from the first, 

When summon’d with my cherub peers, 

To witness the young vernal burst 
Of nature through those blooming spheres, 
Those flowers of light, that sprung beneath 
The first touch of the Eternal’s breath — 

It was my doom still to be haunted 
By some new wonder, some sublime 
And matchless work, that, for the time, 

Held all my soul enchain’d, enchanted, 

And left me not a thought, a dream, 

A word, but on that only theme ! 

The wish to know — ^that endless thirst, ! 

Which even by quenching, is awaked, ’ 

And which becomes or bless’d or cursed, 

As is the fount whereat ’t is slaked — 

Still urged me onward, with desire 
Insatiate, to explore, inquire — 

\¥hate’er the wondrous things might be. 

That waked each new idolatry— 

Their cause, aim, source from whence they 
sprung, 

Their inmost powers, as though for me 
Existence on that knowledge hung. 

Oh what a vision w'ere the stars, 

When first I saw them burn on high, 

Rolling along like living cars 
Of light, for gods to journey by ! 

They were ray heart’s first passion — days 
And nights, unwearied, in their rays 
Have I hung floating, till each sense 
Seem’d full of their bright influence. 

Innocent joy ! alas, how much 
Of misery had I shunn’d below. 

Could I have still lived blest with such ; 

Nor, proud and restless, burn’d to know 
The knowledge that brings guilt and woe ! 

Often— so much I loved to trace 
The secrets of this starry race— 

Have I at morn and evening run 
Along the lines of radiance spun, 

Like webs, between them and the sun, 

Untwisting all the tangled ties 
Of light into tlicir different dyes — 

Then fleetly wing’d I off, in quest 
Of those, the farthest, loneliest, 

That watch, like winking sentinels. 

The void, beyond which Chaos dwells, 

And there, with noiseless plume, pursued 
Their track through that grand solitude, 

Asking intently all and each 
What soul within their radiance dwelt, 

And wishing their sweet light were speech. 

That they might tell me all they felt. 


Nay, oft so passionate my chase 
Of these resplendent heirs of space, 

Oft did I follow — ^lest a ray 
Should ’scape me in the farthest night— 

Some pilgrim Comet, on his way 
To visit distant shrines of light, 

And well remember how I sung 
Exulting out, when on my sight 
New worlds of stars, all fresh and young, 

As if just born of darkness, sprung I 

Such was my pure ambition then, 

My sinless transport, night and morn ; 

Ere this still newer world of men, 

And that most fair of stars was born, 

Which I, in fatal hour, saw rise 
Among the flowers of Paradise ! 

Thenceforth my nature all was changed. 

My heart, soul, senses turn’d below ; 

And he, who but so lately ranged 
Yon wonderful expanse, where glow 
Worlds upon worlds, yet found his mind 
Even in that luminous range confined, 

Now blest the humblest, meanest sod 
Of the dark earth where Woman trod ! 

In vain my former idols glisten’d 
From their far thrones ; in vain these ears 
To the once thrilling music listen’d, 

That hymn’d around my favourite spheres'- 
To earth, to earth each thought was given, 

That in this half-lost soul had birth ; 

Like some high mount, whose head ’s in heaven, 
While its whole shadow rests on earth ! 

Nor was it Love, even yet, that thrall’d 
My spirit in his burning ties ; 

And less, still less could it be call’d 
That grosser flame, round which Love flies 
Nearer and nearer, till he dies — 

No, it was wonder, such as thrill’d 
At all God’s works my dazzled sense ; 

The same rapt wonder, only fill’d 
With passion, more profound, intense,— 

A, vehement, but wandering fire, 

Which, though nor love, nor yet desire, 

Though through all w'omankind it took 
Its range, as vague as lightnings run, 

Yet wanted but a touch, a look, 

To fix it burning upon 0?}e. 

Then, too, the ever-restless zeal, 

The insatiate curiosity 
To know what shapes, so fair, must feel— 

To look, but once, beneath the sea! 

Of so much loveliness, and see 
What souls belong’d to those bright eyes-r- 
Whether, as sun-beams find their way 
Into tlie gem that hidden lies, 

Those looks could inward turn their ray, 

To make the soul as bright as they ! 

All this impelFd my anxious chase, 

And still the more I saw and knew 
Of Woman’s fond, weak, conquering race, 

The intenser still my wonder grew. 

I had beheld their First, their Eve, 

Born in that splendid Paradise, 
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Which God made solely to receive 
The first light of her waldng eyes. 

I had seen purest angels lean 
In worship o’er her from above ; 

And man — oh yes, had envying seen 
Proud man possess’d of all her love. 

I saw their happiness, so brief, 

So exquisite—her error, too. 

That easy trust, that prompt belief 
In what the warm heart wishes true ; 

That faith in words, when kindly said, 

By which the whole fond sex is led— 
Mingled with (what I durst not blame, 

For ’t is my own) that wish to knoWt 
Sad, fatal zeal, so sure of woe ; 

Which, though from Heaven all pure it came, 
Yet stain’d, misused, brought sin and shame 
On her, on me, on all below ! 

I had seen this ; had seen Man — arm’d 
As his soul is wath strength and sense — 

By her first words to ruin chaiiA’d ; 

His vaunted reason’s cold defence, 

Like an ice-barrier in the ray 
Of melting summer, smiled away ! 

Nay — stranger yet — spite of all this — 
Though by her counsels taught to err, 
Though driven from Paradise for her 
(And with her — that^ at least, was bliss,) 

Had 1 not heard him, ere he cross’d 
The threshold of lhat,earthly heaven, 
Which by her wildering smile he lost — 

So quickly was the wrong forgiven — 

Had I not heard him, as he press’d 
The frail fond trembler, to a breast 
Which she had, doom’d to sin and strife, 

Call her — think what — his Life! his Life !* 
Yes — such the love-taught name — the first 
That ruin’d Man to Woman gave, 

Even in his out-cast hour, when curst, 

By her fond witchery, with that worst 
And earliest boon of love — the grave ! 

She, who brought death into the world, 
There stood before him, with the light 
Of their lost Paradise still bright 
Upon those sunny locks, that curl’d 
Down her white shoulders to her feet — 

So beautiful in form, so sweet , 

In heart and voice, as to redeem 
The loss, the death of all things dear, 
Except, herself— and make . it seem 
Life, endless life, w,hile .she was near ! 

Could I help wondering at a creature, 
Enchanted round .with spells so strong— 
One, to, whose every thought, word, feature, 
In joy and woe, through right and wrong, 
Such sweet omnipotence Heaven gave, 

To bless or ruin, curse or save ? 

Nor did the marvel cease with her— 

New Eves in all her daughters came, 


I Ghavah, the name by which Adam called the woman 
©ftpr their trsnsgression, means “ Life.”— -See Note. 


As strong to charm, as weak to err, 

As sure of man through praise and blame, 
Whate’er they brought him, pride or shame, 
Their still unreasoning worshipper— 

And, wheresoe’er they smiled, the same 
Enchantresses of soul and frame, 

Into whose hands, from first to last, 

This world, with all its destinies, 

Devotedly by Heaven seems cast. 

To save or damn it as they please ! 

Oh, ’tis not to be told how long, 

How restlessly I sigh’d to find 
Some one, from out that shining throng, 

Some abstract of the form and mind 
Of the whole matchless sex, from which, 

In my own arms beheld, possess’d, 

I might learn all the powers to witch, 

To warm, and (if my fate unbless’d 
Woidd have it) ruin, of the rest! 

Into whose inward soul and sense 
I might descend, as doth the bee 
Into the flower’s deep heart, and thence 
Rifle, in all its purity, 

The prime, the quintessence, the whole 
Of wondrous Woman’s frame and soul ! 

At length, my burning wish, my prayer, — 

(For such — oh what will tongues not dare, 
When hearts go wrong? — this lip preferr’d)— 
At length my ominous prayer was heard— 

But whether heard in heaven or hell, 

Listen — and you will know too well. 

There was a maid, of all who move 
Like visions o’er this orb, most fit 
To be a bright young angel’s love, 

Herself so bright, so exquisite ! 

The pride, too, of her step, as light 
Along the unconscious earth she went, 
Seem’d that of one, born with a right 
To walk some heavenlier element, 

And tread in places where her feet 
A star at every step should meet. 

’T was not alone that loveliness 
By which the wilder’ d sense is caught— 

Of lips, whose very breath could bless— 

Of playful blushes, that seem’d nought 
But luminous escapes of thought — 

Of eyes that, when by anger stirr’d, 

Were fire itself^ but, at a word 
Of tenderness, all soft became 
As though they could, like the sun’s bird, 
Dissolve away in their own flame — 

Of form, as pliant as the shoots 
Of a young tree, in vernal flower; 

Yet round and glowing as the fruits 
That drop from it in summer’s hour — 

’T was not alone this loveliness 
That falls to loveliest woman’s share, 

Though, even here, her fonn could spare 
From its own beauty’s rich excess 
Enough to make all others lair — 

But ’t was the Mind, sparkling about 
Through her whole frame— die soul, brougln oia; 
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To light each charm, yet independent 
Of what it lighted, as the sun, 

That shines on flowers, would be resplendent 
Were there no flovirers to shine upon — 

'T was this, all this, in one combined. 

The unnumber’d looks and arts that form 
The glory of young woman-kind 
Taken in their first fusion, warm. 

Ere time had cliill’d a single charm, 

And stamp’d with such a seal of Mind, 

As gave to beauties, that might be 
Too sensual else, too unrefined, 

The impress of divinity ! 

’T was this — a union, which the hand 
Of Nature kept for her alone, 

Of every thing most playful, bland, 
Voluptuous, spiritual, grand, 

In angel-natures and her oWn— 

Oh this it was that drew me nigh 
One, who seem’d Idn to Heaven as I, 

My bright twin sister of the sky— ■ 

One, in whose love, I felt, were given 
The mixed delights of either sphere. 

All that the spirit seeks in heaven. 

And all the senses bum for here ! 

Had we — ^but hold — ^hear every part 
Of our sad tale— spite of the pain 
Remembrance gives, when the fixed dart 
Is stirr’d thus in the wound again — 

Hear every step, so full of bliss. 

And yet so ruinous, that led 
Down to the last dark precipice. 

Where perish’d both— the fall’n, the dead ! 

From the first hour she caught my sight, 

I never left her-rday and night 
Hovering unseen around her tvay, 

And ’mid her loneliest musings near, 

I soon could track each thought that lay, 
Gleaming within her heart, as clear 
As pebbles within brooks appear ; 

And there, among the countless things 
That keep young hearts for ever glowing, 
Vague wishes, fond imaginings, 
liOve-drearas, as yet no object knowing— 
light, winged hopes, that come when bid, 
And rainbow joys that end in weeping. 

And passions, among pure thoughts hid, 
like serpents under flo w’rets sleeping— 
*Mong all these feelings— felt where’er 
Young hearts are beating — I saw there 
Proud thoughts, aspirings high — ^beyond 
Whate’er yet dwelt in soul so fond— 

Glimpses of glory, far away 
Into the bright vague future given. 

And fancies, free and grand, whose play 
Like that of eaglets, is near heaven i 
With this, too — ^what a soul and heart 
To fall beneath the tempter’s art ! — 

A zeal for knowledge, such as ne’er 
Enshrined itself in form so fair, 

Since that first fatal hour, when Eve, 

Widi every fruit of Eden bless’d, 

Save only one, rather than leave 
That one unknown, lost all the rest 


It was in dreams that first I stole 
With gentle mastery o’er her mind— 

In that rich twilight of the soul. 

When Reason’s beam, half hid behind 
The clouds of sense, obscurely gilds 
Each shadowy shape that Fancy builds— 
’Twas then, by that soft light, I brought 

Vague, glimmering visions to her view 

Catches of radiance, lost when caught, 

Bright labyrinths, that led to nought, 

And vistas with a void seen through — 
Dwellings of bliss, that opening shone, 

Then closed, dissolved, and left no trace— 
All that, in short, could tempt Hope on, 

But give her wing no resting-place ; 

Myself the while, with brow, as yet, 

Pure as the young moon’s coronet, 

Through every dream still in her sight, 

The enchanter of each mocking scene, 

Who gave the hope, then brought the blight, 
Who said “ Behold yon world of light,” 

Then sudden dropp’d a veil between ! 

At length, when I perceived each thought, 
Waking or sleeping, fix’d on nought 
But these illusive scenes, and me, 

The phantom, who thus came and went, 

In half revealments, only meant 
To madden curiosity— 

When by such various arts I found 
Her fancy to its utmost wound, 

One night — t’ was in a holy spot, 

Which she for prayer had chosen— a grot 
Of purest marble, built below 
Her garden beds, through which a glow 
From lamps invisible then stole, 

Brightly pervading all the place — 

Like that mysterious light, the soul, 

Itself unseen, sheds through the face— 
There, at her altar while she knelt. 

And all that woman ever felt, 

When God and man both claim’d her sighs— 
Every warm thought that ever dwelt, 

Like summer clouds, twixt earth and skies, 
Too pure to fall, too gross to rise, 

Spoke in her gestures, tones, and eyes, 

Thus, by the tender light, which lay 

Dissolving round, as if its ray 

Was breathed from her, I heard her say 

“ Oh, idol of my dreams I whate’er 
Thy nature be — human, divine, 

Or but half heavenly— still too fair. 

Too heavenly to be ever mine ! 

“Wonderful Spirit, who dost make 
Slumber so lovely that it seems 
No longer life to live awake, 

Since heaven itself descends in dreams. 

“ Why do I ever lose thee ?— why— 

When on thy realms and thee I gaze— 

Still drops that veil, which I could die, 

Oh gladly, but one hour to raise ? 

“ Long ere such miracles as thou 

And thine came o’er my thoughts, a thir®l 
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For ligM was in this soul, which now 
Thy ioolis have into passion nursed. 

** There ’s nothing bright above, below, 

In sky — earth — ocean, that this breast 
Doth not intenselj ourn to know, 

And thee, thee, thee, o’er all the rest I 

“ Then come, oh Spirit, from behind 
The curtains of thy radiant home, 
Whether thou wouldst as God be shrined, 
Or loved and clasp’d as mortal, come ! 

“ Bring all thy dazzling %vonders here, 

That I may waking know and see— 

Or waft me hence to thy own sphere, 

Thy heaven or— ay, even that with thee I 

“ Demon or God, who hold’st the book 
Of knowledge spread beneath thine eye, 
Give me, with thee, but one bright look 
Into its leaves, and let me die ! 


“ By that most precious hair, between 
Whose golden clusters the sweet wind 
Of Paradise so late hath been, 

And left its fragrant soul behind ! 


“ I do implore thee, oh most bright 
And worshipp’d Spirit, shine but o’er 
My waking wondering eyes this night, 

This one bless’d night— I ask no more P 

Exhausted, breathless, as she said 
These burning words, her lahguid head 
Upon the altar’s steps she cast, 

As if that brain-throb were its last — 

Till, startled by the breathing, nigh. 

Of lips, that echoed back her sigh, 

Sudden her brow again she raised, 

And there, just lighted on the shrine, 
Beheld me — ^not as I had blazed 
Around her, full of light divine, 

In her late dreams, hut soften’d down 
Into more mortal grace — my crown 
Of flowers, too radiant for this world, 

Left hanging on yon starry steep ; 

My wings shut up, like banners furl’d, 

When Peace hath put their pomp to sleep ; 
Or like autumnal clouds, that keep 
Their lightnings slieathed, ratlier than mar 
The dawning hour of some young star — 
And nothing left but wdiat beseem’d 
The accessible, though glorious mate 
Of mortal woman — ^whose eyes beam’d 
Back upon her’s, as passionate : 

Whose ready heart brought flame for flame, 
Whose ain, whose madness was the same, 


And whose soul lost, in that one hour, 

For her and for her love— oh more 
Of Heaven’s light than even tUt: power 
Of Heaven itself could now restore I 

And yet the hour ! 

The Spirit here 
Stopped in his utterance, as if words 
Gave way beneath the wild career 
Of his then rushing thoughts — bke chords, 
Midway in some enthusiast’s song. 

Breaking beneath a touch too strong* *- 
While the clench’d hand upon the brow 
Told how remembrance throbb’d there now ! 
But soon ’t was o’er— that casual blaze 
From the sunk fire of other days, 

That relic of the flame, whose burning 
Had been too fierce to be relumed, 

Soon pass’d away, and the youth, turning 
To his bright listeners, thus resumed 

Days, months elapsed, and, though what most 
On earth I sigh’d for was mine, all, — 

Yet — ^was I happy ? God, thou know’st 
Howe’er they smile, and feign, and boast, 

What happiness is theirs, who fall ! 

’T was bitterest anguish — made more keen 
Even by the love, the bliss, between 
Whose throbs it came, like gleams of hell 
In agonizing cross-light given 
Athwart the glimpses they who dwell ' 

In purgatory catch of heaven I 
The only feeling that to me 
Seem’d joy, or rather my sole rest 
From aching misery, was to see 
My young, proud, blooming Lilis bless’d 
She, the fair fountain of all ill 
To my lost soul — whom yet its thirst 
Fervidly panted after still, 

And found the charm fresh as at first 1 — 

To see her happy — to reflect 
Whatever beams still round me play’d 
Of former pride, Of glory wreck’d, 

On her, my Moon, whose light I made, 

And whose soul worshipp’d even my shade-— 
This was, I o%vn, enjoyment — ^this 
My sole, last lingering glimpse of bliss. 

And proud she was, bright creature ! — ^proud, 
Beyond what even most queenly stirs 
In woman’s heart, nor would have bow’d 
That beautiful young brow of hers 
To aught beneath the First above, 

So high she deem’d her Cherub’s love ! 

Then, too, that passion, hourly growing 
Stronger and stronger— to which even 
Her love, at times, gave way— of knowing 
Every thing strange in earth and heaven ; 

Not only what God loves to show, 

But all that He hath seal’d below 
In darkness for man not to know— 

Even this desire, alas, ill-starr’d 
And fatal as it was, I sought 
To feed each minute, and unbarr’d 
Such realms of wonder on her thoughts 


By those ethereal wings, whose way 
Lies through an element, so fraught 
With floating Mind, that, as they play, 
Their every movement is a thought ! 


“ By those impassion’d eyes, that melt 
Their light into the inmost heart, 
like sunset in the waters, felt 
As molten fire through every part, — 


m 


MOORE’S WORKS. 


As ne’er till then, had let their light 
Escape on any mortal’s sight! 

In the deep earth — beneath the sea — 

Through caves of fire — ^through wilds of air — 
Wherever sleeping Mystery 

Had spread her curtain, we were there — 

Love still beside us, as we went, 

At home in each new element, 

And sure of worship every where ! 

Then first was Nature taught to lay 
The wealth of all her kingdoms down 
At woman’s worshipp’d feet, and say, 

“ Bright creature, this is all thine own !’* 

Then first were diamonds caught — ^like eyes 
Shining in darkness— by surprise. 

And made to light the conquering way 
Of proud young Beauty wnth their ray. 

Then, too, the pearl from out its shell. 

Unsightly in the sunless sea 
(As ’t were a spirit forced to dwell 
In form unlovely,) was set free, 

And round the neck of woman threw 
A light it lent and borrow’d too. 

For never did this maid— whate’er 
The ambition of the hour — ^forget 
Her sex’s pride in being fair. 

Nor that adornment, tasteful, rare, 

Which makes the mighty magnet, set 
In Woman’s form, more mighty yet. 

Nor was- there aught within the range 
Of my swift wing in sea or air, 

Of beautiful, or grand, or strange, 

That, quickly as her wish could change, 

I did not seek with such fond care, 

That when I ’ve seen her look above , 

At some bright star admiringly, 

I ’ve said, “ nay, look not there, my love, 

Alas, I cannot give it thee !” 

But not alone the wonders found 
Through Nature’s realm — the unveil’d, material, 
Visible glories that hang round, 

Like lights, through her enchanted ground— 

But whatsoe’er unseen, ethereal, 

Dwells far away from human sense, 

Wrapp’d in its own intelligence— 

The mystery of that Fountain-head, 

From which all vital spirit runs, 

All breath of life where’er ’t is shed, 

Through men or angels, flowers or suns— 

The workings of the Almighty Mind, 

When first o’er Chaos he design’d 
The outlines of this world; and through 
That spread of darkness — like the bow, 

Call’d out of rain-clouds, hue by hue — 

Saw the grand gradual picture grow !— 

The covenant with human kind 
Which God has made — ^the chains of Fate 
He round himself and them hath twined, 

Till his high task he consummate— 

Till good from evil, love from hate, 

Shall be work’d out through sin and pain, 

And Fate shall loose her iron chain, . 

And all be free, be bright again ! 


Such were the deep-drawn mysteries, 

And some, perhaps, even more profound, 
More wildering to the mind than these, 
Which— far as woman’s thought could sound. 
Or a fallen outlaw’d spirit reach — 

She dared to learn, and I to teach. 

Till — fill’d with such unearthly lore, 

And mingling the pure light it brings 
With much that Fancy had, before, 

Shed in false tinted glimmerings — ■ 

The enthusiast girl spoke out, as one, 

Inspired, among her own dark race, 

Who from their altars, in the sun 
Left standing half adorn’d, would run 
To gaze upon her holier face. 

And, though but wild the things she spoke. 

Yet ’mid that play of error’s smoke 
Into fair shapes by fancy curl’d, 

Some gleams of pure religion broke — 

Glimpses that have not yet awoke, 

But startled the still dreaming world ! 

Oh ! many a truth, remote, sublime, 

Which God wmuld from the minds of men 
Have kept conceal’d, till his own time, 

Stole out in these revealments then— 
Revealments dim, that have fore-mn, 

By ages, the bright, Saving One !‘ 

Like that imperfect dawn, or light 
Escaping from the Zodiac’s signs, 

"Which makes the doubtful East half bright 
Before the real morning shines I 

Thus did some moons of bliss go by — 

Of bliss to her, who saw but love 
And knowledge throughout earth and sky 5 
To whose enamour’d soul and eye, 

I seem’d, as is the sun on high, 

The light of all below, above, 

The spirit of sea, land, and air, 

Whose influence, felt every where, 

Spread from its centre, her own heart, 

Even to the world’^ extremest part — 

While through that world her reinless mind 
Had now career’d so fast and far, 

That earth itself seem’d left behind, 

And her proud fancy unconfined, 

Already saw heaven’s gates a-jar ! 

Happy enthusiast ! still, oh still, 

Spite of my own heart’s mortal chill, 

Spite of that double-fronted sorrow, 

Which looks at once before and back, 
Beholds the yesterday, the morrow, 

And sees both comfortless, both black— 
Spite of all this, I could have stiU 
In her delight forgot ail ill ; 

Or, if pain 'toGwZd not be forgot, 

At least have borne and murmur’d not. 

When thoughts of an offended Heaven, 

Of sinfulness, which I — even I, 


1 It is the opinion of some of the Fathers, tlnit the know^ 
ledge which the heathens possessed of the Providence of 
God, a future state, and other sublime doctrines of Chris- 
tianity, was derived from the premature revelations of these 
fallen angels to the women of earth. — See Note 
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While down its steep most headlong driven, — 
Well knew could never be forgiven, 

Came o’er me with an agony 
Beyond all reach of mortal woe, — 

A torture kept for those who know, 

Know every thing, and, worst of all, 

Know and love virtue while they fall ! — 

Even then her presence had the power 
To sooth, to warm, — nay, even to bless — 

If ever bliss could graft its flower 
On stem so full of bitterness — 

Even then her glorious smile to me 
Brought warmth and radiance, if not balm, 
Like moonlight on a troubled sea, 

Brightening the stonn it cannot calm. 

Oft, too, when that disheartening fear, 

Which all who love beneath the sky 
Feel, when they gaze on what is dear — 

The dreadful thought that it must die ! 

That desolating thought, which comes 
Into meifs happiest hours and homes ; 

Whose melancholy boding flings 
Death’s shadow o’er the brightest things, 
Sicklies the infant’s bloom, and spreads 
The grave beneath young lovers’ heads ! 

This fear, so sad to all — to me 
Most full of sadness, from the thought 
That I must still live on, when she 
W'ould, like the snow that on the sea 
Fell yesterday, in vain be sought — 

That Heaven to me the final seal 
Of all earth’s sorrow would deny, 

And I eternally must feel 
The death-pang, without power to die ! 

Even this, her fond endearments— fond 
As ever twisted the sweet bond 
’Twixt heart and heart— could charm away : 
Before her look no clouds would stay, 

Or, if they did, their gloom was gone, 

Their darkness put a glory on ! 

There seem’d a freshness in her breath, 
Beyond the reach, the power of death ! 

And then, her voice — oh, who could doubt 
That ’t would for ever thus breathe out 
A music, like the harmony 
Of the tuned orbs, too sweet to die ! 

While in her lip’s awakening touch 
There thrill’d a life ambrosial — such 
As mantles in the fruit steep’d through 
With Eden’s most delicious dew^ — 

Till I could almost think, though known 
And loved as human, they had grown 
By bliss, celestial as my own 1 
But ’t is not, ’t is not for the wrong, 

The guilty, to be happy long ; 

And she, too, now, had sunk within 
The shadow of a tempter’s Bin- 
Shadow of death, whose, withering frown 
Kills whatsoe’er it Iights.,upon— : 

Too deep for even her soul to shun 
The desolation it ■ brings down ! 
listen, and if a tear there be 
Left in your hearts, weep it for me 

*T was on the evening of a day, 

WMch we in love had dream’d away ; 

2'Q. ■ 


In that same garden, where, beneath 
The silent earth, stripp’d of my wreath, 

And furling up those wings, whose light 
For mortal gaze were else too bright, 

I first had stood before her sight ; 

And found myseljf^oh, ecstasy. 

Which even in pain I ne’er forget— 
Worshipp’d as only God should be, 

And loved as never man was yet ! 

In that same garden we were now, 
Thoughtfully side by side reclining, 

Her eyes turn’d upward, and her brow 
With its own silent fancies shining. 

It was an evening bright and still 
As ever blush’d on wave or bower, 

Smiling from Heaven, as if nought ill 
Could happen in so sweet an hour. 

Yet, I remember, both grew sad 
In looking at that light — even she, 

Of heart so fresh, and brow so glad, 

Felt the mute hour’s solemnity, 

And thought she saw, in that repose, 

The death-hour not alone of light, 

But of this whole fair world— the close 
Of all things beautiful and bright — 

The last grand sun-set, in whose ray 
Nature herself die.d calm away ! 

At length, as if some thought, awaldng 
Suddenly, sprung within her breast — 

Like a young bird, when day-light breaking 
Startles him from his dreamy nest — 

She turn’d upon me her dark eyes, 

Dilated into that full shape 
They took in joy, reproach, surprise, 

As if to let more soul escape, 

And, playfully as on my head 

Her white hand rested, smiled and said 

** I had, last night, a dream of thee. 
Resembling those divine ones, given, 

Like preludes to sweet minstrelsy, 

Before thou earnest, thyself, from heaven. 

The same rich wreath was on thy brow, 
Dazzling as if of star-light made ; 

And these wings, lying darkly now, 

Like meteors round thee flash’d and play’d. 

AH bright as in those happy dreams 
Thou stood’st, a creature to adore 
No less than love, breathing out beams, 

As flowers do fragrance, at each pore ! 

Sudden I felt thee draw me near 
To thy pure heart, where, fondly placed, 

I seem’d within the atmosphere 
Gf that exhaling light embraced ; 

And, as thou held’st me there, the flame 
Pass’d from thy heavenly soul to mine, 
Till— oh, too blissful— I became, 
like thee, all spirit, all divine. 

Say, why did dream so bright come o’er me, 
If, now I wake, ’t is faded, gone t 
When will my Cherub shine before me 
Thus radiant, as in heaven he shone ? 
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“ Wlieii shall I, waking, be allow’d 
To gaze upon those perfect charms. 

And hold thee thus, without a cloud, 

A chill of earth, within my arms ? 

Oh what a pride to say — ^this, this 
Is my own Angel — all divine, 

And pure, and dazzling as he is. 

And fresh from heaven, he ’s mine, he ’s mine ! 

** Think’st thou, were Lilis in thy place, 

A creature of yon lofty skies. 

She would have hid one single grace, 

One glory from her lover’s eyes ? 

** No, no — ^then, if thou lov’st like me. 

Shine out, young Spirit, in the blaze 
Of thy most proud divinity. 

Nor think thou’lt wound this mortal gaze. 

Too long have I look’d doating on 
Those ardent eyes, intense even thus — 

Too near the stars themselves have gone, 

To fear aught grand or luminous. 

** Then doubt me not — oh, who can say 
But that this dream may yet come true, 

And my blest spirit drink thy ray 
Till it becomes all heavenly too 7 

“ Let me this once but feel the flame 
Of those spread %vings, the very pride 
Will change my nature, and this frame 
By the mere touch be deified I” 

Thus spoke the maid, as one,, not used 
To be by man or God refused — 

As one, who felt her influence o’er 
All creatures, whatsoe’er they were, 

And, though to heaven she could not soar, 

At least would bring down heaven to her ! 

Little did she, alas, or I — 

Even I, whose soul, but half-way yet 
Immerged in sin’s obscurity, 

Was as the planet where we lie, 

O’er half whose disk the sun is set — 

Little did we foresee the fate, 

The dreadful — ^how can it be told? 

Oh God ! such anguish to relate 
Is o’er again to feel, behold ! 

But, charged as ’t is, my heart must speak 
Its sorrow out, or it will break I 

Some dark misgivings hadj 1 own. 

Pass’d for a moment through ray breast— 
Fears of some danger, vague, unknown, 

To one, or both — something tmbless’d 
To happen from this proud request. 

Bat soon these boding fancies fled ; 

Nor saw I ought that could forbid 
My full revealment, save the dread 
Of that first dazzle, that unhid 
And bursting glory on a lid 
Untried in heaven — and even this glare 
She might, by love’s own nursing care, 

Be, like young eagles, taught to bear. 

For well I knew the lustre shed 

From my rich wings, when proudliest spread, 


Was, in its nature, lambent, pure, 

And innocent as is the light 
The glow-worm hangs out to allure 
Her mate to her green bower at night. 

Ofl had I, in the mid-air, swept 
Through clouds in which the lightning slept, 

As in his lair, ready to spring, 

Yet waked him not — ^though from my wing 
A thousand sparks fell glittering ! 

Oft too when round me from above 
The feather’d snow (which, for its whiteness® 
In my pure days I used to love) 

Fell like the moultings of Heaven’s Dove, — 

So harmless, though so full of brightness, 
Was my brow’s wreath, that it would shake 
From off its flowers each downy flake 
As delicate, unmelted, fair, 

And cool as they had fallen there ! 

Nay even with Lilis — ^had I not 
Around her sleep in splendour come — 

Hung o’er each beauty, nor forgot 
To print my radiant lips on some ? 

And yet, at morn, from that repose, 

Had she not waked, unscathed and blight,. 

As doth the pure, unconscious rose, 

Though by the fire-fly kiss’d all night? 

Even when the rays I scatter’d stole 
Intensest to her dreaming soul, 

No thrill disturb’d the insensate frame! — 

So subtle, so refined that flame, 

Which, rapidly as lightnings melt 
The blade within the unharm’d sheath, 

Can, by the outward form unfelt, 

Reach and dissolve the soul beneath ! 

Thus having (as, alas, deceived 
By my sin’s blindness, I believed) 

No cause for dread, and those black eyes 
There fix’d upon me, eagerly 
As if the unlocking of the skies 
Then waited but a sign from me— 

How was I to refuse ? how say 
One word that in her heart could stir 
A fear, a doubt, but that each ray 
I brought from heaven belong’d to her 7 
Slow from her side I rose, while she 
Stood up, too, mutely, tremblingly, 

But not with fear — all hope, desire, 

She waited for the awful boon. 

Like priestesses, with eyes of fire 
Watching the rise of the full moon, 

Whose beams— they know, yet cannot shun— 
Will madden them when look’d upon ! 

Of all my glories, the bright crown, 

Which, wlien I last from heaven came down, 

I left — see, where those clouds afar 
Sail through the west— there hangs it yet. 
Shining remote, more like a star 
Than a fallen angel’s coronet— 

Of all my glories, this alone 
Was wanting — ^but the illumined brow. 

The curls, like tendrils that had grown 
Out of the sun — the eyes, that now 
Had love’s light added to their own. 

And shed a blaze, before unknown 
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Even to themselves— the unfolded wings, 

From which, as from two radiant springs, 

Sparkles fell fast around, like spray— 

All I could bring of heaven’s array. 

Of that rich panoply of charms 
A cherub moves in, on the day 
Of his best pomp, I now put on ; 

And, proud that in her eyes I shone 
Thus glorious, glided to her arms, 

Which still (though at a sight so splendid 
Her dazzled brow had instantly 
Sunk on her breast) were wide extended 
To clasp the form she durst not see ! 

Great God ! how ccmld thy vengeance light 
So bitterly on one so bright ? 

How could the hand, that gave such charms, 

Blast them again, in love’s own arms ? ^ 

Scarce had I touch’d her shrinking frame, 

When — oh most horrible ! — I felt 
That every spark of that pure flame— 

Pure, while among the stars I dwelt— 

Was now by my transgression turn’d 
Into gross, earthly fire, which burn’d, 

Burn’d all it touch’d, as fast as eye 
Could follow the fierce ravening flashes, 

Till there— oh God ! I still ask why 
Such doom was hers? — I saw her lie 
Blackening within my arms to ashes ! 

Those cheeks, a glory but to see — 

Those lips, whose touch was what the first 
Fresh cup of immortality 
Is to a new-made angel’s thirst ! 

Those arras, within whose gentle round, 

My heart’s horizon, the whole bound 
Of its hope, prospect, heaven was fouhd i 
Which, even in tjiis dread moment, fond 
As when they first were round me cast, 

Loosed not in death the fatal bond. 

But, burning, held me to the last— 

That hair, from under whose dark veil, 

The snowy neck, like a white sail 
At moonlight seen ’twixt wave and wave, 

Shone out by gleams — that hair, to save 
But one of whose long glossy wreaths, 

I could have died ten thousand deaths ! — 

All, all, that seem’d, one minute since, 

So full of love’s own redolence, 

Now, parch’d and black, before me lay, 

Withering in agony away ; 

An d mine, oh misery ! mine the flame, 

From which this desolation came— 

And I the fiend, whose foul caress 
Had blasted all that loveliness ! 

’T was madd’ning, ’t was— but hear even worse— i 
Had death, death, only, been the curse 
I brought upon her— had the doom 
But ended here, when her young bloom 
Lay in the dust, and did the spirit 
No part of that fell curse inherit, 

’T were not so dreadful— but, come near— 

Too shocking ’t is for earth to hear— 
lust when her eyes, in fading, took 
Their last, keen, agonized farewell, 


And look’d in mine with— oh, that look I 
Avenging Power, whate’er the hell 
Thou may’st to human souls assign, 

The memory of that look is mine I — 

In her last struggle, on my brow 
Her ashy lips a kiss impress’d, 

So withering ! — I feel it now — 

’T was fire— but fire, even more unbless’d 
Than was my own, and like that flame, 

*rhe angels shudder but to name, 

Hell’s everlasting element ! 

Deep, deep it pierc’d into my brain, 
Madd’ning and torturing as it went, 

Aaid here — see here, the mark, the stain 
It left upon my front— burnt in 
By that last kiss of love and sin— 

A brand, which even the wreathed pride 
Of these bright curls, still forced aside 
By its foul contact, cannot hide 1 

But is it thus, dread Providence — 

Can it, indeed, be thus, that she, 

Who, but for one proud, fond offence, 

Had honour’d Heaven itself, should b« 

Now doom’d — ^I cannot speak it — ^no, 

Merciful God ! it is not so — 

Never could lips divine have said 
The fiat of a fate so dread. 

And yet, that look — that look, so fraught 
With more than anguish, with despair— 
That newj fierce fire, resembling nought 
In heaven or earth — this scorch I bear I— 
Oh, — ^for the first time that these knees 
Have bent before thee since my fall, 

Great Power, if ever thy decrees 
Thou couldst for prayer like mine recal. 
Pardon that spirit, and on me, 

On me, who taught her pride to err* 

Shed out each drop of agony 
Thy burning phial keeps for her J 
See, too, where low beside me kneel 
Two other outcasts, who, though gone 
And lost themselvesi, yet dare to feel 
And pray for that poor mortal one, 

Alas, too well, too well they know 
The pain, the penitence, the woe 
That Passion brings down on the best, 

The wisest and the loveliest.— 

Oh, who is to be saved, if such 
Bright erring souls are not forgiven ? 

So loth they wander, and so much 
Their very wanderings lean tow’rds heaven! 
Again I cry, Just God, transfer 
That creature’s sufferings all to me — 

Mine, mine the guilt, the torment 
To save one minute’s pain to her, 

Let mine last all eternity ! 


He paused, and to the earth bent down 
IBs throbbing head ; while they, who felt 
That agony as ’t were their own, 

Those angel youths, beside him knelt. 
And, in the night’s still silence there, 

While mournfully each wandering air 
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Play’d in those plumes, that never more 
To their lost home in heaven must soar, 
Breath’d inwardly the voiceless prayer, 
Unheard by all but Mercy’s ear — 

And which if Mercy did, not hear, 

Oh, God would not be what this bright 
And glorious universe of his, 

This world of beauty, goodness, light, 

And endless love, proclaims He is ! 

Not long they knelt, when, from a wood 
That crown’d that airy solitude, 

They heard a low, uncertain sound. 

As from a lute, that just had found 
Some happy theme, and murmur’d round 
The new-born fiincy — with fond tone. 

Like that of ring-dove o’er her brood — 
Scarce thinldng aught so sweet its own ! 

Till soon a voice that match’d as well 
That gentle instrument, as suits 
The sea-air to an ocean-shell 
(So kin its spirit to the lute’s,) 

Tremblingly follow’d the soft strain, 
Interpreting its joy, its pain. 

And lending the light wings of words 
To many a thought that else had lain 
Unfledged and mute among the chords. 

All started at the sound-— but chief 
The third young Angel, in whose face, 
Though faded like the others, grief 
Had left a gentler, holier, trace ; 

As if, even yet, through pain and iU, 

Hope had not quit him— as if still 
Her precious pearl in sorrow’s cup, 
Unmelted at the bottom lay, 

To shine again, when, all drunk up. 

The bitterness should pass away* 

Chiefly did he, though in his eyes 
There shone more pleasure than surprise, 
Turn to the wood, from whence that sound 
Of solitary sweetness broke, 

Then, listening, look delighted round 
To his bright peers, while thus it spoke - 

“ Come, pray with me, my seraph love, 

My angel-lord, come pray with me ; 

In vain to-night my lip hath strove 
To send one holy prayer above — 

The knee may bend, the lip may move, 

But pray I cannot without thee ! 

“ I ’ve fed the altar in my bower 
With droppings from the incense-tree ; 

I ’ve shelter’d it from wind and shower, 

But dim it burns the livelong hour. 

As if, like me, it had no power 
Of life, or lustre, without thee ! 

“ A boat at midnight sent alone 
To drift upon the moonless sea, 

A lute, whose leading chord is gone, 

A wounded bird, that hath but one 
Imperfect wing to soar upon,. 

Are like what I am without thee I 

“Then ne’er, my spirit-love, divide, 

In life or death, thyself from me ; 


But when again, in sunny pride. 

Thou walk’st through Eden , let me glide, 

A prostrate shadow, by thy side' — 

Oh, happier thus than without thee !” 

The song had ceased, when from the wood — 
Where curving down that airy height, 

It reach’d the spot on which they stood— 

There suddenly shone out a light 
From a clear lamp, which, as it blazed 
Across the brow of one who raised 
The flame aloft (as if to throw 
Its light upon that group below,) 

Display’d two eyes, sparkling between 
The dusky leaves, such as are seen 
By fancy only, in those faces, 

That haunt a poet’s walk at even. 

Looking from out their leafy places 
Upon his dreams of love and heaven. 

’T was but a moment — the blush, brought 
O’er all her features at the thought 
Of being seen thus late, alone, 

By any but the eyes she sought, 

Had scarcely fbr an instant shone 
Through the dark leaves when she was gone'— 
Gone, like a meteor that o’erhead 
Suddenly shines, and, ere we’ve said, 

“ Look, look, how beautiful I” — ’t is fled. 

Yet, ere she went, the words, “ I come, 

I come, my Nama,” reach’d her ear, 

In that kind voice, familiar, dear, 

Wliich tells of confidence, of home,— - 
Of habit, that hath drawn hearts near, 

Till they grow one — of faith sincere. 

And all that Love most loves to hear ! 

A music, breathing of the past, 

The present, and the time to be, 

Where Hope and Memory, to the last, 

Lengthen out life’s true harmony ! 

Nor long did he, whom call so kind 
Summon’d away, remain behind ; 

Nor did there need much time to tell 
What they— alas, more fallen than he 
'From happiness and heaven— knew well, 

His gentler love’s short history ! 

Thus did it run— not as he told 
The tale himself, but as ’t is graved 
Upon the tablets that, of old, 

By Cham were from the deluge saved. 

All written over with sublime 
And saddening legends of the unblest 
But glorious spirits of that time, 

And this young Angel’s ’mong the rest. 

THIRD ANGEL’S STORY. ' 

Among the Spirits, of pure flame, 

That round the Almighty Throne abide — 
Circles of light, that from the same 
Eternal centre sweeping wide, 

Carry its beams on every side 
(like spheres of air that waft around 
The undulations of rich sound,) 
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Till the far-circling radiance be 
Diffused into infinity ! 

First and immediate near the Throne, 

As if peculiarly God’s own, 

The Seraphs’ stand — —this burning sign 
Traced on their banner, “ Love Divine 1” 
Their rank, their honours, far above 
Even to those high-brow’d Cherubs given. 
Though knowing all — so much doth Love 
Transcend all knowledge, even in heaven ! 
’Mong these was Zaraph once — and none 
E’er felt affection’s holy fire, 

Or yearn’d towards the Eternal One, 

With half such longing, deep desire. 

Love was to his impassion’d soul 
Not, as with others, a mere part 
Of its existence, but the whole — 

The very life-breath of his heart ! 

Often, when from the Almighty brow 
A lustre came too bright to bear, 

And all the seraph ranks would bow 
Their heads beneath their wings, nor dare 
To look upon the effulgence there — 

This Spirit’s eyes would court the blaze 
(Such pride he in adoring took,) 

And rather lose, in that one gaze, 

The power of looking than not look! 

Then too, when angel voices sung 
The mercy of their God, and strung 
Their harps to hail, with welcome sweet, 
The moment, watch’d for by all eyes. 
When some repentant sinner’s feet 
First touch’d the threshold of the skies, 

Oh then how clearly did the voice 
Of Zaraph above all rejoice I 
Love was in every buoyant tone, 

Such love as only could belong 
To the blest angels, and alone 
Could, even from angels, bring such song I 

Alas, that it should e’er have been 
The same in lieaven as it is here, 

Where nothing fond or bright is seen, 

But it hath pain and peril near— 

Where right and wrong so close resemble. 
That what w’^e take for virtue’s thrill 
Is often the first downward tremble 
Of the heart’s balance into ill — 

Where Love hath not a shrine so pure, 

So holy, but the serpent, Sin, 

In moments even the moat secure, 

Beneath his altar may glide in ! 

So was it with that Angel— such 
The charm, that sloped his fall along 
From good to ill, from loving much, 

Too easy lapse, to loving wrong.— 

Even so that amorous Spirit, hound 
By beauty’s spell, where’er ’t was found, 
From the bright tilings above the moon, 
Down to earth’s beamings eyes descended,. 
Till love for the Creator, soon ', 

In ...passion for the creature .ended. 1 


1 The .Seraphim are the . Spirits of Divine Love.— See. 


’T was first at twilight, on the shore 
Of the smooth sea, he heard the lute 
And voice of her he loved steal o’er 
The silver waters, that lay mule, 

As loth, by even a breath, to stay 
The pilgrimage of that sweet lay ; 

Whose echoes still went on and on, 

Till lost among the light that shone 
Far off beyond the ocean’s brim — 

There, where the rich cascade of day 
Had, o’er the horizon’s golden rim, 

Into Elysium roll’d away ! 

Of God she sung, and of the mild 
Attendant Mercy, that beside 
His awful throne for ever smiled, 

Ready with her white hand, to guide 
His bolts of vengeance to their prey— 

That she might quench them on the way. 

Of Peace — of that Atoning Love, 

Upon whose star, shining above 
This twilight wmrld of hope and fear, 

The weeping eyes of Faith are fix’d 
So fond, that with her every tear 
The light of that love-star is mix’d !— 

All this she sung, and such a soul 
Of piety was in that song. 

That the charm’d Angel, as it stole 
Tenderly to his ear, along 
Those lulling waters, where he lay 
Watching the day-light’s dying ray, 

Thought ’t was a voice from out the wave, 
An echo that some spirit gave 
To Eden’s distant harmony, 

Heard faint and sw-eet beneath the sea ! 

Quickly, however, to its source, 

Tracking that music’s melting course, 

He saw upon the golden sand 
Of the sea-shore a maiden stand, 

Before whose feet the expiring waves 
Flung their last tribute with a sigh — 

As, in the East, exhausted slaves 
Lay down the far-brought gift, and die — 
And, while her lute hung by her, hush’d. 

As if unequal to the tide 
Of song, that from her lips still gush’d, 

She raised, like one beatified. 

Those eyes, whose light seem’d rather given 
To be adored than to adore — 

Such eyes as may have look’d from heaven, 
But ne’er were raised to it before ! 

Oh Love, Religion, Music — all 
■ That ’s left of Eden upon earth— 

The only blessings, since the fall 
Of our weak souls, that still recall 
A trace of their high glorious birth— 
How kindred are the dreams you bring ! 

How Love, though unto earth so prone, 
Delights to take Religion’s wing, 

When time or grief hath stain’d his own ! 
How near to Love’s beguiling brink, 

Too oft, entranced Religion lies . 

While Music, Music is the link 
They both still hold by to the skies. 
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The language of their native sphere, 

Which they had else forgotten here. 

How then could Zaraph fail to feel 
That moment’s witcheries ?-^one so fair 
Breathing out music that might steal 
Heaven from itself, and rapt in prayer 
That seraphs might be proud to share ! 

Oh, he did feel it— far too well — 

With warmth that much too dearly cost — 
Nor knew he, when at last he fell, 

To which attraction, to which spell, 

Love, Music, or Devotion, most 
His soul in that sweet hour was lost* 

Sweet was the hour, though dearly won, 

And pure, as aught of earth coMd be. 

For then first did the glorious sun 
Before Religion’s altar see 
Two hearts in wedlock’s golden tie 
Self-pledged, in love to live and die — 

Then first did woman’s virgin brow 
That hymeneal chaplet wear. 

Which, when it dies, no second vow 
Can bid a new one bloom out there — 
Bless’d union ! by that angel wove. 

And worthy from such hands to come ; 

Safe, sole asylum, in which Love, 

When fallen or exiled from above. 

In this dark world can find a home. 

And, though the Spirit had transgress’d. 

Had, from his station ’mong the bless’d, 

Won down by woman’s smile, allowed 
Terrestrial passion to breathe o’er 
The mirror of his heart, and cloud 
God’s image, there so bright before— 

Yet never did that God look down 
On error with a brow so mild ; 

Never did justice launch a frown 
That, ere it fell, so nearly smiled. 

For gentle was their love, with awe 
And trembling like a treasure kept, 

That was not theirs by holy law, 

Whose beauty with remorse they saw. 

And o’er whose preciousness they wept. 
Humility, that low, sweet root, 

From which all heavenly virtues shoot, 

Was in the hearts of both— hut most 
In Nama’s heart, by whom alone 
Those charms, for which a heaven was lost, 
Seem’d all unvalued and unknown; 

And when her Seraph’s eyes she caught, 

And hid hers glowing on his breast, 

Fven bliss was humbled by the thought, 

** What claim have I to be so bless’d?” 

Still less could maid so meek have nursed . 
Desire of knowledge — ^that vain thirst, 

With which the sex hath all been cursed. 
From luckless Eve to her who near 
The Tabernacle stoic, to hear 
The secrets of the Angels— no — 

To love as her own seraph loved, 

With Faith, the same through bliss andVoe— 
Faith that, were even its light removed. 


Could, like the dial, fix’d remain, 

And wait till it shone out again — 

With Patience that, though often bow’d 
By the rude storm, can rise anew, 

And Hope that, even from Evil’s cloud, 

Sees sunny Good half breaking through ! 

This deep, relying Love, worth more 
In heaven than all a cherub’s lore — 

This Faith, more sure than aught beside, 

Was the sole joy, ambition, pride, 

Of her fond heart — ^the unreasoning scope 
Of all its views, above, below — 

So true she felt it that to hope, 

To irmt, is happier than to know. 

And thus in humbleness they trod, 

Abash’d, but pure before their God ; 

Nor e’er did earth behold a sight 
So meekly beautiful as they, 

When, with the altar’s holy light 
Full on their brows, they knelt to pray, 

Hand within hand, and side by side, 

Two links of love, awhile untied 
From the great chain above, but fast 
Holding together to the last — 

Two fallen Splendors from that tree 
Wlrich buds with such eternally, 

Shaken to earth, yet keeping all 
Their light and freshness in the fall. 

Their only punishment (as wrong, 

However sweet, must bear its brand, ^ 

Their only doom was this — ^that, long 
As the green earth and ocean stand, 

They both shall wander here— the same 
Throughout all time, in heart and frame— 

Still looking to that goal sublime, 

Whose light, remote but sure, they see, 
Pilgrims of Love, whose way is Time, 

Whose home is in Eternity I 
Subject, the while, to all the strife 
True love encounters in this life — 

The wishes, hopes, he breathes in vain; 

The chiH, that turns his wannest sighs 
To earthly vapour, ere they rise ; 

The doubt he feeds on, and the pain 
That in his veiy sweetness lies. 

Still worse, the illusions that betray 
His footsteps to their shining brink ; 

That tempt him on his desert way 
Through the bleak world, to bend and drinkj 
Where nothing meets his lips, alas. 

But he again must sighing pass 
On to that far-off home of peace, 

In which alone his thirst will cease. 

AU this they hear, but, not the less, 

Have moments rich in happiness— 

Bless’d meetings, ailer many a day 
Of widowhood past far away, 

When the loved face again is seen 
Close, close, with not ' a ' tear between- 


1 An allusion to the SephirotliB or Splendors of the Jew 
ish Cabbala, represented as a tree, of which God i* the 
-crown or »Uinniit.---6ee Note. 
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, ^ PlWFiiCEs p, 295, line al. 

An erroneous translatjoni, by the LXX. of that verse in the 
tlrth chapter of Genesis, etc. , ■ 

The .error of these interpreters (and,, it is said, of, 
the old Italic version also) was in making it ot Ayye- 
Ut Tov -^eow, “the Angels of God,” instead of “the 
A’ons” — a mistake which, assisted by the allegorising 
comments of Philo, and the rhapsodical fictions of 
the Book of Enoch, ^ was more than suiFicient to af> 
feet the imaginations of such half-Pagan writers as 
Clemens Aiexandrinus, Tertullian, and Lactantins, 
who, chiefly, among the Fathers, have indulged 
themselves in fanciful reveries upon the subject. The 
greater number, however, have rejected the fiction 
with indignation. Chrysostom, in Ms twenty-second 
Homily upon Genesis, earnestly exposes its absurd- 
ity f and Cyril accounts such a supposition as syyvg 
wtopmf, “ bordering on folly.” ^ According to these 

1 It is lamentable to think that this absurd product, ion, of 
which we now know the whole from Dr, Laurenice’s trans- 
lation, should ever have been considered as an inspired or 
authentic work. See the Preliminary Dissertation, prefixed 
to the Translation. 

2 One of the arguments of Chrysostom is, that Angels are 

no where else, in the Old Te,stanient, called “ of God,”— 

but his commentator, Montfaucoh, shows that ho is mis- 
taken, and that in the Book of Job they are so designated, 
(c, i. V. 6.) both in the original Hebrew and the Vulgate, 
d^iough not in the Septuagint, which alone, he says, Chry* 
»ostom read. 

3 Lib. ii.Gllaphyrorum.— Fhitestrius, in his enumeration 


I Fathers (aud their opinion has been followed by aU 
I the theologians, down from St Thomas to Catyl and 
Lightfoot,"^) the term “ Sons of God,” must be under- 
stood to mean the descendants of Seth, by Enos— a 
family peculiarly favoured by Heaven, because with 
them men first began to “call upon the name of the 
Lord”— while, by “ the daughters of men,” they 
suppose that the corrupt race of Cain is designated. 
The probability, however, is, that the words in ques- 
tion ought to have been translated “the sons of the 
nobles or great men,” as w^e find them interpreted in 
the Targum of Onkelds (the most ancient and accu- 
rate of all the Chaldaic paraphrases,) and as, it ap- 
pears from Cyril, the version of SymmachUs also 
rendered -them. This translation of the passage re- 
moves all difficulty, and at once relieves the Sacred 
Histoiy of an extravagance, w^hich, ho’W'ever it may 
suit the imagination of the poet, is inconsistent with 
all our notions, both philosophical and religious. 

of heresies, classes this story of the Angels among the num- 
ber, and says it deserves only to bo ranked with those fic- 
tions about gods and goddesses, to which the faj)cy of the 
Pagan poets gave birth:— “Bicuti et Puganorum et. Poeta- 
rum mendacia asseruntdeos dca-squetraustbrniatos nofanda 
conja|ffia commisisse.”— Do Hmres. Edit. Basil, p, 101. 

4 Lightfoot says, “The gon.st of God, or the inernbers of 
I the Church, and the progeny of Seth, marrying careiogsly 
! and promiscuously with the daughters of men, or brood of 
Cain,” etc* Xfind in Foie that, according to tlio Samaritan 
version, the phrase maybe understood as meaning “the 
Sous of the Judges .^' — variously may the Hebrew word, 
Elotura, be interpreted. 


Confidings frank, without control, 

Pour’d mutually from soul to soul ; 

As free from any fear or doubt 
As is that light from chili or stain, 

The sun into the stars sheds out, 

To be by them shed back again ! — 

That happy minglement of hearts, 

Where, changed as chymic compounds are, 
Each with its own existence parts, 

To find a new one, happier far ! 

Such are their Joys — and, crowning all, 

That blessed hope of the bright hour, 
When, happy and no more to fall, 

Their spirits shall, with freshen’d power, 
Rise up rewarded for their trust 
In Him, from whom all goodness springs, 
And, shaking off earth’s soiling dust 
From their emancipated wings, 

Wander for ever through those skies 
Of radiance, where Love never dies 1 

In what lone region of the earth 
These pilgrims now may roam or dwell, 
God and ihe Angels, who look forth 
To watch their steps, alone can tell. 

But should we, in our wanderings, 


Meet a young pair, whose beauty wants 
But the adornment of bright wings, 

To look like heaven’s inhabitants — 

WIio shine where’er they tread, and yet 
Are humble in their earthly lot, 

As is the way-side violet, 

That shines unseen, and were it not 
For its sweet breath would be forgot— 
Whose hearts in every thought are one, 

Whose voices utter the same wills, 
Answering as Echo doth, some tone 
Of fairy music ’mong the hills, 

So like itself, w'e seek in vain 
Which is the echo, which the strain — 

Whose piety is love — whose love, 

Though close as *t were their souls’ embrace. 
Is not of earth, but from above — 

Like two fair mirrors, face to face, 

Whose light, from one to the other thrown, 

In heaven’s reflection, not tlieir own— 

Should we e’er meet with aught so pure, 

So perfect here, we may be sure 
There is but one such pair below ; 

And, as we bless them on their way 
Through the world’s wilderness, may say, 

“ There Zaraph and his Kama go.” 
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Page 295, line 81. 

Transmit each moment, night and day, 

The echo of His lumiaous word ! 

Dionysius (De Ccslest. Hierarch.) is of opinion, 
that when Isaiah represents the Seraphim as crying 
out “ one unto the other,” his intention is to describe 
those communications of the divine thought and will, 
which are continually passing from the higher orders 
of the angels to the lower : — ola Kai avrovsrovs ^eora~ 
rovs ’S.tpa^tn ol^soT^oyoi (paciv irepov vposrov ircpov kc- 
Kpaysvai, aa<p(s)s -rovrip, Kadairsp oipai^ djjXouv-rcff, S^Tl 
T(ov &so},oyiKo)v yv(j}ff£ 0 )v ol rp^roi roig Scvrepoig ustu- 
SiSoaoL . — See also in the Paraphrase of Pachymer 
upon Dionysius, cap. 2. rather a striking passage, 
in which he represents all living creatures as being, 
in a stronger or fainter degree, “ echoes of God.” 

Page 296, line 19. 

One of earth’s fairest womankind. 

Half veil’d from view, or rather shrined 
In the clear chrystal of a brook. 

This is given upon the authority, or rather accord- 
ing to the fancy, of some of the Fathers, who sup- 
pose that the women of earth were first seen by the 
angels in this situation ; and St. Basil has even made 
‘t the serious foundation of rather a rigorous rule 
for the toilet of his fair disciples ; adding, iKavov yap 
ecrrt vapayvjxvQVjxevov KaWog Kai vhvg ■5epu rrpog ^5o- 
vrjv yoT^r£vaaiy nai Sg avBpoi-xovg Staravr)]v anoOvriaKOV- 
ras, airoSsi^at. — De Vera Virginitat. tom. i, p. 

747. edit, Paris. 1618. 

Page 296, line 115. 

The Spirit of yon beauteous star. 

It is the opinion of Kircher, Ricciolus, etc. (and 
was, I believe, to a certain degree, that of Origen) that 
the stars are moved and directed by intelligences or 
angels who preside over them. Among other pas- 
sages from Scripture in support of this notion, they 
cite those words of the Book of Job, “ When the 
morning stars sang together.” — ^Upon which Kircher 
remarks, “ Non de materialibus intelligitur.” Itin. 1. 
Isagog. . Astronom. See also Caryl’s most wordy 
Commentary on the same text. 

Page 297, line 33. 

And the bright Watchers near the throne. 

“ The Watchers, the offspring of Heaven.” — ^Book 
of Enoch. In Daniel also the angels are called 
watchers : — “And behold, a watcher and an holy one 
came down from heaven.” iv. 13. 

Page 297, line 81 

Then, too, that juice of earth, etc. etc. 

For all that relates to the nature and attributes of 
angels, the time of their creation, the extent of their 
knowledge, and the power which they possess, or 
can occasionally assume, of performing such human 
functions as eating, drinking, etc. etc. I shall refer 
those who are inquisitive upon the subject to the fol- 
lowing works:— The Treatise upon die Celestial 
Hierarchy written under the name of Dionysius the 
Areopagite, in which, among much that is heavy and 
trifling, there are some sublime notions concerning 


the agency of these spiritual creatures— The ques- 
tions “ de Cognitione Angelorum” of St. Thomas, 
where he examines most prolixly into such puzzling 
points as “whether angels illuminate each other,” 
“ whether they speak to each other,” etc. etc.— The 
Thesaurus of Cocceius, containing extracts from 
almost every theologian that has written on the sub- 
ject — The 9th, 10th, and 11th chapters, sixth book, 
of i’Histoire des Juifs,” where all the extraordinary 
reveries of the Rabbins’ about angels and demons 
are enumerated— The Questions attributed to St. 
Athanasius — The Treatise of Bonaventure upon the 
Wings of the Seraphim^ — and, lastly, the ponderous 
folio of Suarez “de Angelis,” where the reader will 
find all that has ever been fancied or reasoned, upon 
a subject which only such writers could have con- 
trived to render so dull. 

Page 297, line 89. 

Then first the fatal wine-cup rain’d, etc. 

Some of the circumstances of this story were sug- 
gested to me by the Eastern legend of the two angels, 
Harut and Marut, as it is given by Mariti, who says, 
that the author of the Taalim founds upon it the Ma- 
hometan prohibition of wine. The Bahardanusli tells 
the story differently. 

Page 297, line 105. 

Why, why have hapless angels eyes? 

Teitullian imagines that the words of St. Paul, 
“Woman ought to have a veil on her head,® on ac- 
count of the angehf have an evident reference to the 
fatal effects which the beauty of women once pro- 
duced upon these spiritual beings. See the strange 
passage of this Father (de Virgin. Velandis,) begin- 
ning “ Si enim propter angelos,” etc. etc. where his 
editor Pamelius endeavours to save his morality, at 
■the expense of his latinity, by substituting the word 
“ excussat” for “ excusat.” Such instances of inde- 
corum, however, are but too common throughout the 
Fathers, in proof of which I need only refer to some 
passages in the same writer’s treatise, “ De Anima,” — 
to the Second and Third Books of the Paedagogus of 
Clemens Alexandrinus, and to the instances which 
La Mothe le Vayer has adduced from Chrysostom in 
his Hexameron Rustique, Journde Seconde. 


1 The following may serve as specimens : — “ Les anges 
ne savent point la langue Clmldaique : e’est pourquoi ils ne 
portent point a Dieu les oraisons de ceuxqui prient dans cette 
langue. Ils se trompent souvent ; ils font des erreursdanger- 
euses ; car I’Ange de la raort, qui est charge de faire mourir 
un homme, en prend quelquefois uu autre, ce qui cause de 
grands ddsordres. ......... Ils sont charges de chan- 

jter devant Dieu le cantique, Saint, Saint est le Dieu des 
'armies; mais ils ne remplissent cet office qu’une fois le 
I jour, dans une eemaine, dans un mois, dans un an, dans un 
'siecle, on dans I’etermt6, L’Ange qui luttoit contre Jacob 
le pressa dole laisser aller, lorsque I’Aurore parut, pare® 
que e’etoit son tour de chanter le cantique ce jour-m, ce 
qu’il n’avoit encore jamais fait” 

3 This work (which, notwithstanding its title, is, proba- 
bly, quits as dull as the rest) I have not, myself, been able 
to see, having searched for it in vain through the King’s Li- 
brary at Paris, though assisted by the zeal and kindness of 
M. Langi6s and M. Vonpradt, whose liberal administration 
of that most liberal establishment, entitles them— not only 
for the immediate effect of such conduct, but for the useful 
and civilizing example it holds forth — to the most cordial 
gratitude of the wliole literary world. 

3 Corinth xi. 10. Dr. Macknight’s Translation. 
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Page 298, line 75. 

When Lucifer, in falling, bore 
The third of the bright stars away. 

“And Ilia tail drew the third part of the stars of 
heaven, and did cast them to the earth.” Revelat. 
xii. 4."— Docent sancti (says Suarez) supremum ange- 
lumtraxisse secum tertiam partem stellarum.” Lib. 
7. cap. 7. 

Page 298, line 77. 

Rise, in earth’.s beauty, to repair 
Thai loss of light and glory tliers! 

The idea o ' the Fathers was, that the vacancies 
occasioned " i he different orders of angels by the 
fall were to »e illed up from the human race. There 
is, however, , ne ther opinion, backed by papal autho- 
rity, that it was only the tentli order of the Celestial 
Hierarchy that hi), and that, therefore, the promo- 
tions. which occasionally take place from earth are 
intended for the completion of that grade alone : or, 
as it is explained by Salonius (Dial, in Eccl.)— ■“ De- 
cern sunt ordines angelorum, sed unus cecidit per su- 
perbiam, et idcirco boni angeli semper laborant, nt de 
hominibus numerus adimpleatur, et proveniat ad per- 
fectum immerum, id est, denarium.” According to 
some theologians, virgins alone are admitted “ ad col- 
legium angelorum but the autlior* of the “ Speculum 
Peregrinarum Quajstionum” rather questions this ex- 
clusive privilege : — “ Hoc non videtur verum, quia mul- 
ti, non virgines, nt Petrus et Magdalena, multis etiam 
virginibiis eminentiores sunt.” Decad. 2. cap. 10. 

Page 299, line 38. 
was Rum. 

I might have chosen, perhaps, some better name, 
out it is meant (like that of Zaraph in the following ! 
story) to define the particular class of spirits to which 
the angel belonged. The author of the Book of 
Enoch, who estimates at 200 the number of angels 
that descended upon Mount Hermon, for the purpose 
of making love to the women of earth, has favoured 
as with the names of their leader and chiefs— Samy- 
aza, Urakabarameel, Akibeel, Tamiel, etc. etc. 

In that heretical worship of angels which prevailed, 
to a great degree, during the first ages of Christianity, 
to riame them seems to have been one of the most 
important ceremonies ; for we find it expressly for- 
bidden in one of the Canons (35th) of the council of 
Laodicea, ovona^av rovs ayys^ovs. .Tosephus, too, 
mentions, among the religious rites of the Essenes, 
their swearing to preserve the names of the angels.” 
■^avvTfjptjcav ra rwv ayyeXtav ovopara. Bell. Jud. lib. 
2. cap. 8.— See upon this subject Van Dale, de Ong, 
et progress, Idoloiat. cap. 9. 

, Page. 299, line 39, * 

tbofsO bright creatiues named 

^'juritH of ivnowlodgc. 

The word cherub signifies knowledge — ro yvos'iKov 
uvrm Kai SeoTcriKov^ says Dionysius. Hence it is that 
Ezekiel, to express the abundance of their knowledge, 
tepresents them as “ full of eyes.” 


1 F. Bartholomneus Sibylla. 
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Page 299, line 78. 

Summon’d his chief angeiic powers 
To witness, etc, 

St. Augustin, upon Genesis, seems rather inclined 
to admit that the angels had some share (“aliquod 
ministerium”) in the creation of Adam and Eve, 

Page 300, line 124. 

I had beheld tlieir First, llieir Eve, 

Born in that splendid Paradise. 

Whether Eve was created in Paradise or not is a 
question that has been productive of much doubt and 
controversy among the theologians. With respect to 
Adam, it is agreed on all sides that he was created 
outside; and it is accordingly asked, with some 
warmth, by one of the commentators, “ why should 
woman, the ignobler creature of the two, be created 
within ?^ Others, on the contrary, consider this dis- 
tinction as but a fair tribute to the superior beauty 
and purity of wmmen ; and some, in their zeal, even 
seem to think that, if the scene of her creation was 
not already Paradise, it became so, immediately upon 
diat event, in compliment to her. Josephus is one 
of those who think that Eve was formed outside ; 
Tertullian, too, among the Fathers — and, among the 
Theologians, Rupertus, who, to do him justice, never 
misses an opportunity of putting on record his ill- 
will to the sex. Pereriiis, however (and his opinion 
seems to be considered as the most orthodox,) thinks 
it much more consistent with the order of the Mosaic 
narration, as well as with the sentiments of Basil and 
other Fathers, to conclude that Eve was created m 
Paradise. 

Page 301, line 8. 

Her error, too. 

The comparative extent of Eve’s delinquency, and 
the proportion which it bears to that of Adam, is an- 
other point which has exercised the tiresome inge- 
nuity of the Commentators ; and they seem generally 
to agree (with the exception always of Rupertus) 
that, as she was not yet created when the prohibition 
was issued, and therefore could not have heard it, (a 
conclusion remarkably confirmed by the inaccurate 
way in which she reports it to the serpent,®) her share 
ill the crime of disobedience is considerably lighter 
than that of Adam.® In corroboration of this view 
of the matter, Pererius remarks that it is to Adam 
alone the Deity addresses his reproaches for having 
eaten of the forbidden tree, because to Adam alone 
the order had been originally promulgated. So far, 
indeed, does the gallantry of another commentator, 
Hugh de St. Victor, carry him, that he looks upon the 
words “I will put enmity between thee and the wo- 
man” as a proof that the sex was from that moment 
enlisted into the service of Heaven, as the chief foe 
and obstacle %vhich the Spirit of Evil would have to 
contend with in his inroads on this world “ si dein- 


1 “Cur deniqus Evam, quaj Atlanio jgnobilior erat, for- 
mavit iatra ParatUsum T’ 

2 Rupertus considorg these variantes as intentional and 
prevaricatory, and as tlie first instance upon record of a 
wilful vitiation of the words of God, for the purpose of 
suitingthe corrupt views and propensities of human nature. 
■— De Trinitat. lib. iii. cap. 5. 

3 Caietanus, indeed, pronounces it to be “ minimum pec- 

catum ” . 
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seeps Eva inimica Biabolo, ergo fuit grata et arnica 
Deo.” 

Page 301, line 36. 

Call her— think what— his Life! his Life! 

ChaVah (or, as it is in the Latin version, Eva) has 
the same signification as the Greek, Zee. 

Epiphanius, among others, is, not a little surprised 
at the application of such a name to Eve, so immedi- 
ately, too, after that awful denunciation of death, 

" dust thou art,” etc. etc.* Some of the commenta- 
tors think that it was meant as a sarcasm, and spoken 
by Adam, in the Jfirst bitterness of his heart, — ^in the 
same spirit of irony (says Pererius) as that of the 
Greeks in calling their Furies, Eumenides, or Gentle.® 
But the Bishop of Chalon rejects this supposition ; — 
“ Explodendi sane qui id nominis ab Adamo per iro- 
niam inditunj uxori suje putant; atque quod mortis 
causa esset, amaro joco vitam appellasse.® 

With a similar feeling of spleen against women, 
some of these “ distillateurs des Saintes Lettres” (as 
Bayle calls them,) in rendering the text I will make 
him a help jncet Jhr Mm” translate these words 
against or contrary to him” (a meaning which, it 
appears, the original will bear,) and represent them 
as prophetic of those contradictions and perplexities 
which men experience from women in this life. 

It is rather strange that these two instances of per- 
verse commentatorship should have escaped the re- 
searches of Bayle, in his curious article upon Eve. 
He would have found another subject of discussion, 
equally to his taste, in Gataker’s whimsical disserta- 
tion upon Eve’s knowledge of the rz'xyn l^avriKrjj 
and upon the notion of Epiphanius that it was taught 
her in a special revelation from Heaven. — ^Miscellan. 
lib. ii. cap. 3. p. 200. 

Page 302, line 113. 

Oh, idol of my dreams ! whate’er 
Thy nature be — human, divine, 

Or but half heavenly. 

In an article upon the Fathers, which appeared, 
some years since, in the Edinburgh Review (No. 
XJLvii,) and of which I have made some little use in 
these notes (having that claim over it— as “ quiddam 
notum propriumgue ” — which Lucretius gives to the 
cow over the calf,) there is the following remark : — 
The belief of an intercourse between angels and 
women, founded upon a false version of a text in 
Genesis, is one of those extravagant notions of St. 
Justin and other Fathers, which show how little they 
had yet purified themselves from the grossness of 
heathen mythology, and in how many respects their 
heaven was hut Olympus, with other names. Yet we 
can hardly be angry with them for this one error, 
when we recollect that possibly to their enamoured 
angels we owe the fiinciful world of sylphs and 
gnomes, and that at this moment we might have 
wanted Pope’s most exquisite poem, if the version of 
the LXX. had translated the Book of Genesis cor- 
rectly.” 

I Kost ftiTae TO yt) £i, yfjv essrsXsycrii, 

TJu> 7ftAfiak&ei<riv,>L»t nv &0iVft»arTQv cTt Tjjvsre&px- 

0et<rivr»xirttv tjjv fteyeeKttv ftr%Bv H®res 78. sac. 

18. torn. i. edit, Paris, 1622. 

-2 Lib. 6. p. 234. 

3 Pontua Tyard. de recta nominum impositlone, p. 14. 
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The following is one among many passages, which 
may be adduced from the Corate de Gabalis, in con- 
firmation of this remark : — “Ces enfans du ciel engen- 
drerent les g^ans fameux, s’etant fait aimer aux filles 
deshommes; etles mauvais cabalistes Joseph et Philo 
(comme tous les Juifs sont ignorans,) et apres eux 
tous les auteurs que j’ai nommes tout a I’heure, ont 
dit que e’etoit des anges, et n’ont pas su que e’etait 
les sylphes et les autres peuples des 416men8, qui, 
sous le nom d’enfans d’Eioim, sont distingues des 
enfans des hommes.” — See Entret. Second. 

Page 303, line 110. 

So high she deem’d her Cherub’s love ! 

“ Nihil plus desiderare potuerint quse angelos pos- 
sidebant — ^magno scilicet nupserant.’’ Tertull de 
Habitu Mulieb. cap. 2, 

Page 304, line 14. 

Then first were diamonds caught, etc. 

“ Quelques gnomes, ddsireux dedevenir immortels, 
avoient voulu gagner les bonnes graces de nos filles, 
et leur avaient apporte des pierreries dont ils sont 
gardiens naturels : et ses auteurs ont cru, s’appuyant 
sur le livre d’Enoch mal entendu, que e’etaient des 
pieges que les anges amoureux,” etc. etc. — Compte 
de Gabalis. 

i Tertullian traces all the chief luxuries of female 
attire, the necklaces, armlets, rouge, and the black 
powder for the eye-lashes, to the researches of these 
fallen angels into the inmost recesses of nature, and 
the discoveries they were, in consequence, enabled 
to make, of all that could embellish the beauty of 
their earthly favourites. The passage is so remark- 
able that I shall give it entire “ Nam et illi qui ea 
constituerant, damnati in paenam mortis deputantur : 
illi scilicet angeli, qui ad filias hominum de ccelo rue- 
runt, ut hsec quoque ignominia feeminm accedat. Nam 
cum et materias quasdam bene occultas et artes ple- 
rasque non bene revelatas, saeculo multo magis impe- 
rito prodidissent (siquidem et metallorum opera nuda- 
verant, et herbarum ingenia traduxerant et incanta- 
tionum vires provulgaverant, et omnem curiositatem 
usque ad stellarum interpretationem designaverant) 
proprie et quasi peculiariter foeminis instramentum 
istud muliebris glorise contulerunt : lumina lapillorum 
quibus monilia variantur, et circulos ex auro quibus 
brachia arctantur; et medicamenta ex fuco, quibus 
lanae colorantur, et ilium ipsum nigrum pulverem, 
quo oculorum exordia producuntur.” De Habitu 
Mulieb. cap. 2. — See him also “ De Cuhu Fcem’. cap. 10. 

Page 304, line 28. 

the mighty magnet, set 

In Woman’s form. 

The same figure, as applied to female attractions, 
occurs in a singular passage of St. Basil, of which the 
following is the conclusion: — Aia^rirv svovoav Kara 
Tov amrjs ^vaiKTjv Svpas‘£tavj &s aiSijpoSj (pvph 

ito^l)(a$£v payvsttSi tovto irpos iavrov pa:yyav£vi, De 
Vera Virginitat. tom. i. p. 727. It is but fair, however, 
to add, that Hermant, the biographer of Basil, has pro- 
nounced this most unsanctified treatise to be spurious. 

Page 304, line 37. 

I ’ve said, Nay, look not there, my love,” etc, 

I am aware that this happy saying of Lord Albe- 
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saarle’s loses much of its grace and playfulness, by 
Ijemg put into the mouth of any but a human lover. 

Page 304.— JVbfe. 

Clemens Alexandrinus is one of those who suppose 
that the knowledge of such sublime doctrines Was 
derived from the disclosure of the angels. Stromat. 
lib. V. p. 48. To the same source Cassianus and 
others trace aU impious and daring sciences, such 
as magic, alchemy, etc. “From the fallen angels 
(says Zosimus) came all that miserable knowledge 
which is of no use to the soul.” — Uavra ra irovtjpa 
mi unhv w^eXouvra rajv %pvxvv » — Ap Photium. 

Page 304, line 91. 

light 

Escaping from the Zodiac’s signs. 

“ La lumilsre Zodiacale n’est autre chose que Fat- 
mosph^re du soleil” — Lalande. 

Page 308, line, 108. 

as ’t is graved 

Upon the tablets that, of old, 

By Cham were from the Deluge saved. 

The pillars of Seth are usually referred to as the 
depositories of ante-diluvian knowledge; but they 
were inscribed with none but astronomical secrets. 
I have, therefore, preferred here the tablets of Cham 
as being, at least, more miscellaneous in their infor- 
mation. The following account of them is given in 
Jablonski from Cassianus t — “ Quantum enim antiquae 
traditiones ferunt Cham filius Note, qui superstitioni- 
bus ac profanis fuerit artibus institutus, sciens nullum 
ae posse superbis memorialem librum in arcam inferre, 
in quam erat ingressurus, sacrilegas artes ac profana 
commenta durissimis insculpsit lapidibus.” i 

Page 308, line 114. 

And t|iis young Arigol’s ’mong the rest. 

Fachyraer, in his Paraphrase on the Book de Divi- 
ais Nominibus of Byonysius, speakingof the incarna- 
tion of Christ, says, that it was a mystery ineffable 
from all time, and “unknown even to the first and 
mUest angel,”— justifying this last phrase by the au- 
thority of St. John in the Revelation. 

Page 308, line 4. 

Circles of light that from the same 
Eternal centre sweeping wide, 

Carry its beams on every side. 

See the 13th chapter of Dionysius for his notions 


of the manner in which God’s ray is communicated, 
first to the Intelligences near him, and then to those 
more remote, gradually losing its own brightness as 
it passes into a denser medium. — Tpoal^aXKovcra Se raig 
rraj(VT£pais v^atSi dp-vBporepav s^ei rt]v BiaSonKrjv m- 
(pavuav* 

Page 310, line 20. 

Then first did woman’s virgin brow 
That hymeneal chaplet wear, 

Which, when it dies, no second vow 
Can bid a new one bloom out there. 

In the Catholic church, when a widow is married, 
she is not, I believe, allowed to wear flowers on her 
head. The ancient Romans honoured with a “ corona 
pudicitiaj,” or crown of modesty, those who entered 
but once into the marriage state. 

Page 310, line 57. 

^ l)or, who near 

The Tabernacle stole to hear 
The secrets of the Angels. 

Sara. 

Page 310, line 86. 

Two fallen Splendors. 

The Sephiroths are the higher orders of emanative 
I being, in the strange and incomprehensible system of 
the Jewish Cabbala. They are called by various 
names. Pity, Beauty, etc. etc.; and their influences 
are supposed to act through certain canals, which 
communicate with each other. The reader may 
■ judge of the rationality of the system by the follow- 
ing explanation of part of the machinery: — ^“Les 
I canaux qui sortent de la Misdricorde et de la Force, et 
qui vontahoutir h la Beautd, sent charges d’un grand 
norabre d’Anges. II y en a trente-cinq sur le canal 
de la Misdricorde, qui rdcompensent et qui cburonnent 
la vertu des Saints,” etc. etc. For a concise account 
of the Cabalistic Philosophy, see Enfield’s very useful 
compendium of Brucker. 

Page 310, line 86. 

from that tree 

Which buds with such eternally. 

“ On les reprdsente quelquefois sous la figure d’un 
arbre .... I’Ensoph qu’on met au-dessus de I’arbre 
i Sephirotique ou des Splendeurs divines, est I’lnfini.” 
i — URUimw djes Juifst hv. ix. 11. 


IRISH MEIiOBIES. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Though the beauties of the National Music of Ire- 
land have been very generally felt and acknowledged, 
yet it has happened, through the want of appropriate 
English words, and of the arrangement necessary to 
adapt them to the voice, that many of the most excel- 
lent compositions have hitherto remained in obscurity. 
It is intended, therefore, to form a Collection of the 
best Original Irish Melodies, with characteristic 
Symphonies and Accompaniments, and with Words 
containing as frequent as possible allusions to the 
manners and history of the country. 

In the poetical part, the Publisher has had promises 
of assistance from several distinguished Literary Cha- 
racters, particularly from Mr. Moore, whose lyrical 
talent is so peculiarly suited to such a task, and whose 
zeal in the undertaking will be best understood from 
the following extract of a letter which he has address- 
ed to Sir John Stevenson (who has undertaken the 
arrangement of the airs) on the subject; — 

“ I feel very anxious that a Work of this kind should 
be undertaken. We have too long neglected the only 
talent for which bur English neighbours ever deigned 
to allow us any credit. Our National Music has never 
been properly collected ;^ and, while the composers 
of the Continent have enriched their operas and 
sonatas with melodies borrowed from Ireland — ^very 
often without even the honesty of acknowledgment— 
we have left these treasures in a great degree un- 
claimed and fugitive. Thus our airs, like too many 
of our countrymen, for want of protection at home, 
have passed into the service of foreigners. But we 
are come, I hope, to a better period both of politics 
and music ; and how much they are connected, in 
Ireland at least, appears too plainly in the tone of 
sorrow and depression which characterises most of 
our early songs.- — ^The task which you propose to me, 
of adapting words to these airs, is by no means easy. 
The poet, who would follow the various sentiments 
which they express, must feel and understand that 
rapid fluctuation of spirits, that unaccountable mixture 
of gloom and levity, which composes the character 
of my countrymen, and has deeply tinged their music. 
Even in their liveliest strains we. find some melan- 
choly note intrude— some minor third or flat seventh 
—which throws its shade as it passes, and makes 
even mirth interesting. If Burns had been an Irish- 
man (and I would willingly give up all our claims 
upon OssiAN for him,) his heart would have been 
proud of such music, and his genius would have made 
it immortal. 


1 The writer forgot, when he made this assertion, that the 
Public ate "mdebted to Mr. Bunting for a very valuable col- 
lection of Irish Music; and that the patriotic genius of Miss 
Owenson has been employed upon some of oor finest Airs. 


“ Another difficulty (which is, however, purely 
mechanical) arises from the irregular structure of 
many of those airs, and the lawless kind of metre 
which it will in consequence be necessary to adapt 
to them. In these instances the poet must write not 
to the eye but to the ear; and must be content to have 
his verses of that description which Cicero mentions, 
‘ Quos d caniu spoliawris^ nuda remaneUt oratio' 
That beautiful air, ‘ The Twisting of the Rope,’ which 
has all the romantic character of the Swiss Ranz des 
VacheSj is one of those wild and sentimental rakes 
which it will not be very easy to tie dowm in sober 
wedlock with poetry. However, notwithstanding all 
these difficulties, and the very little talent which I 
can bring to surmount them, the design appea.rs to 
me so truly national, that I shall feel much pleasure 
in giving it all the assistance in my power. 

LeicestersJiirey Feh. 1807.” 

IRISH MELODIES. 

No. I. 

GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 

Air — Maid of the Valley. 

Go where glory waits thee, 

But, while fame elates thee, 

Oh ! still remember me. 

When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is sweetest. 

Oh ! then remember me. 

Other arms may press thee, 

Dearer friends caress thee, 

All the joys that bless thee 
Sweeter far may be ; 

But when friends are nearest, 

And when joys are dearest, 

Oh I then remember me. 

When at eve thou rovest 
By the star thou lovest, 

Oh ! then remember me. 

Think, when home returning, 

Bright we’ve seen it burning — 

Oh ! thus remember me. 

Oft as summer closes, 

When thine eye reposes. 

On its lingering roses, 

Once so loved by thee— 

Think of her who wove them, 

Her who made thee love them— 

Oh ! then remember me. 

When, around thee dying, 

Autumn leaves are lying, 

Oh ! then remember me 
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And, at night, when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing, 
Oh ! still remember me. 
Then should music, stealing 
All the soul of feeling, 

To thy heari appealing, 
Draw one tear from thee ; 
Then let memory bring thee 
Strains I used to sing thee— 
Oh ! then remember me. 


WAR SONG. 

REMEMBEH THE GLORIES OF BRIEN THE 
BRAVE.i 

Aik— M olhj Macalphu 
Remember die glories of Brien the brave, 

Though the days of the hero are o’er ; 

Though lost to Mononia^ and cold in the grave, 

He returns to Kinkora* no more ! 

That star of the field, which so often has pour’d 
Its beam on the battle, is set ; 

But enough of its glory remains on each sword 
To light us to victory yet ! 

Mononia ! when nature embellish’d the tint 
Of thy fields and thy mountains so fair, 

Bid she ever intend that a tyrant should print 
The footstep of Slavery there 1 
No, Freedom ! whose smile w’-e shall never resign, 
Go, tell our invaders, the Danes, 

That ’t is sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine, 
Than to sleep but a moment in chains ! 

Forget not our wounded companions who stood* 

In the day of distress by our side ; 

While the moss of the valley grew red with their blood 
They stirr’d not, but conquer’d and died ! 

The sun that now blesses our arais with bis light, 
Saw them fall upon Ossory’s plain ! — 

Oh ! let him not blush, when he leaves us to-night, 
To find that they fell there in vain ! 


ERIN! THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN 
THINE EYES. 

Am— Aileen Aroon, 

Erin ! the tear and the smile in thine eyes 
Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy skies ! 


1 Brien Bororabe, the great Monarch oflrelandjWbo was 
killed at the battle of Clontarf, in the beginning of the 11th 
century, after having defeated the Danes in twenty-five 
engagements. 

S Munster. 3 The palace of Brien, 

4 This alludes to an interesting circumstance related of 
the Dalgals, the favourite troops of Brian, when they were 
interrupted in their return from tlie buttle of Clontarf, by 
Fitzpatrick, Frince of Ossory. The wotmdcd men entreated 
that they might bo allowed to fight with the rest.— “ Let 
stakes (they said) be .'Sfwc/c in the ground, and stiffen each 
af ns, tied nnd supported by one of these stakes, to he 
vlaced in his tank by the side of a sound man'^ “ Be- 
tween seven and eight, hundred %vounded men (adds O’Hal- 
loran,) pale, emaciated, and supported in this manner, ap- 
peared mixed with the foremost of the troops ‘.—never was 
Bticb another sight exhibited.”— History of Ireland^ Book, 
12, Chap 1 


Shining through sorrow’s stream, 
Saddening through pleasure’s beam, 

Thy suns, with doubtful gleam, 

Weep while they rise ! 

Erin ! thy silent tear never shall cease, 

Erin ! thy languid smile ne’er shall increase, 
Till, like the rainbow’s light, 

Thy various tints unite, 

And form, in Heaven’s sight, 

One arch of peace ! 


OH! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME. 
AiR-r-The Brown Maid, 

Oh ! breathe not his name, let it sleep in the shade. 
Where cold and unhonour’d his relics are laid : 

Sad, silent, and dark be the tears that we shed. 

As the night-dew that falls on the grass o’er his head ! 

■But the night-dew that falls, though in silence it 
I weeps, 

Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps; 
And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls, 

, Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 


WHEN HE WHO ADORES THEE. 

Air — The Fox’s Sleep. 

When he who adores thee has left but the name 
Of his fault and his sorrows behind, 

Oh ! say, wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame 
Of a life that for thee was resign’d ? 

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn, 
Thy tears shall efface their decree ; 

For Heaven can witness, though guilty to them, 

I have been too faithful to thee ! 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love — 
Every thought of my reason was thine ; 

In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above 
Thy name shall be mingled with mine ! 

Oh! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live 
The days of thy glory to see ; 

But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give 
Is the pride of thus dying for thee ! 


THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH 
TARA’S HALLS. 

" Am— Qramackree^' ■ 

The harp that once through Tara’s halls 
The soul of music shed, 

Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls 
As if that soul were fled. 

So sleeps the pride of former days, 

So glory’s thrill is o’er, 

And hearts that once beat high for praise 
Now feel that pulse no more ! 
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No more to chiefs and ladies bright 
The harp of Tara swells; 

The chord alone, that breaks at night, 
Its tale of ruin tells. 

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes, 
The only throb she gives 
Is when some heart indignant breaks. 
To show that still she lives I 


FLY NOT YET. 

Am — Planxty Kelly. 

Fly not yet, ’t is just the hour 
When pleasure, like the midnight flower 
That scorns the eye of vulgar light, 

Begins to bloom for sons of night, 

And maids who love the moon ! 

’T was but to bless these hours of shade 
That beauty and the moon were made; 
’Tis then their soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides and goblets flowing. 

Oh ! stay — Oh ! stay — 

Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
like this to-night, that oh ! ’t is pain 
To break its links so soon. 

Fly not yet, the fount that play’d 
In times of old through Ammon’s shade, 
Through icy cold by day it ran, 

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began 
To burn when night was near : 

And thus should woman’s heart and looks 
At noon be cold as winter brooks. 

Nor Idndle tdi the night, returning, 

Brings their genial hour for burning. 

Oh ! stay — Oh ! stay — 

When did morning ever break, 

And find such beaming eyes awake 
As those that sparkle here! 


OH! THINK NOT IVIY SPIRITS ARE AL- 
WAYS AS LIGHT. 

Am— Jbftn O’Reilly the Active. 

Oh ! think not my spirits are always as light. 

And as free from a pang as they seem to you now ; 

Nor expect that the heart-beaming smile of to-night 
Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow. 

No — ^iife is a waste of wearisome hours. 

Which seldom die rose of enjoyment adorns; 

And the heart that is soonest awake to the flowers 
Is always the first to be touch’d by the thorns 1 

But send round the bowl, and be happy awhile ; 

May we never meet worse, in our pilgrimage here, 

Than the tear that enjoyment can gild with a smile, 
And the smile that compassion can turn to a tear. 

The thread of our life would be dark, Heaven knows, 
If it were not with friendship and love intertwined ; 

And I care not how soon I may sink to repose. 
When these blessings shall cease to be dear to my 
mind ! . 


1 Solis Fons, near Uie temple of Ammon. 


But they who have loved the fondest, the purest, 

Too often have wept o’er the dream they believed ; 
And the heart that has slumber’d in friendship securest 
Is happy indeed if ’t were never deceived. 

But send round the bowl— while a relic of truth 
Is in man or in woman, this prayer shall be mine,— . 
That the sun-shine of love may illumine our youth, 
And the moonlight of friendship console our de- 
cline. 


THOUGH THE LAST GLIMPSE OF ERIN 
WITH SORROW I SEE. 

Air — Coulin. 

Though the last glimpse of Erin with sorrow I see, 
Yet wherever thou art shall seem Erin to me; 

In exile thy bosom shall still be my home, 

And thine eyes make my climate wherever we roam. 

To the gloom of some desert or cold rocky shore, 
Where the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more, 
I will fiy with my Coulin, and think the rough wind 
Less rude than the foes we leave frowning behind. 

And ril gaze on thy gold hair, as graceful it wreathes, 
And hang o’er thy soft harp, as wildly it breathes ; 
Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 
One chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair J 


RICH AND RARE WERE THE GEMS SHE 
WORE.2 

Air — The Summer is coming. 

Rich and rare were the gems she wore, 

And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore; 

But oh ! her beauty was far beyond 

Her sparkling gems or snow-white wand. 

“ Lady ! dost thou not fear to stray, 

So lone and lovely, through this bleak way t 
Are Erin’s sons so good or so cold 
As not to be tempted by woman or gold ?” 


1 “ In the twenty-eighth year of the reign of Henry VIII. 
an act was made respecting the habits, and dress in general 
of the Irish, whereby all persons were restrained from being 
shorn or shaven above the ears, or from wearing glibbes, or 
CouUns (long locks,) on their heads, or hair on their upper 
lip, called Crommeal On this occasion a song was written 
by one of our bards, in which an Irish virgin is made to give 
the preference to her dear Coulin (or the youth with the 
flowing locks,) to all strangers (by which the English were 
meant,) or those who wore their habits. Of this song the 
air alone has reached us, and is universally admired.”— 
Walker's Historical Memoirs of Irish Bards^ page 134. 
Mr. Walker informs us also, that, about the same period, 
were some harsh measures taken against the Irish Minstrels 

2 This ballad is founded upon the following anecdote i 
“The people were inspired with such a spirit of hotiour 
virtue, and religion, by the great example of Brien, and by 
his excellent administration, that, as a proof of it, we are 
informed that a young lady of peat beauty, adorned with 
jewels and a costly dress, undertook a journey alone from 
one end of the kingdom to the other, with a wand only in 
; her hand, at the top of which was a ring of exceeding great 
value ; and such an impression had the laws and government 
of this Monarch made on the minds of all the people, that 
no attempt was made upon her honour, nor was she robbed 
of her clothes or jewels.” — Wamer‘'s History of Ireland^ 
Vol. i. Book 10, 


L. 
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“ Sir Knight ! I feel not the least alarm, 

No son of Erin will offer me harm — 

For though they love woman and golden store, 
Sir Knight ! they love honour and virtue more 

On she went, and her maiden smile 
In safety lighted her round the green isle. 
And blest for ever is she who relied 
Upon Erin’s honour and Erin’s pride ! 


AS A BEAM O’ER THE FACE OF THE 
WATERS MAY GLOW. 

Am-^The Young Man’s Dream. 

As a beam o’er the face of the waters may glow 
While the tide runs in darkness and coldness below. 
So the cheek may be tinged with a warm sunny smile, 
Though the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while. 

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws 
Its bieak shade alike o’er our joys and our woes, 

To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring, 
For which joy has no balm, and affiiction no sting 1— 

Oh ! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay, 
Like a dead, leafless branch in the summer’s bright ray; 
The beams of the warm smi play round it in vain,— 
It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again ! 


THE MEETING OF THE WATERS.' 
Am— The Old Head of Denis. 

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet;® 
Oh 1 the last ray of feeling and life must depart, 

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart. 

Yet it was not that nature had shed o’er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 

’T was not the soft magic of streamlet or hill— 

Oh ! no— it was something more exquisite still. 

’Twas that friends the beloved of my bosom were near, 
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear, i 
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve, 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best, 
Where the storms that we feel in this cold world 
should cease, 

And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. j 


No. 11. 

ST. SENANUS AND THE LADY. 

. Am— The Brown Thorn. 

, ST. SENANUS. 

' Oh I haste, and leave tMs sacred isle, 

. Unholy bark, ere' morning smile ; 

. 1., « q^he . Meeting nf , the Waters” . forms a imrt ' of that ; 
beautiful scenery which lies between Bathdrura and Ark- 
low, in the county of Wicklow, and these lines were sug- 
gested by a visit to this romantic spot, in the summer of 1807. 
2 The rivers Avon and Avoca. 


The lady’s prayer Senanus spurn’d ; 
The winds blew fresh, the bark return’d 
But legends hint, that had the maid 
Till morning’s light delay’d. 

And given the saint one rosy smile, 

She ne’er had left his lonely isle. 


1 In a metrical life of St. Senanus, taken from an old 
Kilkenny MS. and which may be found among the .Seta 
Sanctorum Mibemia^ we are told of his flight to the island 
of Scattery, and his resolution not to admit any woman of 
the party ; ho refused to receive even a sister saint, St. Can 
nera, whom an angel had taken to the island, for the express 
purpose of introducing her to him. The following was the 
ungracious answer of Senanus, according to his poetical 
biogrhpher: 

Cni Praesul, quid feeminis 
Commune est cum monachis? 

Nee to nec ullam aliam 
Admittemus in insulara. 

See the .Beta Sanct. Hih. page 610. 

According to Dr. Ledwich, St. Senanus was no less a 
personage than the river Shannon ; but O’Connor, and othen 
, antiquariann deny fliia metamorphose indignantly.. 


For on thy deck, thou^ dark it be, 

A female form I see ; 

And I have sworn this sainted sod 
Shall ne’er by woman’s feet be trod !”' 


THE LADY. 

“ Oh ! Father, send not hence my bark 
Through wintry winds and billows dark. 
I come, with humble heart, to share 
Thy mom and evening prayer ; 

Nor mine the feet, oh I holy Saint, 

The brightness of thy sod to taint.” 


HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR. 


Air — The Twisting of the Rope. 

How dear to me the hour when day-light dies, 
And sun-beams melt along the silent sea, 

For then sweet dreams of other days arise, 

And memory breathes her vesper sigh to thee. 


And, as I watch the line of light that plays 
Along the smooth wave toward the burning west, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays, 

And think ’t would lead to some bright isle of rest! 


TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

WRITTEN ON RETURNING A BLANK BOOK. 
Am— Dermott. 

Take back the virgin page. 

White and unwritten still ; 

Some hand more calm and sage 
The leaf must fill. 

Thoughts come as pure as light, 

Pure as even you require : 

But oh ! each word I write 
Love turns to fire. 

Yet let me keep the book ; 

Oft shall my heart renew, 
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When on its leaves I look, 

Dear thoughts of you ! 

Like you, ’t is fair and bright; 

Like you, too bright and fair 
To let wild passion write 
One wrong wish there ! 

Haply, when from those eyes 
Far, far away I roam, 

Should calmer thoughts arise 
Towards you and home, 

Fancy may trace some line 
Worthy those eyes to meet; 
Thoughts that not burn, but shine 
Pure, calm, and sweet ! 

And, as the records are. 

Which wandering seamen keep, 
Led by their hidden star 
Through the cold deep — 

So may the words I write 
Tell through what storms I stray. 
You still the unseen light 
Guiding my way ! 


THE LEGACY. 

Air — Uriknovm, 

When in death I shall calm recline, 

O bear my heart to my mistress dear; 

Tell her it lived upon smiles and wine 
Of the brightest hue, while it linger’d here : 

Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow 
To sully a heart so brilliant and light ; 

But balmy drops of the red grape borrow, 

To bathe the relic from mom till night. 

When the light of my song is o’er. 

Then take my harp to your ancient hall ; 

Hang it up at that friendly door, 

Where weary travellers love to call.* 

Then if some bard, who roams forsaken, 
Revive its soft note in passing along, 

Gh ! let one thought of its master waken 
Your warmest smile for the child of song . 

Keep this cup, which is now o’erflowing. 

To grace your revel when I’m at rest ; 

Never, oh ! never its balm bestowing 
On lips that beauty hath seldom blest i 

But when some warm devoted lover 
To her he adores shall bathe its brim, 

Then, then my spirit around shall hover, 

And hallow each drop that foams for him. 


HOW OFT HAS THE BENSHEE CRIED. 

Air — The Dear Black Maid, 

> How oft has the Benshee cried I 
How oft has death untied 

1 “ In every house was one or two harps, free to all tra- 
vellers, who were the more caressed the more they excelled 
m music.”— O’jffaUoraw. 


Bright links that Glory wove. 

Sweet bonds, entwined by Love ! 
Peace to each manly soul that sleepeth I 
Rest to each faithful eye that weepeth i 
Long may the fair and brave 
Sigh o’er the hero’s grave. 

We’re fallen upon gloomy days,* 

Star after star decays, 

Every bright name, that shed 
Light o’er the land, is fled. 

Dark fails the tear of him who mournet!i 
Lost joy, or hope that ne’er returneth ; 

But brightly flows the tear 
Wept o’er a hero’s bier ! 

Oh ! quench’d are our beacon-lights*— 
Thou, of the hundred fights I** 

Thou, on whose burning tongue® 
Truth, peace and freedom hung ! 

Both mute— but long as valour shineth, 

Or mercy’s soul at war repineth, 

So long shall Erin’s pride 
Tell how they lived and died. 


WE MAY ROABI THROUGH TPIIS WORLD 
Km-~-Garyone. 

We may roam through this world like a child at a 
feast, 

Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest; 
And wdien pleasure begins to grow dull in the east, 
We may order our wings and be off to the west* 
But if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile, 

Are the dearest gifts that Heaven supplies, 

We never need leave our own green isle, 

For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes. 

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d, 
Through this world whether eastward or westward 
you roam. 

When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round 
Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home 

In England, the garden, of beauty is kept 
By a dragon of prudery, placed within call; 

But so oft this unamiable dragon has slept, 

That the garden’s but carelessly watch’d after all, 
Oh ! they want the wild sweet briery fence, 

Which round the flowers of Erin dwells, 

Which warms the touch, while winning the sense, 
Nor charms us least when it most repels. 

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d, 
Through this world whether eastward or westward 
you roam, 


1 Ihave endeavoured here, withoutlbsing that Irish charac- 
ter which it is my object to preserve throughout this work, 
to allude to the sad and ominous fatality by which England 
has been, deprived of so many great and good men at a mo- 
ment when she most requires all the aids of talent and in- 
tegrity. 

2 This designation, which has been applied to Lord Nel- 
son before, is the title given to a celebrated Irish hero, in a 
poem by O’Gnive, the bard of O’Niel, which is quoted in 
the “ Philosophical Survey of the South of Ireland,” page 
433. “ Con, of the hundred fights, sleep in thy grass-grown 
tomb, and upbraid not our defeats with thy victories !” 

3 Fox, “ulfimuB Romanorum,”' 
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When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 
Oli ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

In France, when the heart of a woman sets sail, ^ 
On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try. 

Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail. 

But just pilots her off, and then bids her good-bye 1 
While the daughters of Erin keep the boy 
Ever smiling beside his faithful oar, 

Through billows of woe and beams of joy 
The same as he look'd when he left the shore. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d, 
Through this world whether eastward or westward 
you roam, 

When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 
Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 


EVELEEN’S BOWER. 

Aik. — Unknown. 

Oh ! weep for the hour, 

When to Eveleen’s bower 
The Lord of the valley with false vows came ; 

The moon hid her light 
From the heavens that nigbti 
And wept behind her clouds o’er the maiden’s shame. 
The clouds pass’d soon 
From the chaste cold moon, 

And Heaven smiled again with her vestal flame ; 

But none will see the day, 

When the clouds shall pass away, 

Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen’s fame. 

The white snow lay 
On the narrow path-way, 

Where the Lord of the valley cross’d over the moor ; 
And many a deep print 
On the white snow’s tint 

Show’d the track of his footstep to Eveleen’s door. 
The licxt sun’s ray 
Soon melted away 

Every trace on the path where the false Lord came ; 
But there ’s a light above 
Which alone can remove 
That stain upon the snow of fair Eveleen’s fame. 


.LET ERIH REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD. 
Am — The Red Fox. 

Let Erin remember the days of old, 

Ere her faithless sons betray’d her; 

When Malachi wore the collar of gold,* 

Which he won from her proud invader ; 

When her kings, with standard of green unfurl’d, 
Led the Red-Branch Knights to danger ® 

Ere the emerald gem of the western world 
Was set in the crown of a stranger. 


I “This brought on an encounter between MalaChi (the 
Monarch of Ireland in the tenth century) and the Danes, in 
which Malachi defeated two of their champions, whom he 
encountered successively hand to Jmnd, taking a collar of 
gold from the neck of one, and carrying off the sword of the 
other, as trophies of his victory .”— History of 
/ffiZand, vol. i. book 9. , , 

3 “ Military orders of knights were very early establishea 


On Lough Neagh’s bank as the fishermen strays,* 
When the clear, cold eve ’s declining, 

He sees the round towers of other days, 

In the wave beneath him shining ! 

Thus shall memory often, in dreams sublime, 
Catch a glimpse of the days that are over; 
Thus, sighing, look through the waves of time 
For the long-faded glories they cover ! 


THE SONG OF FIONNUALA.® 

Air — Arrah mij dear Evehen. 

Silent, oh Moyle ! be the roar of thy water, 

Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose, 

While murmuring mournfully, Lir’s lonely daughter 
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 

When shall the swan, her death-note singing, 

Sleep with wings in darkness furl’d ? 

When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit from this stormy world ? 

Sadly, oh Moyle ! to thy ivinter wave weeping, 
Fate bids me languish long ages away ; 

Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping, 

Still doth the pure light its dawning delay ! 

When will that day-star, mildly springing, 

Warm our isle with peace and love? 

When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit to the fields above ? 


COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE. 

I Air — We brought the Summer with us. 

■ Come, send round the wine, and leave points of be- 
lief 

To simpleton sages, and reasoning fools ; 

This moment’s a flower too fair and brief, 
i To be withered and stain’d by the dust of tbe 
schools. 


in Ireland, Long before the birth of Christ, w© find a here- 
ditary order of chivalry in Ulster, called Curaidhe na Crw 
oibhe madk, or the knights of the Red Branch, from their 
chief seat in Eroania, adjoining to the palace of the Ulster 
kings, called Teagk na Craoibke ruadk^ or the Academy of 
the Red Branch ; and contiguous to which was a large hos- 
pital, founded for the sick knights and soldiers, called Brore* 
bhearg^ or the house of the sorrowful soldier.” — Hallo- 
rarCs Introduction^ etc. part. i. chap. 5. 

1 It was an old tradition, in the time of Giraldus, that 
Lough Neagh had been originally a fountain, by whose sud- 
den overflowing the country was inundated, arid a whole re- 
gion, like the Atlantis of Plato, overwhelmed. He says that 
the fehermen, in clear weather, used to point out to stran- 
gers the tall ecclesiastical towers under the water. “ Pisca- 
tores aqu® illius turres ecclesiasticas, qu» more patri® arc- 
t® sunt et alt®, necnon et rotund®, sub undis manifeste, 
sereno tempore conspiciunt et extraneis transeuntibus, rei- 
que causts admirantibus, frequenter ostendunt.”— Tqpogr. 
Hib. Dist.%c. ^. 

3 To make this story intelligible in a song, would require 
a much greater number of verses than anyone is authorised 
to inflict upon an audience at once ; the reader must there- 
fore be content to learn, in a note, that Pionnuala, the 
daughter of Lir, was, by some supernatural power, transform- 
ed into aswan, and condemned to wander, for many hundred 
years, over certain lakes and rivers ia Ireland, till the 
coming of Christianity, when the first sound of the mass-boll 
was to be the signal of her release. — I found this fanciful 
I fiction among some manuscript translaiions from the Irish, 
which were begun under the direction of that enlightened 
1 friend of Ireland, the late Countess of M oira. 
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Your glass may be purple and mine may be blue, 

But, while they are filled from the same bright bowl, 

The fool who would quarrel for difference of hue 
Deserves not the comforts they shed o’er the soul. 

Shall I ask the brave soldier, who fights by my side 
In the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree ? 

Shall I give up the friend I have valued and tried, 

If he kneel not before the same altar with me ? 

From the heretic girl of my soul shall I fly, 

To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss ? 

No ! perish the hearts and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this ! 


SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 

Air ^ — The Black Joke, 

Sublime was the warning which Liberty spoke, , 
And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke 
Into life and revenge from the conqueror’s chain ! 
Oh, Liberty ! let not this spirit have rest, 

Till it move, like a breeze, o’er the waves of the 
west — 

' Give the light of your look to each sorrowing spot, 
Nor, oh ! be tlie Shamrock of Erin forgot. 

While you add to your garland the Olive of Spain ! 

If the fame of our fathers bequeath’d with their rights, 
Give to country its charm, and to home its delights, 

If deceit be a wound and suspicion a stain — 

Then, ye men of Iberia ! our cause is the same : 

And oh ! may his tomb want a tear and a name, 

Who would ask for a nobler, a holier death. 

Than to turn his last sigh into victory’s breath 
For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

Ye Biakes and O’Donnels, whose fathers resigned 
The green hills of their youth, lunong strangers to find 
That repose w’Mch at home they had sigh’d for in 
vain, 

Join, join in our hope that the flame, which you light. 
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright, 

And forgive even Albion, while blushing she draws, 
Like a truant, her sword, in the long-slighted cause 
Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain I I 

God prosper the cause ! — oh ! it cannot but thrive. 
While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive, 

Its devotion to feel, and its rights to maintain. 
Then how sainted by sorrow its martyrs will die! 
The finger of Glory shall point where they lie, 
While, far from the footstep of coward or slave. 

The young Spirit of Freedom shall shelter their 
grave, , ^ . 

Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain. 


BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING 
YOUNG CHARMS. 

Am — My Lodging is on the cold Chound. 
Believe me, if all those endearing young charms, 
Which I gaze on so fondly to-day, 

Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms. 
Like fairy gifts fading away ! 




Thou wouldst still be adored, as this moment thou 
art, 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will, 

And around the dear ruin, each wish of my heart 
Would entwine itself verdantly stiU I 

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own, 

And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear, 

That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known,. 

To which time will but make thee more dear ! 

Oh ! the heart that has truly loved, never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to the close, 

As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets. 
The same look which she turn’d when he rose ! 


No. III. 


TO THE MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF 
■ DONEGAL. 

While the Publisher of these Melodies very pro- 
perly inscribes them to the Nobility and Gentry of 
Ireland in general, I have much pleasure in selecting 
one from that number to whom share of the Work 
is particularly dedicated. Though your Ladyship has 
I been so long absent from Ireland, I know that you 
remember it well and warmly— -that you have not 
allowed the charm of English society, like the taste 
of the lotus, to produce oblivion of your country, but 
that even the humble tribute which I offer derives its 
chief claim upon your interest from the appeal which 
it makes to your patriotism. Indeed, absence, how- 
ever fatal to some affections of the heart, rather 
strengthens our love for the land where we were 
born ; and Ireland is the country, of all others, which 
an exile must remember with enthusiasm. Those few 
darker and less amiable traits, with which bigotry 
and misrule have stained her character, and which 
are too apt to disgust us upon a nearer intercourse, 
become softened at a distance, or altogether invisible ; 
and nothing is remembered but her virtues and her 
misfortunes — the zeal with which she has always 
loved liberty, and the barbarous policy which has 
always withheld it from her — ^the ease with which 
her generous spirit might be conciliated, and the cruel 
ingenuity which has been exerted to wring her into 
undutifulness.” ^ 

It has often been remarked, and oftener felt, that 
our music is the truest of all comments upon our his- 
tory. The tone of defiance,- succeeded by the lan- 
guor of despondency — a burst of turbulence dying 
away into softness— the sorrows of one moment lost 
in the levity of tlie next — and all that romantic mix- 
ture of mirth and sadness, wbich is naturally pro- 
duced by the efforts of a lively temperament, to shake 
off, or forget, the wrongs which lie upon it ; — such 
are the features of our history and character, which 
we find strongly and faithfully reflected in our music ; 
and there are many airs which, I think, it is difficult 


1 A phrase which occurs in a letter from the Earl of Be.s- 
mond to the Earl of Ormond, in Elizabeth’s time. — Sci'i 
nia Sacraj as quoted by Curry. 
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to listen to, without recalling some period or event to 
which their expression seems peculiarly applicable. 
Sometimes, when the strain is open and spirited, yet 
shaded here and there by a mournful recollection, we 
can fancy that we behold the brave allies of Mon- 
trose,^ marching to the aid of the royal cause, notwith- 
standing all the perfidy of Charles and his ministers, 
and remembering just enough of past sufferings to 
enhance the generosity of their present sacrifice. 
The plaintive melodies of Carolantake us back to the 
times in which he lived, when our poor countrymen 
were driven to worship their God in caves, or to quit 
for ever the land of their birth (like the bird that 
abandons the nest which human touch has violated p 
and in many a song do we hear the last farewell of 
the exile,^ mingling regret for the ties he leaves at 
home, with sanguine expectations of the honours 
that await him abroad — such honours as were won on 
the field of Fontenoy, where the valour of Irish 
Catholics turned the fortune of the day in favour of 
the French, and extorted from George the Second 
that memorable exclamation, “Cursed be the laws 
which deprive me of such subjects !” 

Though much has been said of the antiquity of our 
music, it is certain that our finest and most popular 
airs are modern ; and perhaps we may look no fur- 
ther than the last disgraceful century for the origin 
of most of t hose wild and melancholy strains, which 
were at once the offspring and solace of grief, and 
which were applied to the mind, as music was for- 
merly to the body,“decantare loca dolentia.” Mr. 
Pinkerton is of opinion^ that none of the Scotch 
popular airs are as old as the middle of the sixteenth 
century ; and, though musical antiquaries refer us, 
for some of our melodies, to so early a period as the 
fifth century, I am persuaded that there are few, of a 
civilized description (and by this I mean to exclude 
all the savage Ceanans, cries, ^ etc.) which can claim 
quite so ancient a date as Mr. Pinkerton allows to 
the Scotch. But music is not the only subject upon 
which our taste for antiquity is rather unreasonably 
indulged ; and, however heretical it may be to dis- 
sent from these romantic speculations, I cannot help 


1 There are some gratifyinjj accounts of the gallantry of 
these Irish auxiliaries in “The Complete History of the 
Wars in Scotland, under Montrose” (1660.) See particularly, 
for the conduct of an Irishman at the battle of Aberdeen, 
chap. 6. p. 49 ; and, for a tribute to the bravery of Colonel 
O’Kyan, chap. 7. p. 55. Clarendon owns that the Marquis 
of Montrose was indebted for much of his miraculous suc- 
cess to this small band of Irish heroes under Macdonneil, 

2 The associations of the Hindfl. Music, though more ob- 
vious and defined, were far less touching and characteristic. 
They dividfjd tlieir songs according to the seasons of the 
year, by which (says Sir William Jones) “ they were able 
to recal the memory of autumnal merriment, at the close of 
the harvest, or of separation and melancholy during the cold 
months,” etc. Jlstatic Transactions^ vol. 3, on the Musi- 
cal Modes of the Hindus. What the A.bb6 du Bos says of 
the symphonies of Lully, may be asserted, with much more 
probability, of our bohi and impassioned airs '.—“Elies au- 
roient produit de cos ofiets, qui nous paroissent fabuleux 
dans le r<^cit des ancions, si on les avoit fait entendre d des 
hommoB d’un natural fiussi vif quo les Athdniens.”— jRcjfea;, 
sar la Peinture^ etc. torn. 3. sect. 45. 

3 Dissertation, prefixed to the second volume of his Scot- 
tish Ballads. 

4 Of which some genuine specimens may be found at the 
end of Mr. Walker’s work upon the Irish Bards. Mr. Bun- 
ting has disfigured his last splendid volume by too many of 
these barbarous rhapsodies. 


thinking that it is possible to love our country very 
zealously, and to feel deeply interested in ber honour 
and happiness, without believing that Irish was the 
language spoken in Paradise that our ancestors were 
kind enough , to take the trouble of polishing the 
Greeks or that Abaris, the Hyperborean, was a na- 
tive of the North of Ireland.^ 

By some of these archieologists, it has been ima- 
gined that the Irish were early acquainted with coun- 
ter-point f and they endeavour to support this con- 
jecture by a well-known passage in Giraldus, where 
he dilates, with such elaborate praise, upon the beau- 
ties of our national minstrelsy. But the terms of this 
eulogy are too vague, too deficient in technical accu- 
racy, to prove that even Giraldus himself knew any 
thing of the artifice of counter-point. There are 
many expressions in the Greek and Latin writers 
which might be cited, with much more plausibility, 
to prove that they understood the arrangement of 
music in parts yet I believe it is conceded in gene- 
ral by the learned, that, however grand and pathetic 
the melodies of the ancients may have been, it was 
reserved for the ingenuity of modern Science to 
transmit the “light of Song” through the variegating 
prism of Harmony. 

Indeed the irregular scale of the early Irish (in 
wiiich, as in the music of Scotland, the interval of 
the fourth was wanting)*^ must have furnished but 
wild and refractory subjects to the harmonist. It was 
only when the invention of Guido began to be known, 


1 See Advertisement to the Transactions of the Gaelio 
Society of Dublin. 

2 O’Halloran, vol. 1. part 1. chap. G. 

3 Id. ib. chap. 7. 

4 It is also supposed, but with as little proof, that they 
understood the diCsis, or enharmonic interval.— The Greeks 
aeern to have formed thoir ears to tins delicate gradation of 
sound : and, whatever difUcuhies or objections may lie hi! 
the way of its practical use, we must agree with Mersenna 
(Preludes do rilarmonie, quest. 7,) that the theory of music 
would be imperfect without it ; and, oven in practice (aa 
Tosi, among others, very justly remarks, Observations on 
Florid Song, chap. 1. sec. 16,) there is no good performer 
on the violin who does not make a sensible difiorenco be- 
tween D sharp and E flat, though, from the imperfection 
of the instrument, they are the same notes upon tlie piano- 
forte. The effect of modalatiou by enharmonic transitions 
is also very striking and beautiful. 

5 The words !yo(3CiA.x.ta and s.rtpo<pMvtet, in a passage of 

Plato, and some expressions of Cicero, in Fragment, lib. ii 
do Republ. induced tlie Abb6 Fragnier to maintain that the 
ancients had a knowledge of counter-point. M, Burette, 
however, has answered him, I think, satisfactoriIy.~(]Exa- 
men d’ un passage de Platon, in the 3d vol. of Histoire de 
I’Acad.) M. Huet is of opinion (Pens^es Diverses) that 
what Cicero says of the music of the spheres, in his dream 
of Scipio, is sufficient to prove an acquaintance with har- 
mony ; but one of the strongest passages which i recollect 
in favour of the supposition, occurs in the Treatise, attributed 
to Aristotle, lisp t Koa-ftov — Movcrtu^ u/act xwt 

pe<5, X, T, X,.' 

6 Another lawless peculiarity of our music is the frequency 
of what composers call consecutive fifths; but this is an 
irregularity which can hardly be avoided by persons not 
very conversant with the rules of composition ; indeed, if I 
may venture to cite my own wild attempts in this way, it is 
a fault which I find myself continually committing, and 
which has sometimes appeared ao pleasing to rny ear, that 
I have surrendered it to the critic witii considerable reluc- 
tance. May there not be a little pedantry in adhering too 
rigidly to this rule? — I have been told that there are instan- 
ces in Haydn of an undisguised succession of fifths ; and 
Mr. Shield, in hl« Introduction to Harmony, seems to inti- 
mate that Handel has been sometimes guilty of the samo 
irregularity. 
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and the poweiB of the harp’ were enlarged hy addi^ j 
tional strings, that our melodies took the sweet cha- 
racter which interests ns at present; and, while the 
Scotch persevered in the old mutilation of the scale,® 
our music became gradually more amenable to the 
laws of harmony and counter-point. 

In profiting, however, by the improvements of the 
moderns, our style still kept its originality sacred from 
their refinements ; and, though Carolan had frequent 
opportunities of hearing the works of Geminiani, and 
other masters, we but rarely find him sacrificing his 
native simplicity to the ambition of their ornaments, 
or affectation of their science. In that curious com- 
position, indeed, called his Concerto, it is evident that 
he laboured to imitate Corelli ; and this union of man- 
ners, so very dissimilar, produces the same kind of 
uneasy sensation which is felt at a mixture of different 
styles of architecture. In general, however, the artless 
iiow of our music has preserved itself free from all 
tinge of foreign innovation,-’ and the chief corruptions, 
of which we have to complain, arise from the unskil- 
ful performance of our own itinerant musicians, from 
whom, too frequently, the airs are noted dowm, en- 
cumbered by their tasteless decorations, and respon- 
sible for all their ignorant anomalies. Though it be 
sometimes impossible to trace the original strain, yet, 
in most of them, “ auri per ramos aura refulget,”'’ the 
pure gold of the melody shines through the ungrace- 
ful foliage which surrounds it ; and the most delicate I 
and difficult duty of a compiler is to endeavour, as 
much a possible, by retrenching these inelegant super- 
fluities, and collating the various methods of playing 

1 A singular oversight occurs in an Essay upon the Irish 
Harp, by Mr. Beauford, which is inserted in the Appendix 
to Walker’s Historical Memoirs. — “The Irish (says he,), 
according to Bromton, in the reign of Henry 11. had two 
kinds of harps, ‘ Hibernici tamen in duobus musici generis 
instrumentis, quamvis prascipitem et velocem, suavem tamen 
et jiicondam,’ the one greatly bold and quick, the other soft 
and pleasing.” — How a man of Mr. Beauford’s learning 
could so mibtake the meaning, and mutilate the grammatical 
construction of this extract, is unaccountable. The follow- 
ing is the passage as I find it entire in Brompton, and it re- 
quires but little Latin to perceive the injustice which has 
been done to the Words of the old chronicler Et cum 
Scotia, hu jus terras filia, utatur lyra, tympano et choro, ac 
Waiiia citbara, tubis et choro Hibernici tamen in duobus 


musici generis imU amentia, guamvis prtecipitem et velo- 
cem, suavem tamen etjumnaam, criapafls modulis et intri- 
catis notuiis, ejjiciunt AarTnoniaTn.”*— Hist. Anglic. Script, 
pag. 1075. I should not have thought this error worth re- 
marking, but that the compiler of the Dissertation on the 
Harp, prefixed to Mr, Bunting’s last Work, has adopted it 
implicitly. ^ . 

3 The Scotch lay claim to some of our best aifs, but there 
are strong traits of difference between their melodies and 
ours. They had formerly the same passion for robbing us 
of our Saints, and the learned Dempster was, for this offence, 
called “ The Saint Stealer.” I suppose it was an Irishman, 
who, by way of reprisal, stole Dempster’s beautiful wife 
from him at Pisa. — See this anecdote in the Pinacotheca of 
Erythrmus, part i. page 25. 

3 Among other false refinements of the art, our music 
(with the exception perhaps of the air called “ Mammn, 
Mamma,” and one or two more of the same ludicrous de- 
Bcripfton,) has avoided that puerile mimickry of natural 
noises, motions, etc. which disgraces so often the works of 
even the great Handel himself. D’Alembert ought to have 
had better taste than to become the patron of this imitative 
affeclafloa.~"J[)isc<j«i*a. Preliminaire de I* Bncyclopedie, 
The reader may find some good remarks on the subject in 
Avisou upon, Musical Expression ; a work which, though 
under the name of Avison, was written, it is said, by Dr, 
Blown. 

4 Virgil, jEneid, hb. 6. v. 2M.. 


or singing- each air, to restore the regularity of iti 
form, and the chaste simplicity of its character. 

I must again observe, that, in doubting the anti 
quity of our music, my scepticism extends but to those 
polished specimens of the art, which it is difficult to 
conceive anterior to the dawn of modern improve- 
ment ; and that I would by no means invalidate the 
claims of Ireland to as early a rank in the annals of 
minstrelsy as the most zealous antiquary may be in- 
clined to allow her. In addition, indeed, to the power 
which music must always have possessed over the 
minds of a people so ardent and susceptible, the sti- 
mulus of persecution was not wanting to quicken our 
taste into enthusiasm ; the charms of song were en- 
nobled with the glories of martyrdom, and the acts 
against minstrels, in the reigns of Henry VIII. and 
Elizabeth, were as successful, I doubt not, in making 
my countrymen musicians, as the penal laws have 
been in keeping them Catholics. 

With respect to the verses which I have written 
for these Melodies, as they are intended rather to be 
sung than read, I can answer for their sound with 
somewhat more confidence than their sense ; yet, it 
would be affectation to deny that I have given much 
attention to the task, and that it is not thi-ough want 
of zeal or industry, if I unfortunately disgrace the 
sweet airs of my country, by poetry altogether un- 
worthy of their taste, their energy, and their ten- 
derness. ' 

Though the humble nature of my contributions to 
this work may exempt them from the rigours of lite- 
rary criticisms, it was not to be expected that those 
touches of political feeling, those tones of national 
complaint, in which the poetry sometimes sympa- 
thizes with the music, would be suffered to pass with- 
out censure or alarm. It has been accordingly said, 
that the tendency of this publication is mischievous,* 
and that I have chosen these airs but as a vehicle of 
dangerous politics — as fair and precious vessels (to 
borrow an image of St. Augustin®) from which the 
wine of error might be administered. To those who 
identify nationality with treason, and who see, in 
every effort for Ireland, a system of hostility towards 
England,— to those too, who, nursed in the gloom of 
prejudice, are alarmed by the faintest gleam of libe- 
rality that threatens to disturb their darkness (like that 
Demophon of old, who, when the sun shone upon 
him, shivered!®) — to such men I shall not deign to 
apologize for the warmth of any political sentiment 
which may occur in the course of these pages. But, 
as there are many, among the more wise and tole- 
rant, who, with feeling enough to mourn over the 
wrongs of their country, and sense enough to per- 
ceive all the danger of not redressing them, may yet 
think that allusions in the least degree bold or inflam- 
matory should be avoided in a publication of this 
popular description-—! beg of these respected per 


1 See Letters, under the signatures of Timajus, etc. in the 
Morning- Post, Pilot, and other papers. 

2 “Non accuso verba, quasi vasa electa atque pretiosa ; 
sed vinura erroris, quod cum eis nobis propinatur.” — Lib. i. 
Confess, cap. 16. 

3 This emblem of modern bigots was head-butler (r^ot- 
srs^otrotos) to Alexander the Great. — Sext. Empir.-Pyrrk 
Bypoth. hb. i. 
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sonp to believe, that there is no one who deprecates 
inore sincerely than I do any appeal to the passions 
of an ignorant and angry multitude ; but, that it is 
not through that gross and inflammable region of 
society a work of this nature could e ver have been 
intended to circulate. It looks much higher for its 
audience and readers — it is found upon the piano- 
fortes of the rich and the educated — of those who 
can afford to have their national zeal a little stimula- 
ted, without exciting much dread of the excesses into 
which it may hurry them; and of many, whose 
nerves may be, now and then, alarmed with advan- 
tage, as much more is to be gained by their fears, 
than could ever be expected from their justice. 

Having thus adverted to the principal objection 
which has been hitherto made to the poetical part of 
this work, allow me to add a few words in defence 
of my ingenious coadjutor. Sir John Stevenson, who 
has been accused of having spoiled the simplicity of 
the airs, by the chromatic richness of his symphonies, 
and the elaborate variety of his harmonies. We might 
cite the example of the admirable Haydn, who has 
sported through all the mazes of musical science, in 
his arrangement of the simplest Scottish melodies ; 
but it appears to me, that Sir John Stevenson has 
brought a national feeling to this task, which it would 
be in vain to expect from a foreigner, however taste- 
ful or judicious. Through many of his own compo- 
sitions we trace a vein of Irish sentiment, which 
points him out as peculiarly suited to catch the spirit 
of his country’s music ; and, far from apeeing with 
those critics who think that his symphonies have no- 
thing kindred with the airs which they introduce, I 
would say that, in general, they resemble those illu- 
minated initials of old manuscripts, which are of the 
same character with the writing which follows, 
though more highly coloured' and more curiously 
umamented. 

In those airs which are arranged for voices, his 
skill has particularly distinguished itself; and, though 
it cannot be denied that a single melody most natu- 
rally expresses the language of feeling and passion, 
yet, often, when a favourite strain has been dismissed, 
as having lost its charm of novelty for the ear, it re- 
turns, in a harmonized shape, with new claims upon 
our interest and attention ; and to those who study 
the delicate artifices of composition, the construction 
of the inner parts of these pieces must afford, I think, 
considerable satisfaction. Every voice has an air to 
itself, a flowing succession of notes, which might be 
heard with pleasure, independent of the rest, so art- 
fully has the harmonist (if I may thus express it) 
>mUed the melody, distributing an equal portion of its 
sweetness to every part. 

If your Ladyship s love of Music were not Imown 
to me, I should not liave hazarded so long a letter 
upon the subject ; but as, probably, I may have pre- 
sumed too fiir upon your partiality, the best revenge 
you can take is to write me just as long a letter upon 
Painting; and I promise to attend to your theory of 
the art, with a pleasure only surpassed by that which 
I have so offen derived from your practice of it.— - 


1 The word “chromatic” might have bean used here, 
without any violence to its meaning. 


May the mind which .such talents adorn, continue 
calm as it is bright, and happy as it is virtuous ! 
Believe me, your Ladyship’s 
Grateful Friend and Servant, 

THOMAS MOORE 

Dublin, January, 1810 . 


ERIN! OH ERIN! 

Am — Thamarm HaUa. 

Like the bright lamp that shone in Kildare’s holy 
fane,' 

And burn’d through long ages of darkness and 
storm, 

Is the heart that afflictions have come o’er in vain, 
Whose spirit outlives them, unfading and warm! 
Erin ! oh Erin ! thus bright, through the tears 
Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears! 

The nations have fallen, and thou still art young, 
Thy sun is but rising, when others are set ; 

And though slavery’s cloud o’er thy morning hath 
hung, 

The full moon of freedom shall beam round thee 
yet. 

Erin ! oh Erin ! though long in the shade, 

Thy star will shine out, when the proudest shall fade! 

Unchill’d by the rain, and unwaked by the wind, 

The lily lies sleeping through winter’s cold hour. 
Till spring, with a touch, her dark slumber unbind, 
And day-light and liberty bless the young flower.® 
Erin ! oh Erin ! thy winter is past, 

And the hope that lived through it shall blossom at 
last. 


PRINK TO HER. 

Am — Heigh oh ! my Jockey 
Drink to her, who long 
Hath waked the poet’s sigh ; 

The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 

Oh ! woman’s heart was made 
For minstrel hands alone ; 

By other fingers play’d, 

It yields not half the tone. 

Then here ’s to her, who long 
Hath waked the poet’s sigh, 

The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy ! 

At Beauty’s door of glass 
When Wealth and Wit once stood. 
They ask’d her ” which might pass ?” 
She answer’d, he who could.” 


1 The inextinguishable fire of St. Bridget, at Kildare, 
which Giraldus mentions, “ Apud Kildariam ocemrit Ignis 
Sanct® Brigidm, quern inoxtiiiguibilem vocant; non qu<Hl 
extiflgui non possit,sedquQd tam soliciteinorualea etsanctai 
mulieres %nem, suppetento materia, fovent et nuiriunt, ut a 
tempore virdnis, per tot annoruin curricula semper mansit 
mextinctus-.”— GtraW. Camb, de Mirabil. lUbcrn,. Dis. 3. 
C. 34.' 

* 3 Mrs, H. Tighe, in her exquisite lines on the lily,haa ap- 
plied ihi» image to a still more important subject 
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With, golden key Wealth tshought 
To pass — hut ’t would not do : 
While Wit a diamond brought, 
Which cut his bright way through ! 
So here ’s to her, who long 
Hath waked the poet’s sigh, 

The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy ! 

The love that seeks a home, 

Where wealth or grandeur shines, 
Is lilce the gloomy gnome 
That dwells in dark gold mines. 
But oh ! the poet’s love 
Can boast a brighter sphere ; 

Ifs native home ’s above, 

Though woman keeps it here ! 
Then drink to her, who long 
Hath waked the poet’s sigh, 

The ^rl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy ! 


OH I BLAME NOT THE BAED.^ 

Km— Kitty Tyrrel. 

Oh 1 blame not the bard, if he fly to the bowers. 
Where Pleasure lies carelessly smiling at Fame ; 

He was born for much more, and in happier hours 
His soul might have burn’d with a holier flame. 

The string, that now languishes loose o’er the lyre, 
Might have bent a proud bow to the warrior’s dart,® 
And the lip, which now breathes but the song of desire, 
Might have pour’d the full tide of a patriot’s heart. 

But alas ! for his country— her pride is gone by, 

And that spirit is broken which never would bend ; 
O’er the ruin her children in secret must sigh. 

For ’t is treason to love her, and death to defend. 
Unprized are her sons, till they’ve learn’d to betray ; 
Undistinguish’d they live, if they shame not their 
sires ; 

And the torch, that would light them through dignity’s 
way, 

Must be caught from the pile where their country 
expires! • 

Then blame not the bard, if, in pleasure’s soft dream, 
He should try to forget what he never can heal ; ! 

Oh ! give but a hope — ^let a vista but gleam 
Through the gloom of his country, and mark how 
he’ll feel! 

That instant his heart at her shrine would lay down 
Every passion it nursed, every bliss it adored, 

1 We may suppose this apology to have been uttered by 
one of those wandering bards, whom Spencer so severely, ana, 
perhaps, truly, describes in his State of Ireland, and whose 
pocrnpjhe tells us, “ were sprinkled with some pretty flowers 
of their natural device, which gave good grace and comeli- 
ness unto them, the which it is great pity to see abused to 
the gracing of wickedness and vice, which, with good usage, 
would serve to adorn and beautify virtue.” 

2 It is conjectured by Wormius, that the name of Ireland 
is derived from the Runic for a bow, in the use of which 
weapon the Irish were once very expert. This derivation 
is certainly more creditable to us than the following : “So 
that Trcland (called the land of Ire, for the constant broils 
Jtheroin for 400 years) was now become the land of concord.” 

State Worthies, JirL The Lard Qrmdtion, 


While the myrtle, now idly entwined with his crown, 
Like the wreath of Harmodius, should cover his 
sword.^ 

But, though glory be gone, and though hope fade away, 
Thy name, loved Erin ! shall live in his songs ; 

Not even in the hour when his heart is most gay 
Will he lose the remembrance of thee and thy 
wrongs ! 

The stranger shall hear tliy lament on his plains ; 

The sigh of thy harp shall be sent o’er the deep, 
Till thy masters themselves, as they rivet thy chains, 
ShaU pause at the song of their captive, and weep 


WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON’S LIGHT. 

Am — Oonagh 

While gazing on the moon’s light, 

A moment from her smile I turn’d, 

To look at orbs that, more bright, 

In lone and distant glory burn’d. 

But, too far, 

Each proud star, 

For me to feel its warming flame — 

Much more dear 
That mild sphere, 

Which near our planet smiling came f 
Thus, Mary, be but thou my own — 

While brighter eyes unheeded play, 

I’ll love those moon-light looks alone, 

Which bless my home and guide my way ! 

The day had sunk in dim showers, 

But midnight now, with lustre meek, 
Illumined all the pale flowers, 

Ijike hope, that lights a mourner’s cheek 
I said (while 
The moon’s smile 

Play’d o’er a stream in dimpling bliss,) 
“The moon looks 
On many brooks 

The brook can see no moon but this ;”® 
And thus, I thought, our fortunes run, 

For many a lover looks to thee, 

While oh ! I feel there is but one, 

One Mary in the world for me. 


ILLUMENS. 

Aie — Kitty of Coleraine ; or, Paddy'* s Resource, 
When daylight was yet sleeping under the billow, 
And stars in the heavens still lingering shone, 


] See the Hymn, attributed to AIcieus, Zv Mvprov xXmJ* 
TO <j!op>)crai — “I will carry my sword, hidden in 

myrtles, lilfo Harmodius and Aristogiton,” etc. 

2 “ Of siich celestial bodies as are visible, the sun excepted, 
the single moon, as despicable as it is in comparison to most 
of the otlmrs, is much more beneficial than they all put to- 
gether.” — Whistods Theory, eit, 

i In the Entretiens among other ingenious em- 

blems, we find a starry sky without a moon, with the words, 
Mon mille, guod absens, 

3 This image was suggested by the following thought, 
which occurs somewhere in Sir William Jones’s works 

i “ The moon looks upon many night-flowers, the nigijt -flower 
sees but one moon.” 
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Young Kitty, all blushing, rose up from her pillow, 
The last time she e’er was to press it alone. 

For the youth, whom she treasured her heart and her 
soul in, 

Had promised to link the last tie before noon ; 
And, when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen, 
The maiden herself will steal after it soon! 


As she look’d in the i 


!S, which a woman ne’er 


Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 

A butterfly, fresh from the night-flower’s kisses, 

Flew over the mirror, and shaded her view. 
Enraged with the insect for hiding her graces, 

She brush’d him— he fell, alas ! never to rise — 

Ah ! such,” said the girl, “ is the pride of our faces, 
For which the soul’s innocence too often dies !” 


While she stole through the garden, where heart’ s- 
ease was growing, j 

She cull’d some, and kiss’d off its night-fallen dew; 
And a rose, farther on, look’d so tempting and glow- 
ing, 

That, spite of her haste, she must gather it too ; 

But, while o’er the roses too carelessly leaning, 

Her zone flew in two, and the heart’s-ease was lost — 
“ Ah ! this means,” said the girl (and she sigh’d at its 
meaning,) 

That love is scarce worth the repose it will cost !” 


BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

Air — T/ie Fairy Queen, 

By the hope within us springing, 

Herald of to-morrow’s strife ; 

By that sun whose light is bringing 
Chains or freedom, death or life — 

Oh ! remember life can be 
No charm for him who lives not free ! 

Like the day-star in the wave, 

Sinks a hero to his grave, 

’Midst the dew-fall of a nation’s tears ! 
Happy is he o’er whose decline 
The smiles of home may soothing shine, 
And light him down the steep of years : — 
But oh ! how grand they sink to rest 
Who close their eyes on Victory’s breast ! 

O’er his watch-fire’s fading embers 
Now the foeman’s cheek turns white, 
W})en his heart that field remembers, 
Where we dimm’d his glory’s light ! 
Never let him bind again 
A chain like that we broke from then. 

Hark ! the horn of combat calls — 

Ere the golden evening falls, 

May we pledge thiat horn in triumph round 
Many a heart, that now beats high, 

In slumber coid at night shall lie, 

Nor waken even at victory’s sound : — 


1 “The Irish Coma was not entirely devoted to martial 
purposes. In the heroic ages our ancestors quaffed Meadh 
out vf them, as the Danish hunters do their beverage at this 


But oh ! how bless’ d that hero’s sleep, 

O’er whom a wondering world shall weep ! 


AFTER THE BATTLE. 

Air — Thy Fair Bosom. 

Night closed around the conqueror’s way, 
And lightnings show’d the distant hill, 
Where those who lost that dreadful day 
Stood, few and faint, but fearless still ! 

The soldier’s hope, the patriot’s zeal, 

For ever dimm’d, for ever cross’d — 

Oh ! who shall say what heroes feel, 

When all but life and honour ’s lost ! 

The last sad hour of freedom’s dream, 

And valour’s task, moved slowly by, 

While mute they watch’d, till morning’s beam 
Should rise, and give them light to die ’ — 
There is a world where souls are free, 

Where tyrants taint not nature’s bliss ; 

If death that world’s bright opening be, 

Oh ! who would live a slave in this ? 


OH ! ’T IS SWEET TO THINK. 

Air — Thady, yon Gander. 

Or ! ’t is sweet to think that, wherever we rove. 

We are sure to find something blissful and dear ; 
And that, when we’re far from the lips we love, 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near! 
The heart, like a tendril, accustom’d to cling. 

Let it grow where it will, cannot flourish alone, 
But will lean to the nearest and loveliest thing 
It can twine with itself, and make closely its own. 
Then oh ! what pleasure, where’er we rove. 

To be doom’d to find something, still, that is dear 
And to know, when far from the lips we love, 

Wq have but to make love to the lips we are near 


’T were a shame, when flowers around us rise. 

To make light of the rest, if the rose is not there ; 
And the world ’s so rich in resplendent eyes, 

’T were a pity to limit one’s love to a pair. 

Love’s wing and the peacock’s are nearly alike, 
They are both of them bright, but they’re change- 
able too, 

And, wherever a new beam of beauty can strike, 

It will tincture Love’s plume with a different hue ! 
Then oh ! w'hat pleasure, where’er we rove, 

To be doom’d to find something, still, that is dear, 
! And to know, when far from the lips we love, 
j We have but to make love to the lips we are near. 


1 I believe it is Marmontel, who says “ on 7 i’ a 

pas ee yue Von aimCj il faut aimer ce gue Von There 
are so^ many matter-of-fact people, who take such yVi/x 
d’esprit as this defence of inconstancy, to be the actual and 
genuine sentiments of hina who writes them, tiuu they com 
pel one, in self-defenco, to be as matter-of-fact as them 
selves, and to remind them, that Democritus was not the 
worse physiologist for having playfully contended that ^now 
was black; nor Erasmus in any degree the less wise foe 
having written an ingenious encomium of follv. 
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THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS. 
Am 

Through grief and througli danger thy smile hath 
cheer’d my way, 

Tin hope seem’d to bud from each thorn that round 
me lay ; 

The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love 
burn’d, 

Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was turn’d : 

Oh ! slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit felt free, 

And bless’d even the sorrows that made me more 
dear to thee. 

Thy rival was honour’d, while thou wert wrong’d 
and scorn’d ; 

Thy crown was of briers, while gold her brows 
adorn’d; 

She woo’d me to temples, while thou lay’st hid in 
caves ; 

Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas I were 
slaves ; 

Yet, cold in the earth, at thy feet I would rather be, 

Than wed what I loved not, or turn one thought 
from thee. 

They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are 
frail — 

Hadst thou been a false one, thy cheek had look’d 
less pale I 

They say, too, so long thou hast worn those lingering 
chains, ^ 1 

That deep in thy heart they have printed their servile 
stains — 

Oh! do not believe them — no chain could that soul 
subdue — 

Where shineth thy spirit, there liberty shineth too P 


ON MUSIC. 

Aiu — BanJes of Banna. 

When through life unbless’d we rove, 
Losing all that made life dear, 

Should some notes, we used to love 
In days of boyhood, meet our ear. 

Oh how welcome breathes the strain ! 

Wakening thoughts that long have slept ; 
Kindling former smiles again, 

In faded eyes that long have wept ! 

Like the gale that sighs along 
Beds of oriental flowers, 

Is the grateful breath of song. 

That once was heard in happier hours. 
Fill’d with balm the gale sighs on. 

Though the flowers have sunk in death; 
tSo, when pleasure’s dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in Music’s breath ! 

Music ! — oh ! how faint, how weak, ^ 
Language fades before thy spell ! 


l “ Whero the Spirit of the Lord i«, there is liberty.”— 
St Paul^ 2 Corinthians, in. 17. 


Why should feeling ever speak, 

TOen thou canst breathe her soul so well ? 
Friendship’s balmy words may feign, 

Love’s are even more false than they ; 

Oh ! ’t is only Music’s strain 
Can sweetly sooth, and not betray ! 


IT IS NOT THE TEAR AT THIS MOMENT 
SHED.^ 

Am — T?ie Sixpence. 

It is not the tear at this moment shed, 

When the cold turf has just been laid o’er him, 
That can tell how beloved was the friend that ’s fled, 
Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him 
’T is the tear through many a long day wept, 
Through a life by his loss all shaded; 

’T is the sad remembrance, fondly kept, 

When all lighter griefs have faded ! 

Oh ! thus shall we mourn, and his memory’s light, 
While it shines through our heart, will improve 
them ; 

; For worth shall look fairer, and truth more bright, 
When we think how he lived but to love them ! 
And, as buried saints have given perfume 
To slirines where they’ve been lying, 

So our hearts shall borrow a sweetening bloom 
From the image he left there in dying I 


THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP. 

Air — Gage Fane. 

’T IS believed that this harp, which I wake now foE 
thee, 

Was a Siren of old, who sung under the se& , 

And who often, at eve, through the bright biHow 
I roved, 

To meet, on the green shore, a youth whom she loved 

But she loved him in vain, for he left her to weep, 

I And in tears, all the night, her gold ringlets to steep, 
Till Heaven look’d with pity on true-love so warm, 
And changed to this soft harp the sea-maiden’s form. 

Still her bosom rose fair— still her cheek smiled the 
same — 

While her sea-beauties gracefully curl’d round the 
frame-; 

And her hair, shedding tear-drops from all its bright 
rings, 

Fell over her white arm, to make the gold strings !“ 

Hence it came, that this soft harp so long hath been 
known 

To mingle love’s language with sorrow’s sad tone ; 
Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond lay 
To be love when I’m near thee, and grief when away^ 


t These lines were occasioned by the death of a very 
near and dear relative. 

2 This thought was suggested by an ingenious design, 
prefixed to an ode upon St. Cecilia, published some years 
since, by Mr. H udson of Dublin . 
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NO. I V. 

This Number of The Melodies ought to have ap- 
peared much earlier; and the writer of the words is 
ashamed to confess, that the delay of its publication 
must be imputed chiefly, if not entirely, to him. He 
finds it necessary to make this avowal, not only for 
the purpose of removing all blame from the publisher, 
but in consequence of a rumour, which has been cir- 
culated industriously in Dublin, that the Irish Govern- 
ment had interfered to prevent the continuance of 
the Work. This would be, indeed, a revival of 
Henry the Eighth’s enactments against Minstrels, and 
it is very flattering to find that so much importance is 
attached to our compilation, even by such persons as 
the inventors of the report. Bishop Lowth, it is true, 
was of this opinion, that one song, like the llynin to 
MarmodiuSy would have done more towards rousing 
the spirit of the Romans than all the philippics of 
Cicero. But we^live in wiser and less musical times ; 
ballads have long lost their revolutionary powers, 
and we question if even a “ Lillibullero” would pro- 
duce any very seiious consequences at present. It is 
needless, therefore, to add, that there is no truth in 
the report ; and we trust that whatever belief it ob- 
tained was founded more upon the character of the 
Government than of the Work. 

The Airs of the last Number, though full of origi- 
nality and beauty, were perhaps, in general, too cu- 
riously selected to become all at once as popular as, 
we think, they deserve to be. The Public are re- 
markably reserved towards new acquaintances in 
music, which, perhaps, is one of the reasons why 
many modern composers introduce none but old 
friends toHheir notice. Indeed, it is natural that per- 
sons who love music only by association, should be 
slow in feeling the charms of a new and strange 
melody; while those who have a quick sensibility for 
this enchanting art, will as naturally seek and enjoy 
novelty, because in every variety of strain they find a 
fresh combination of ideas, and the sound has scarcely 
reached the ear, before the heart has rapidly trans- 
lated it into sentiment. After all, however, it can- 
not be denied that the most popular of our national j 
Airs are also the most beautiful ; and it has been our 
wish, in the present Number, to select from those 
Melodies only which have long been listened to and 
admired. The least known in the collection is the 
Air of “ Love’s young Dream but it is one 6f those 
easy, artless strangers, whose merit the heart ac- 
knowledges instantly. 

T. M. 

Bury Sireety St 
.Non. 1811. 


LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM. 

Am-— TAe Old Woman. 

Oh ! the days are gone, when Beauty bright 
My heart’s chain wove ! 

When my dream of life, from mom till night, 
' Was love, still love!' 

2 T 


New hope may bloom, 

And days may come 
Of milder, calmer beam, 

But there ’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream ! 

Oh ! there ’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream ! 

Though the bard to purer fame may soar, 
When wild youth ’s past ; 

Though he win the wise, who frown’d before, 
To smile at last; 

He’ll never meet 
A joy so sweet, 

In all his noon of fame, 

As when first he sung to woman’s ear 
His soul-felt flame, 

And, at every close, she blush’d to hear 
The one loved name I 

Oh ! that hallow’d form is ne’er forgot, 

Which first-love traced; 

Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 
On memory’s waste 1 
’T was odour fled 
As soon as shed ; 

*Twas morning’s winged dream ; 

’T was a light that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream ! 

Oh! ’t was light that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream. 


THE PRINCE’S DAY.* 

Am-^-St Fatrwk^s Day, 

Though dark are our sorrows, to-day we *11 forget 
them, 

And smile through our tears, like a sun-beam in 
showers; 

There never were hearts, if our rulers would let them, 
More form’d to be grateful and biess’d than ours I 
But, just when the chain 
Has ceased to pain, 

And Hope has enwreathed it round with flowers, 
There comes a new link 
Our spirits to sink — 

Oh ! the joy that we taste, like the light of the poles, 
Is a flash amid darkness,' too brilliant to stay ; 

But, though *t were the last little spark in our souls, 
We must light it up now on our Prince’s Day. 

Contempt on the minion who calls you disloyal ! 
Though fierce to your foe, to your friends you are 
true ; 

And the tribute most high to a he^d that is royal 
Is love from a heart that loves liberty too. 

While cowards who blight 
Your fame, your right, 

Would shrink from the blaze of the battle array, 
The Standard of Green 
In front would be seen— • 


1 This song was written for a fete in honour of the Prince 
of Wales’s Bnth-Day, given by my friend, Major Bryan, at 
his seat in the county of Kilkenny. 
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Oil I my life on your faith I were you summon’d this 
minute, 

You’d cast every bitter remembrance away, 

And show what the arm of old Erin has in it, 

When roused by the foe, on her Prince’s Day. 

He loves the Green Isle, and his love is recorded 
In hearts which have suifer’d too much to forget ; 
And hope shall be crown’d, and attachment rewarded, 
And Erin’s gay jubilee shine put yet ! 

The gem may be broke 
By many a stroke, 

But nothing can cloud its native ray ; 

Each fragment will cast 
A light, to the last ! — 

And thus, Erin, my country ! though broken thou art, 
There ’s a lustre within thee that ne’er will decay ; 
A spirit which beams through each suffering part, 
And now smiles at their pain, on the Prince’s Day ! 


WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 

Am— Tk Song of Sorrow. 

Weep on, weep on, your hour is past, 

Your dreams of pride are o’er ; 

The fatal chain is round you cast, 

And you are men no more ! 

In vain the hero’s heart hath bled, 

The sage’s tongue hath warn’d in vain ; — 
Oh, Freedom t once thy flame hadi fled. 

It never lights again ! 

Weep on— perhaps in after days 
They’ll learn to love your name ; 

When many a deed shall wake in praise 
That now must sleep in, blame ! , 

And, when they tread the ruin’d isle, 

Where rest, at length, the lord and slave, 
They’ll wond’ring ask, how hands so vile 
Could conquer hearts so brave. 

“ ’T was fate,” they’ll say, “ a wayward fate 
Your web of discord wove; 

And, while your tyrants join’d in hate, 

You never j oin’d in love I 
But hearts fell off that ought to twine, 

And man profaned what God hath given. 
Till some were heard4:o curse the shrine 
Where others knelt to Heaven !” 


I.ESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 
Am — Nora Crdna. 

JLesbia hath a beaming eye. 

But no one knows for whom it beameth ; 
Right and left its arrows fly. 

But what they aim at no one dreameth ! 
Sweeter ’t is to gaze upon 
My Nora’s lid, that seldom rises ; 

Few its looks, but every one, 

Like unexpected light, surprises I 
Oh, my Nora Creina, dear ! 

My gentle, bashful Nora Creina ! 


Beauty lies 
In many eyes, 

But love in yours, my Nora Creina ! 

Lesbia wears a robe of gold, 

But all so close the nymph hath laced it, 
Not a charm of Beauty’s mould 
Presumes to stay where Nature placed itl 
Oh I my Nora’s gown for me, 

That floats as wild as mountain breezes, 
Leaving every beauty free 
To sink or swell, as Heaven pleases . 

Yes, my Nora Creina, dear ! 

My simple, graceful Nora Creina ! 

Nature’s dress 
Is loveliness— 

The dress you wear, my Nora Creina ! 

Lesbia hath a wit refined, 

But, when its points are gleaming round us, 
Who can teU if they’re design’d 
To dazzle merely or to wound us ? 

Pillow’d on my Nora’s heart, 

In safer slumber Love reposes— 

Bed of peace ! whose roughest part 
Is but the crumbling of the roses. 

Oh, my Nora Creina, dear ! 

My mild, my artless Nora Creina ! 

Wit, though bright. 

Hath not the light 

That warms your eyes, my Nora Creina ! 


I SAW THY FORM IN YOUTHFUL PRIME 
Air — Domhnall. 

I SAW thy form in youthful prime, 

Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of time, 

And waste its bloom away, Mary ! 

Yet still thy features wore that light 
Which fleets not with the breath ; 

And life ne’er look’d more truly bright 
Than in thy smile of death, Mary ! 

As streams that run o’er golden mines, 

Yet humbly, calmly glide, 

Nor s6em to know the wealth that shines 
Within their gentle tide, Mary ! 

So, veil’d beneath the simplest guise, 

Thy radiant genius shone, 

And that which charm’d all other eyes 
Seem’d worthless in thy own, Mary ! 

If souls could always dwell above, 

Thou ne’er hadst left that sphere ; 

Gr, could we keep the souls we love, 

We ne’er had lost thee here, Mary 
Though many a gifted mind we meet, 
Though fairest forms we see, 

To live with them is far less sweet 
Than to remember thee, Mary !’ 


1 I have here marie a feeble effort to imitate that exqui- 
site inscription of Shenstone’s, ‘‘ Heu ! quanto minus ei^. 
earn reliquis versari quara tui meminisse 


IRISH MELODIES. 


331 


BY THAT LAKE, WHOSE GLOOMY SHORE.^ 
Air — The Brown Irish Girl, 

By that lake, whose gloomy shore 
Sky-lark never warbles o’er,® 

Where the cliff hangs high and steep, 

Young Saint Kevin stole to sleep. 

“ Here at least,” he calmly said, 

Woman ne’er shall find my bed.” 

Ah ! the good saint little knew 
What that wily sex can do. 

’T was from Kathleen’s eyes lie flew— 

Eyes of most unholy blue ! 

She had loved him, well and long, 

Wish’d him her’s, nor thought it wrong 
Wheresoe’er the saint would fly, 

Still he heard her light foot nigh ; 

East or west, where’er he turn’d, 

Still her eyes before him burn’d. • 

On the bold cliff’s bosom cast. 

Tranquil now he sleeps at last ; 

Dreams of heaven, nor thinks that e’er 
Woman’s smile can haunt him there. 

But nor earth, nor heaven is free 
From her power, if fond she be : 

Even now, while calm he sleeps, 

Kathleen o’er him leans and weeps. 

Fearless she had track’d his feet 
'To this rocky wild retreat ; 

And when morning met his view, 

Her mild glances met it too. 

Ah I your saints have cruel hearts ! 

Sternly from his bed he starts, 

And, with rude repulsive shock, 

^ Hurls her from the beetling rock. 

Glendalough ! tby gloomy’ wave 
Soon was gentle Kathleen’s grave ; 

Soon the saint (yet, ah ! too late) 

Felt her love, and mourn’d her fate. 

When he said, “ Heaven rest her soul I” 

Round the lake light music stole ; 

And her ghost was seen to glide, 

Smiling, o’er the fatal tide I 


SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND. 

Air — O pen the Door. 

-She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps, 
And lovers are round her sighing ; 

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps, 

For her heart in liis grave is lying ! 

She sings the wild song of her dear native plains, 
Every note which he loved awaking.— 

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains, 
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking ! 


1 This ballad is founded upon one of the many stories re- 
lated, of St. Kevin, whose bod in the rock is to be seen at 
Olendalougb, a most gloomy and romantic spot in tlie county 
of Wicklow. 

2 There are many other curious traditions concerning this 

sake, which may be found in Giraldus, Colgan, etc. i 


He had lived for his love, for his country he died, 
They were all that to life had entwined him, — 
Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 
Nor long will his love stay behind him. 

Oh ! make her a grave where the sun-beams rest, 
When they promise a glorious morrow ; 

They’U shine o’er her sleep like a smile from the West 
From her own loved Island of Sorrow ! 


NAY, TELL ME NOT. 

Air — Dennisj don’t he threatening. 

Nay, tell me not, dear! that the goblet drowns 
One charm of feeling, one fond regret ; 
Believe me, a few of thy angry frowns 
Are all I’ve sunk in its bright wave yet. 

Ne’er hath a beam 
Been lost in the stream 
That ever was shed from thy form or soul ; 
The balm of thy sighs, 

The light of thine eyes. 

Still float on the surface and hallow my bowl i 
Then fancy not, dearest ! that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart fr om me I 
Like founts that awaken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

The bowl but brightens my love for thee ! 

They tell us that Love in his fairy bower 
Had two blush-roses, of birth divine ; 

He sprinkled the one with a rainbow’s shower, 
But bathed the other with mantling wine. 

! Soon did the buds, 

That drank of the floods 
Distiii’d by the rainbow, decline and fade ; 
While those which the tide 
Of ruby had dyed 

All blush’d into beauty, like thee, sweet maid ! 
Then fancy not, dearest ! that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from mej 
Like founts that awaken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

The howl but brightens my love for thee. 


AVENGING AND BRIGHT 
Air — Crooghan a Venee. 

Avenging and bright fell the swift sword of Erin* 
On him who the brave sons of Usna betray’d ! — 


1 The words of this song were suggested by the very 
ancient Irish story, called “ Deirdri, or the lamentable fate 
of the sons of Usnach,” which has been translated literally 
from the Gaelic, by Mr. O'Flanagan (see vol. 1. of Trans- 
actions of the Gaelic Society of Dublin,) and upon which 
it appears that the “ Darthula” of Macpherson is founded. 
The treachery of Conor, King of Ulster, in putting to death 
the three sons of Usna, was the cause of a desolating war 
against Ulster, which terminated in the destruction of Eraan. 
“ This story (says Mr. O’Flanagan) has been from time im- 
memorial held in high repute as one of the three tragic 
stories of the Irish. These are, ‘The death of the children 
of Touran;’ ‘The death of the children of Lear’ (both re- 
garding Tuathade Banans;) and this, ‘The death of the 
children of Usnach, Vwhich is a Milesian story.” In No. 
II. of these Melodies there is a ballad upon the story of the 
children of Lear or Lir : “ Silent, oh Moyle !” etc. 

Whatever may be thought of those sanguine claims to 
antiquity, which Mr. O’Flanagan and others advance fa*- 
the Uteraturo of Ireland, it would be a very lasting reproacn 
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For every fond eye hath waken’d a tear in, 

A drop from his hearti-wounds shall weep o’er her 
blade. 

By the red cloud that hung over Conor’s dark dwel- 
ling/ 

When Ulad’s three champions lay sleeping in 
gore — ® ' 

By the billows of war which, so often, high swelling, 
Have wafted these heroes to victory’s shore ! — 

We swear to revenge them ! — no joy shall be tasted, 
The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed ; 

Our halls shall be mute, and our fields shall lie wasted, 
Till vengeance is wreak’d on the murderer’s head ! 

Yes, monarch! though sweet are our home recollec- 
tions, 

Though sweet are the tears that from tenderness 
fall; 

Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our af- 
fections, 

Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all! 


WHAT THE BEE IS TO THE FLOWERET. 

Air— Yellow Horse, 

He.— What the bee is to the fi.oweret. 

When he looks for honey-dew 
Through the leaves that close embower it, 
That, my love, I’ll be to you ! 

She. — What the bank, with verdure glowing, 

Is to waves that wander near, 

Whispering kisses, while they’re going, 

That I’ll be to you, my dear ! 

She. — ^But they say, the bee ’s a rover. 

That he’ll fly when sweets are gone ; 

And, when once the kiss is over, 

Faithless brooks will wander on ! 

He. — ^Nay, if flowers wUl lose their looks, 

If sunny banks wtU wear away, 

’Tis but right that bees and brooks 
Should sip and kiss them, while they may. 


LOYE ANH THE NOVICE. 

Air— C ean Duhh Delisk, 

Here we dwell, in holiest bowers, 

Where angels of light o’er our orisons bend ; 
Wliere sighs of devotion and breathings of flowers 
To Heaven in mingled odour ascend ! 

Do not disturb our calm, oh Love ! 

So like is thy form to the cherubs above, 

It well might deceive such hearts as ours.” 


upon o«r nationality if the Gaelic researches of this gentle- 
man did not meet with all the liberal encouragement which 
tliey merit. 

1 “Oh Naisi I view the cloud that I here see in the sky M 
•see over Eman green a chilling cloud of blood- tinged red.” 
— Deirdrfg Sonff, 

% Ulster. 


Love stood near the Novice and listen’d, 

And Love is no novice in taking a hint ; 

His laughing blue eyes now with piety glisten’d ; 

His rosy wing turn’d to heaven’s own tint. 

“Who would have thought,” the urchin cries, 
“That Love could so well, so gravely disguise 
His wandering wings and wounding eyes ?” 

Love now warms thee, waking and sleeping, 

Young Novice; to him all thy orisons rise ; 

He tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping, 

He brightens the censer’s flame with his sighs. 
Love is the saint enshrined in thy breast, 

And angels themselves would admit such a gues^ 
If he came to them clothed in Piety’s vest. 


THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEaXJER’D WITH 
PLEASURES AND WOES. 

Air — The Bunch of Green Rushes that grew at the 
Brim. 

This life is all chequer’d with pleasures and woes, 
That chase one another, like waves of the deep, — 
Each billow, as brightly or darkly it flows, 

Reflecting our eyes as they sparkle or weep. 

So closely our whims on our miseries tread, 

That the laugh is awaked ere the tear can be dried; 
And, as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed, 

The goose-feathers of folly can turn it aside. 

But pledge me the cup — if existence would cloy, 
With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise, 

Be ours the light Grief that is sister to Joy, 

And the short brilliant Folly that flashes and dies ! 

I When Hylas was sent with his urn to the fount, 
Through fields full of sun-shine, with heart full of 
play, 

i Light rambled the boy over meadow and mount, 

And neglected his task for the flowers on the way.* 
Thus some who, like me, should have drawn and 
have tasted 

The fountain that runs by Philosophy’s shrine, 
Their time with the flowers on the margin have 
wasted, 

And left their light urns all as empty as mine! 

But pledge me the goblet- — while Idleness weaves 
Her flowerets together, if W'isdom can see 
One bright drop or two, that has fallen on the leaves 
From her fountain divine, ’tis sufficient for me I 


■ No. V. ' 

It is but fair to those who take an interest in this 
Work, to state that it is now very near its termination, 
and that the Sixth Number, which shall speedily ap- 
pear, will, most probably, be the last of the series. 

It is not so much from a want of materials, and 
still less from any abatement of zeal or industry, that 
we have adopted the resolution of bringing our task 
to a close ; but we feel so proud, for our country’s 


1 Proposito florem pTOtulit officio. — Propert. \. i. eleg “SO. 
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sake and our own, of the interest which this purely 
Irish Work has excited, and so anxious lest a particle 
of that interest should be lost by any ill-judged pro- 
traction of its existence, that we think it wiser to take 
away the cup from the lip, while its flavour is yet, 
we trust, fresh and sweet, than to risk any longer 
trial of the charm, or give so much as not to leave 
some wish for more. In speaking thus I allude en- 
tirely to the Airs, which are, of course, the main at- 
traction of these volumes ; and, though we have still 
many popular and delightful Melodies to produce,* 
yet it cannot be denied that we should soon expe- 
rience some difficulty in equalling the richness and 
novelty of the earlier Numbers, for which, as we had 
the choice of all before us, we naturally selected only 
the most rare and beautiful The Poetry, too, would 
be sure to sympathize with the decline of the Music, 
and, however feebly my words have kept pace with 
the excellence of the Airs, they would follow their 
falling of, 1 fear, with wonderful alacrity. So that, 
altogether, both pride and prudence counsel us to 
stop, while the Work is yet, we believe, flourishing 
and attractive, and, in the imperial attitude, ^^stantes 
mori,^' before we incur the charge either of altering 
for the worse, or, what is equally unpardonable, con- 
tinuing too long the same. 

We beg, however, to say, it is only in the event of 
our failing to find Airs as exquisite as most of those 
we have given, that we mean thus to anticipate the 
natural period of dissolution, like those Indians who 
put their relatives to death when they become feeble. 

T. M. 

Mayfield Cottage, Ashloume, 

December, 1813, 


OH, THE SHAMROCK! 

Air — Alky Croker. 

Through Erin’s Isle, 

To sport awhile, 

As Love and Valour wander’d. 

With Wit, the sprite, 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander’d ; 

Where’er they pass, 

A triple grass*-* 

Shoots up, with dew-drops streaming. 

As softly green 
. As emeralds, seen 
Through purest crystal gleaming ! 

Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock, 

1 Among these is Savoiirna Deelisk, %vhich I have 
hitherto only wlthhekl from the diffidence I feel in treading 
upon the same ground with Mr. Campbell, whose beautiful 
words to this fine air have taken too strong possession of all 
ears and hearts, for me to think of producing any impression 
after him. X suppose, however, I must attempt it for tlie 
next Number. 

2 Saint Patrick is said to have made use of that species 
of the trefoil, in Ireland called the Shamrockj in explaining 
the doctrine of the Trinity to the pagan Irish. I do not 
know if there be any other reason for our adoption of this ^ 
plant as a national emblem. Hope, among the ancients, | 
was sometimes represented as a beautifnl child, “standing 
upon tip-toes, and a trefoil or three-coloured grass in her 
hand.” 


Chosen leaf 
Of bard and chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock! 

Says Valour, “ See, 

They spring for me, 

Those leafy gems of morning *” 

Says Love, “ No, no. 

For me they grow, 

My fragrant path adorning !” 

But Wit perceives 
The triple leaves, 

And cries, “ Oh ! do not sever 
A type that -blends 
Three god-like friends, 

Love, Valour, Wit, for ever !” 
i, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock I 
Chosen leaf 
Of bard and chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 

So, firmly fond 
May last the bond 
They wove that morn together, 

And ne’er may fall 
One drop of gall 
On Wit’s celestial feather ! 

May Love, as shoot 
His flowers and fruit, 

Of thorny falsehood weed ’em ! 

May Valour ne’er 
His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom ! 

Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock ! 
Chosen leaf 
Of bard and chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 


AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT. 

Am— Molly, my Dear. 

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly 
To the lone vale we loved when life was warm in 
thine eye, 

And I think that if spirits can steal from the regions 
of air 

To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to 
me there. 

And tell me our love is remember’d, even in the sky ! 

i 

Then I sing the wild song it once was rapture to hear,, 
When our voices, commingling, breathed like one on 
the ear, 

And, as Echo far off through the vale my sad ori- 
son rolls, 

I think, oh, my love ! ’tis thy voice from the king- 
dom of souls,* 

Faintly answering still the notes that once were so* 
dear. 

1 “There are countries,” says Montaigne, “ where they 
believe the souls of the happy live in all manner of liberty 
in delightful fields; and that it is those souls, repeating the 
words we utter, which we caM Echo.” 
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ONE BUMPER AT PARTING. 

Air — MoU Roe in the Morning » 

One bumper at parting ! — ^though many 
Have circled the board since we met, 

The fullest, the saddest of any 
Remains to be crown’d by us yet. 

The sweetness that pleasure has in it 
Is always so slow to come forth, 

That seldom, alas, till the minute 
It dies, do we know half its worth ! 

But fill — may our life’s happy measure 
Be all of such moments made up ; 

They’re born on the bosom of pleasure, 

They die ’midst the tears of the cup. 

As onward we journey, how pleasant 
To pause and inhabit awhile 
Those few sunny spots, like the present, 

That ’mid the dull wilderness smile ! 

But Time, like a pitiless master. 

Cries, “ Onward I” and spurs the gay hours ; 
And never does Time travel faster 
Than when his way lies among flowers. 

But, come — may our life’s happy measure 
Be all of such moments made up ; 

They ’re born on the bosom of pleasure, 

They die ’midst the tears of the cup. 

This evening we saw the sun sinking 
In waters his glory made bright — 

Oh ! trust me, our farewell of drinking 
Should be like that farewell of light. 

You saw how he finish’d, by darting 
His beam o’er a deep billow’s brim-— 

So fill up ! — let ’s shine, at our parting, 

In full liquid glory, like him. 

And oh ! may our life’s happy measure 
Of moments like this be made up ; 

’T was born on the bosom of pleasure, 

It dies ’mid the tears of the cup ! 


TIS THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 

Air — Groves of Blarney. 

’T IS the last rose of summer, 

Left blooming alone ; 

All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone ; 

No flower of her kindred. 

No rose-bud is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes, 

Or give sigh for sigh ’ 

I ’ll not leave thee, thou lone one ! 

To pine on the stem ; 

Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go, sleep thou with them. 

Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bed, 

Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may I follow, 

When friendships decay, 

And from Love’s shining circle 
The gems drop away I 


When true hearts lie wither’d, 

And fond ones are flown, 

Oh ! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone ? 

THE YOUNG MAY-MOON. 

Air — The Bandy 0! 

The young May-moon is beaming, love ! 

The glow-woim’s lamp is gleaming, love ! 

How sweet to rove 
Through Morna’s grove,’ 

Wliile the drowsy world is dreaming, love i 
Then awake ! — ^the heavens look bright, my dear! 
’T is never too late for delight, my dear ! 

And the best of all ways 
To lengthen our days, 

Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear ! 

Now all the world is sleeping, love ! 

But the sage, his star-watch keeping, love I 
And I, whose star, 

More glorious far, 

Is the eye from that casement peeping, love 1 
Then awake ! — till rise of sun, my dear ! 

The sage’s glass we ’ll shun, my dear ! 

Or, in watching the flight 
Of bodies of light, 

He might happen to take thee for one, my dear ! 


THE MINSTREL-BOY, 

Air — The Moreen. 

The Minstrel-Boy to the war is gone, 

In the ranlis of death you ’ll find him ; 

His father’s sword he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him.— 
Land of song !” said the warrior-bard, 

“ Though all the world betrays thee, 

One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard. 
One faithful harp shall praise thee !” 

The Minstrel fell !— but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under ! 

The harp he loved ne’er spoke again, 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 

And said, “ No chains shall sully thee, 
Thou soul of love and bravery ! 

Thy songs were made for the pure and free 
They shall never sound in slavery 1” 


THE SONG OF O’RUARK, PRINCE OF 
. BREFFNP 

Am — The pretty Girl milMng her Cow, 

The valley lay smiling before me, 

Where lately I left her behind ; 

1 “ Steals silently to Morna’s grove.” 

See a translation from the Irish, in Mr. Bunting’s collec- 
tion, by John Brown, one of my earliest college companions 
and friends, whose death was as singularly melancholy and 
unfortunate as his life had been amiable, honourable, and 
exemplary. 

2 These stanzas are founded upon an event of most 
lancholy importance to Ireland, if, as we are told by ous 
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Yet I trembled, and something hung o’er me, 
That sadden’d the joy of my mind. 

I look’d for the lamp, which she told me 
Should shine when her pilgrim return’d ; 

But, though darkness began to infold me, 

No lamp from the battlements burn’d ! 

I flew to her chamber — ’t was lonely 
As if the loved tenant lay dead ! — 

Ah ! would it were death, and death only ! 

But no — the young false one had fled. 

And there hung the lute, that could soften 
My very worst pains into bliss. 

While the hand that had waked it so often 
Now throbb’d to a proud rival’s Idss 

There wqjs a time, falsest of women ! 

When Breffni’s good sword would have sought 

That man, through a million of foemen, 

Who dared but to doubt thee in thought! 

While now — oh, degenerate daughter 
Of Ekin !— how fall’n is thy fame ! 

And, through ages of bondage and slaughter, 
Our country shall bleed for thy shame. 

Already the curse is upon her, 

And strangers her vallies profane ; 

They come to divide — ^to dishonour, 

And tyrants they long will remain ! 

But, onward ! — the green banner rearing, 

Go, flesh every sword to the hilt ; 

On our side is Virtue and Erin! 

On theirs is THE Saxon and Guilt. 


OH! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE 
OF OUR OWN. 

Air — Sheela na Ghdra. 

Oh ! had we some bright little isle of our own, 

In a blue summer ocean, far off and alone, 

Where a leaf never dies in the still-blooming bowers. 
And the bee banquets on through a whole year of 
flowers ; 

Where the sun loves to pause 
With so fond a delay, 

That the night only draws 
A thin veil o’er the day ; 

Where simply to feel that Ave breathe, that we live, 
Is worth the best joy that life elsewhere can give ! 


Irish historians, it gave England the flrs^ opportunity of pro- 
fiting by our divisions and subduing us. The following are 
the circumstances as related by O’fJalloran. “ The King of 
Leinster had long conceived a violent afiection for Dearb- 
horgil, daughter to the King of Meath, and though she had 
been for some time married to O’Kuark, Prince of Breffni, 
yet it couldhot restrain his passion. Tlie^ carried on a pri- 
vate correspondence, and she informed him that O’Ruark 
intended soon to go on a pilgrimage (ah act of piety frequent 
in those days,) and conjured him to embrace that opportu- 
nity of conveying her from a husband she detested to a 
lover she adored. Mac Murchad too punctually obeyed the 
Kummoiis, and had the lady conveyed to ‘his capital of 
Perns.”— -The Monarch Roderick espoused the cause of 
OTluark, while Mac Murchad fled to England, and obtain- 
ed the assistance of Henry 11. 

“Such,” adds Giraldus Cambrensis, (as I find him in an 
old translation,) “ is the variable and fickle nature of wo- 
man, by whom all mischiefs in the world (for the most part) 
do happen and come, as may appear by Marcus Antonius, 
and by the destruction of Troy.” < 


i There, with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime, 
We should love, as they loved in the first golden time ; 
The glow of the sunshine, the balm of the air, 

W ould steal to our hearts, and make all summer there ! 

With affection, as free 
From decline as the bowers, 

I And with Hope, like the bee, 

Living always on flowers, 

Our life should resemble a long day of light, 

And our death come on, holy and calm as the night ! 


FAREWELL!— BUT, WHENEVER YOU 
WELCOME THE HOUR. 

Air — Moll Roojie. 

Farewell ! — ^but, whenever you welcome the hour 
That awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower. 
Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too, 
j And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you. 

His griefs may return — not a hope may remain 
Of the few that have brighten’d his pathway of pain-— 
But he ne’er will forget the short vision, that threw 
Its enchantment around him, while lingering with 
you! 

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up 
To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup. 
Where’er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright, 

My soul, happy friends ! shall be with you that night , 
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles. 
And return to me beaming all o’er with your smiles ! — 
Too bless’d, if it tells me that, ’mid the gay cheer, 
Some kind voice had murmur’d, “I wish he were 
here !” 

Let Fate do her womt, there are relics of joy, 

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy ; 
WTiich come, in the night-time of sorrow and care, 
And bring back the features that joy used to wear. 
Long, long be my heart with such memories fill’d ! 
Like the vase in which roses have once been distill’d-— 
You may break, you may ruin the vase, if you will. 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 


OH i DOUBT ME NOT. 

Am— Yellow Wat and the Foss. 
Oh ! doubt me not — ^the season 
Is o’er when Folly made me rove, 
And now the vestal Reason 
Shall watch the lire awaked by Love, 
Although this heart was early blown, 

And fairest hands dkturb’d the tree, 

They only shook some blossoms down,— 

Its fruit has all been kept for thee. 

Then doubt me not— -tlie season 
Is o’er when Folly made me rove, 
And now the vestal Reason 
Shall watch the fire awaked by Love 

And though my lute no longer 
May sing of Passion’s ardent spell# 
Yet, trust me, all the stronger 
I feel the bliss I do not tell 
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Tlie bee through many a garden roves, 

And hums his lay of courtship o’er, 

But, when he finds the flower he loves, 

He settles there, and hums no more. 

Then doubt me not— the season 
Is o’er when Folly kept me free, 

And now the vestal Reason 
Shall guard the flame awaked by thee. 


YOU REMEMBER ELLEN.* 

Am — Were I a Cleric, I 

You remember Ellen, our hamlet’s pride, ; 

How meekly she bless’ d her humble lot. 

When the stranger, William, had made her his bride, 
And love was the light of their lowly cot. 
Together they toil’d through winds and rains 
Till William at length, in sadness, said, 

“ We must seek our fortune on other plains 
Then, sighing, she left her lowly shed. 

They roam’d a long and a weary way, 

Nor much was the maiden’s heart at ease. 

When now, at close of one stormy day, 

They see a proud castle among the trees. 
To-night,” said the youth, “ we’ll shelter there ; 
The wind blows cold, the hour is late;”— 

So he blew the horn with a chieftain’s air, 

And the porter bow’d as they pass’d the gate. 

“ Now, welcome, Lady !” exclaim’d the youth,— 

“ This castle is thine, and these dark woods all.” 
She believed him wild, but his words were truth, 

For Ellen is Lady of Rosna Hall 
And dearly the Lord of Rosna loves 
What William the stranger woo’d and wed; 

And the light of bliss, in these lordly groves, 

Is pure as it shone in the lowly shed. 


I’D MOURN THE HOPES. 

Air — The Rose Tree. 

I’d mourn the hopes that leave me, 

If thy smiles had left me too ; 

I’d weep when friends deceive me. 

If thou wert, like them, untrue. 

But, while I’ve thee before me, 

With heart so warm and eyes so bright, 

No clouds can linger o’er me, — 

That smile turns them all to light \ 

’T is not in fate to harm me, 

While fate leaves thy love to me ; 

’T is not in j oy to charm me, 

Unless joy be shared with thee. 

One minute’s dream about thee 
Were worth a long, an endless year 

Of waking bliss without thee. 

My own love, my only dear! 

And, though the hope be gone, love. 

That long sparkled o’er our way, 

Oh I we shall journey on, love, 

More safely without its ray. 

1 This Ballad was suggested by a well-known and inte- 
resting story, told of a certain noble family inTJngland. 


Far better lights shall win me 
Along the path I’ve yet to roam,— 
The mind that burns within me, 

And pure smiles from thee at home. 

Thus, when the lamp that lighted 
The traveller, at first goes out, 

He feels awhile benighted. 

And looks around, in fear and doubt. 
But soon, the prospect clearing, 

By cloudless star-light on he treads. 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 
As that light which Heaven sheds ! 


No. vi. 

In presenting this Sixth Number as our last, and 
bidding adieu to the Irish Harp for ever, we shall not 
answer very confidently for the strength of our reso- 
lution, nor feel quite sure that it may not prove, after 
all, to be only one of those eternal farewells which a 
lover takes of his mistress occasionally. Our only 
motive indeed for discontinuing the W’'ork was a fear 
that our treasures were beginning to be exhausted, 
and an unwillingness to descend to the gathering of 
mere seed-pearl, after the very valuable gems it has 
been our lot to string together. But this intention, 
which we announced in our Fifth Number, has ex- 
cited an anxiety in the lovers of Irish Music, not only 
pleasant and flattering, but highly useful to us ; for 
the various contributions we have received in con- 
sequence have enriched our collection with so many 
choice and beautiful Airs, that, if we keep to our re- 
solution of publishing no more, it will certainly be an 
instance of forbearance and self-command unexam- 
pled in the history of poets and musicians. 

Mayfield, Ashbourne, T. M« 

March, 1816. 


COME O’ER THE SEA. 

Air — CuishWi md Ckree. 

Come o’er the sea, 

Maiden ! with me. 

Mine through sunshine, storm, and snow ! 
Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Bums the saj^e, where’er it goes. 

Let fate frown on, so we love and part not ; 

’T is life where ihou art, ’t is death where thou art not . 
Then, come o’er the sea, 

Maiden! with me, 

Come wherever the wild wind blow ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where’er it goes 

Is not the sea 
Made for the free, 

Land for courts and chains alone ? 

Here we are slaves, 

But, on the waves, 

Ijove and Liberty ’s all our own ! 
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No eye to watcb, and no tongue to wound us, 
All earth forgot, and all heaven around us I— 
Then, come o’er the sea, 

Maiden ! with me, 

Mine through sunshine, storm, and snows ! 
Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where’er it goes. 


HAS SORROW THY YOUNG DAYS 
SHADED? 

Am — Sly Patrick, 

Has sorrow thy young days shaded. 

As clouds o’er the morning fleet ? 

Too fast have those young days faded, 
That, even in sorrow, were sweet ? 

Does Time with his cold wing wither 
Each feeling that once was dear 
Then, child of misfortune ! come hither, 

I’ll weep with thee, tear for tear. 

Has love to that soul, so tender, 

Been like our Lagenian mine,* 

Where sparkles of golden splendour 
All over the surface shine — 

But, if in pursuit we go deeper, 

Allured by the gleam that shone, 

Ah ! false as the dream of the sleeper. 

Like Love, the bright ore is gone. 

Has Hope, like the bird in the story,® 

That flitted from tree to tree 
With the talisman’s glittering glory — 

Has Hope been that bird to thee? 

On branch after branch alighting, 

The gem did she still display, 

And, when nearest and most inviting. 

Then waft the fair gem away ! 

If thus the sweet hours have fleeted, 

When Sorrow herself look’d bright ; 

If thus the fond hope has cheated, 

^ That led thee along so light ; 

If thus, too, the cold world wither 
Each feeling that once was dear ; — 
Come, child of misfortune ! come hither, 
ri! weep with thee, tear for tear. 


NO, NOT MORE WELCOME. 
Am — Luggehvh 

No, not more welcome the .fairy numbers 
Of music fail on the sleeper’s ear, 

When, half-a, waking from fearful slumbers, 

He thinks the full quire of Heaven is near,-~ 
Than came that voice, when, all forsaken, 

This heart long had sleeping lain, 


1 Our Wicklow Gold-Mines, to which this verse alludes, 
deserve, I fear, the character here given of them. 

2 “ The bird having got its pri®, settled not far off, with 
the talisman in his mouth. The Prince drew near it, hoping 
it would drop it: but, as he approached, the bird took wing, 
and settled again,” etc.-^Mrabian JVigAtajStory of Kummir 
al Zuramaun and the Princess of China. 
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Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 
To such benign, Mess’d sounds again. 

Sweet voice of comfort ! ’t was like the stealing 
Of summer wind through some wreathed shell — 
Each secret winding, each inmost feeling 
Of all my soul echoed to its spell ! 

’T was whisper’d balm — ’t was sunshine spoken !— 
I’d live years of grief and pain, 

To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 
By such benign. Mess’d sounds again! 


WHEN FIRST I MET THEE. 

Air — O Patrick ! jiy from me. 

When first I met thee, warm and young, 

There shone such truth about thee, 

And on thy lip such promise hung, 

I did not dare to doubt thee. 

I saw thee change, yet still relied, 

StiU clung with hope the fonder, 

And thought, though false to all beside, 

From me thou eouldst not wander. 

But go, deceiver ! go, — 

The heart, whose hopes could make it 
Trust one so false, so low. 

Deserves that thou shouldst break it ! 

When every tongue thy follies named, 

I fled the unwelcome story ; 

Or found, in even the faults they blamed, 

Some gleams of future glory. 

I still was true, when nearer friends 
Conspired to wrong, to slight thee ; 

The heart that now thy falsehood rends, 

Would then have bled to right thee. 

But go, deceiver ! go,— 

Some day, perhaps, thou’lt waken 
From pleasure’s dream, to know 
The grief of hearts forsaken. 

Even now, though youth its bloom has shed. 
No lights of age adorn thee ; 

The few who loved thee once have fled, 

And they who flatter scorn thee. 

Thy midnight cup is pledged to slaves, 

No genial ties enwreathe it ; 

The smiling there, like light on graves, 

Has rank, cold hearts beneath it ! 

Go — go — ^though worlds were thine, 

I would not now surrender 
One taintless tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour ! 

And days may come, thou false one ! yet, 
When even those ties shall sever ; 

When thou wilt call, with vain regret, 

On her thou’st lost for ever ! 

On her who, in thy fortune’s fall. 

With smiles had still received thee, 

Arid gladly died to prove thee all 
Her fancy first believed thee. 

Go — ^go— t is vain to curse, 

*Tis weakness to upbraid thee ; 

Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have made thei* 
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WHILE HISTORY’S MUSE. 

Air — Faddy Whach 

War LE History’s Muse the memorial was keeping 
Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves, 
Beside her the Genius of Erin stood 'weeping. 

For hers was the story that blotted the leaves. 

But oh! how the tear in her eyelids grew bright, 
When, after whole pages of sorrow and shame. 
She saw History write. 

With a pencil of light 

That illumed all the volume, her Wellington’s 
name 1 

“ Hail, Star of my Isle !” said the Spirit, all sparkling 
With beams, such as break from her own dewy 
skies; — 

“ Through ages of sorrow, deserted and darkling, 

I’ve watch’d for some glory like thine to arise. 

For, though heroes I’ve number’d, unbless’d was 
their lot, 

And unhallow’d they sleep in the cross-ways of 
Fame ; — 

But, oh ! there is not 
One dishonouring blot 

On the wreath that enchcles my Wellington’s 
name ! 

“Yet, still the last crown of thy toils is remaining, 
The grandest, the purest even thouha^t yet known ; 
Though proud was thy task, other nations unchaining, 
Far prouder to heal the deep wounds of thy own. 
At the foot of that throne, fo’- whose weal thou hast 
stood, 

Go, plead for the land that first cradled thy fame — 
And, bright o’er the flood 
Of her tears and her blood, 

Let the rainbow of Hope be her Wellington’s 
name !” 


THE TIME r VE LOST IN WOOING. j 
Air — Peas upon a Trencher* \ 

The time I ’ve lost in wooing, 

In watching and pursuing 
The light that lies 
In Woman’s eyes, 

Has been my heart’s undoing. 

Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 

I scorn’d the lore she brought me, 

My only books 
Were Woman’s looks, 

And folly ’s all they ’ve taught me. 

Her smile when Beauty granted, 

I hung with gaze enchanted, 

Like him, the Sprite,^ 

Whom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen that ’s haunted. 

1 This alludes loa kind of Irish Fairy, which is to be met 
with, they say, in the fields, at dusk:— as long as you keep 
your eyes upon him, he is fixed and in your power ; but the 
moment yua look away (and he is ingenious in furnishing 
some inducement) he vanishes. I had thought that this was 
the sprite which we call the Leprechaun ; but a high 
authority upon such subjects, Lady Morgan (in a note upon 
her national and iatofesting Novel, O’Donnel,) has given a 
very different account of that goblin. 


Like him, too, Beauty won me 
But while her eyes were on me — 
If once their ray 
Was turn’d away, 

Oh ! winds could not outrun me. 

And are those follies going? 

And is my proud heart growing 
Too cold or wise 
For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing ? 

No— vain, alas ! the endeavour 
From bonds so sweet to sever ; — 
Poor Wisdom’s chance 
Against a glance 
Is now as weak as ever 1 


WHERE IS. THE SLAVE? 

Air — Sios a^us sios Horn* 
Where is the slave, so lowly, 
Condemn’d to chains unholy, 

Who, could he burst 
His bonds at first, 

Would' pine beneath them slowly? 
What soul, whose wrongs degrade it, 
Would wait till time decay’d it, 
When thus its wing 
At once may spring 
To the throne of Him who made it ? 
Farewell, Erin ! — farewell all 
W’ho live to weep our fall ! 

Less dear the laurel growing, 

Alive, iintouch’d, and blowing, 

Than that whose braid 
Is pluck’d to shade 
The brows with victoiy glowing ! 

We tread the land that bore us, 

Her green flag glitters o’er us, 

'The friends we’ve tried 
Are by our side. 

And the foe we hate before us I 
Farewell, Erin ! — ^farewell all 
Who live to weep our fall! 


COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 

Air — Lough Sheeling* 

Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer ? 
Though the herd have fled from thee, thy home is 
still here ; 

Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o’ercast 
And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last ! 

Oh! what was love made for, if’t is not the same 
Through joy and through torrents, through glory and 
shame ? 

I know not, I ask not, if guilt ’s in that heart, 

I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art! 

Thou hast call’d me thy Angel in moments of bliss, 
And thy Angel I’ll be, ’midthe horrors of tins, — 
Through the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps .o pur- 

; ■■ ■ sue," \ 

, And shield thee, and save thee, or— perish there too 1 
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‘T IS GONE, AND FOR EVER. 

Air — Sawurmli Deelish. 

’T IS gone, and for ever, the light we saw breaking, 
Like Heaven’s first dawn o’er the sleep of the 
dead — 

Wlien man, from the slumber of ages awaking, 
Look’d upward, and bless’d the pure ray, ere it 
fled! 

’T is gone — and the gleams it has left of its burning 
But deepen the long night of bondage and mourning, ^ 
That dark o’er the kingdoms of earth is returning, | 
And, darkest of all, hapless Erin ! o’er thee. 

For high was thy hope, when those glories were 
darting 

Around thee, through all the gross clouds of the 
world ; 

When Truth, from her fetters indignantly starting, 

At once, like a sun-burst, her banner unfurl’d.^ 

Oh, never shall earth see a moment so splendid ! 
Then, then— had one Hymn of Deliverance blended 
The tongues of all nations — how sweet had ascended 
The first note of Liberty, Erin ! from thee. 

i 

But, shame on those tyrants who envied the blessing! i 
And shame on the light race, unworthy its good, i 
Who, at Death’s reeking altar, like furies, caressing I 
The young hope of Freedom, baptized it in blood ! 
Then vanish’d for ever that fair, sunny vision, 

Which, spite of the slavish, the cold lieart’s derision. 
Shall long be remember’d, pure, bright and elysian. 
As first it arose, my lost Erin ! on thee. 


I SAW FROM, THE BEACH. 

Air — Mm Molly. 

I SAW from the beach, when the morning was shining, 
A bark o’er the waters moved gloriously on ; 

I came, when the sun o’er that beach was declining, — 
The bark was still there, but the waters were gone ! 

Ah ! such is the fate of our life’s early promise. 

So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known: 

Each w’ave, that wc danced on at morning ebbs from 
us, 

And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone ! 

Ne’er tell me of glories, serenely adorning 
The close of our day, , the calm eve of our night ; — 

Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of | 
Morning, ' 

Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening’s best 
light. 

Oh, who would not welcome that moment’s return- 
ing, 

When passion first waked a new life through his 
frame, 

And his soul— like the wood that grows precious in 
burning — 

Gave out all its sweets to Love’s exquisite flame ! 


1 The Sun-bursf ’ was the fanciful name given by the 
ancient Irish to the royal banner. 


FILL THE BUMPER FAIR. 

Air — Boh and Joan, 

Fill the bumper fair ! 

Every drop we sprinlde 
O’er the brow of Care 
Smooths away a wrinkle. 

Wit’s electric flame 
Ne’er so swiftly passes. 

As when through the frame 
It shoots from brimming glasses. 
Fill the bumper fair ! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O’er the brow of Care, 

Smooths away a wrinkle. 

Sages can, they say, 

Grasp the lightning’s pinions, 
And bring dowm its ray 
From the starr’d dominions • 
So we, sages, sit, 

And, ’mid bumpers bright’ning, 
From the heaven of wit 
Draw down all its lightning ! 

Fill the bumper, etc. 

Wouldst thou know what first 
Made our souls inlierit 
This ennobling thirst 
For wine’s celestial spirit ? 

It chanced upon that day. 

When, as bards inform us, 
Prometheus stole away 
The living fires that warm us. 
Fill the bumper, etc. 

The careless Youth, when up 
To Glory’s fount aspiring, 

Took nor urn nor cup 
To hide the pilfer’d fire in 
But oh his joy ! when, round, 

The halls of heaven spying, 
Amongst the stars he found 
A bowl of Bacchus lying. 

Fill the bumper, etc. 

Some drops were in that bowl, 
Remains of last night’s pleasure, 
With which the Sparks of soul 
Mix’d their burning treasure ! 
Hence the goblet’s shower 
Hath such spells to win us — 
Hence its mighty power 
O’er that flame within us. 

Fill the bumper, etc. 


DEAR HARP OF MY COUNTRY 
Am— New Langolee, 

Dear Harp of my Country ! in darkness I found 
thee; 

The cold chain of silence had hung o’er thee long,® 

I 1 In that rebellious but beautiful song, “ When Brin first 
: rose,” tliore is, if I recollect right, the following line * 

“ The dark chain of silence was thrown o’er the deep !” 
The chain of silence was a sort of practical figure of 
rhetoric among the ancient Irish. Walker tellsi us of “a 
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When proudly, my own Island Harp ! I unbound 
thee, 

And gave all thy chords to light, freedom, and 
song ! 

The warm lay of love and the light note of gladness 
Have waken’d thy fondest, thy liveliest thrill ; 

But, so oft hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sad- 
ness, 

That even in thy mirth it will steal from thee stiU. 

Dear Harp of my Country ! farewell to thy numbers, 
This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall 
twine ; 

Go, sleep, with the sunshine of Fame on thy slum- 
bers, 

Till touch’d by some hand less unworthy than 
mine. 

If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover, 

Have throbb’d at our lay, ’t is thy glory alone ; 

I was hut as the wind, passing heedlessly over. 

And all the wild sweetness I waited was thy own. 


No. VII. 

If I had consulted only my own judgment, this 
Work would not have been extended beyond the Six 
Numbers already published ; which contain, perhaps, 
the flower of our National Melodies, and have at- 
tained a rank in public favour, of which I would not 
willingly risk the forfeiture by degenerating, in any 
way, from those merits that were its source. What- 
ever treasures of our music were still in reserve (and 
J. will be seen, I trust, that they are numerous and 
valuable,) I would gladly have left to future poets to 
glean ; and, with the ritual words tibi imdo,^ would 
have delivered up the torch into other hands, before 
it had lost much of its light in my own. But the call 
for a continuance of tlie work has been, as I under- 
stand from the Publisher, so general, and we have 
received so many contributions of old and beautiful 
airs,’ the suppression of which, for the enhancement 
of those we have published, would resemble too 
much the policy of the Dutch in burning their spices, 
tliat I have been persuaded, though not without con- 
siderable diffidence in my success, to commence a 
aew series of the Irish Melodies. T. M. 

MY GENTLE HARP! 

Am — The Coina or Dirge* 

My gentle Harp ! once more I waken 
The sweetness of thy slumbering strain \ 

celebrated contention for precedence between Finn and 
Gaul, near Finn’s palace at Alrnbaim, where the attending 
bards, anxious, if possible, to produce a cessation of hostili- 
ties, shook the chain of silence, and flung theriaselves among 
the ranks.” See also the Ode to Gaul, the son of Morai, in 
Miss Brookic’s ojf Jm/i 

1 One gentleman, in particnlar, whose name £ shall feel 
happy in being allowed to mention, has Hot only sent us near ! 
forty ancient airs, but has communicated many carious 
fragments of Irish poetry, and some interesting traditions, 
current in &a country where he resides, illustrated by 
sketches the romantic scenery to which they refer; 
all of which, though too late for the present Number, will 
be of infinite service to us in tire prosecution of our task. 


In tears our last farewell was talten, 

And now in tears we meet again. 

No light of joy hath o’er thee broken, 

But— liice those harps, whose heavenly Rhill 
Of slavery, dark as thine, hath spoken — 

Thou hang’st upon the willows still. 

And yet, since last thy chord resounded, 

An hour of peace and triumph came, 

And many an ardent bosom bounded, 

With hopes — ^that now are turn’d to shame. 
Yet even then, while Peace was singing 
Her halcyon song o’er land and sea, 

Though joy and hope to others bringing. 

She only brought new tears to thee. 

Then who can ask for notes of pleasure. 

My drooping harp ! from chords liite thine ? 
Alas, the lark’s gay morning measure 
As ill would suit the swan’^s decline ! 

Or how shall I, who love, who bless thee, 
Invoke thy breath for .Freedom’s strains, 
When even the wreaths in which I dress thee,. 
Are sadly mix’d — half flowers, half chains S 

But come — if yet thy frame can borrow 
One breath of joy — oh, breathe for me, 

And show the world, in chains and sorrow 
How sweet thy music still can be ; 

How gaily, even ’mid gloom surrounding, 
Thou yet canst wake at pleasure’s thrill- 
Like Memnon’s broken image, sounding, 

’Mid desolation, tuneful still !’ 

AS SLOW OUR SHIP. 

Air — The Girl I left behind me. 

As slow our ship her foamy track 
Against the wind was cleaving, 

Her trembling peimant still look’d back 
To that dear isle ’t was leaving. 

So loth we part from all we love, 

From all the links that bind us ; 

So turn our hearts, where’er we rove, 

To those we’ve left behind us ! 

When round the bowl, of vanish’d years 
We talk, with joyous seeming, — 

With smiles, that might as well be tears. 

So faint, so sad their beaming; 

Wliile memory brings us back again 
Each early tie that twined us, 

Oh, sweet ’s the cup that circles then 
To those we ’ve left behind us ! 

And when, in other climes, we meet 
Some isle or vale enchanting, 

Where all looks flowery, wild, and sweet, 
And nought hut love is wanting; 

We think how great had been our bliss. 

If Heaven had but assign’d us 
To live and die in scenes like this, 

With some we ’ve left behind us ! 


I Dimifiio magicEB resonant ubi Memnone chord®, 
Abcioe vetus Thebe centum jacet obruta portis. 

Juvenal 
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As travellers oft look back, at eve, 
When eastward darkly going. 

To gaze upon that light they leave 
Still faint behind them glowing, — 
So, when the close of pleasure’s day 
To gloOm hath near consign’d us, 
We turn to catch one fading ray 
Of joy that’s left behind us. 


IN THE MORNING OF LIFE. 

AjR'— T he little Harvest Rose. 

In the morning of life, when its cares are unknown, 
And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin, 
When we live in a bright beaming world of our own? 

And the light that surrounds us is all from within : 
Oh, it is not, believe me, in that happy time 
We can love as in hours of less transport we may; — 
Of our smiles, of our hopes, ’tis the gay sunny prime. 
But affection is wannest when these fade away. 

When we see the first glory of youth pass us by, 

Like a leaf on the stream that will never return ; 
When our cup, which had sparlded with pleasure so 
high, 

First tastes of the other., the dark-flowing urn ; 
Then, then is the moment affection can sway 
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew ; 
Love nursed among pleasures is faithless as they, ' 
But, the Love born of sorrow, like sorrow, is true ! 

In climes full of sun-shine, though splendid their dyes, 
Yet faint is the odour the flowers shed about ; 

Tis the clouds and the mists of our own weeping 
skies 

That call the full spirit of fragrancy out. 

So the wild glow of passion may kindle from mirth,! 

But ’t is only in grief true aflection appears ; — 
And, even though to smiles it may first owe its birth, 
All the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears. 


WHEN COLD, IN THE EARTH. 

Air^ — Limerick's Lamentation. 

When cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast 
loved, 

Be his faults and his follies forgot by thee then ; 
Pr, if from their slumber the veil be removed, 

Weep o’er them in silence, and close it again. 
And, oh ! if ’tis pain to remember how far 
From the pathways of light he was tempted to 
roam. 

Be It bliss to remember that thou wert the star 
That arose on his darkness and guided him home. 

From thee and thy innocent beauty first came 
The revealings, that taught him true Love to adore, 
‘To feel the bright presence, and turn him with shame 
From the idols he blindly had knelt to before. 

O’er the waves of a life, long benighted and wild, 
Thou earnest, like a soft golden calm o’er the sea ; 
And, if happiness purely and glowingly smiled 
On Ms evening horizon, the light was from thee. 


And though sometimes the shade of past folly would 
I rise, 

I And though Falsehood again would allure him to 
^ stray. 

He but turn’d to the glory that dwelt in those eyes, 
And the foUy, the falsehood soon vanished away. 
As the Priests of the Sun, when their altar grew dim, 
At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair, 

So, if virtue a moment grew languid in him, 

He but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there. 


REMEMBER THEE! 

Air — Castle Tvrmm, 

Remember thee ! yes, while there’s life in this heart, 
It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art ; 

More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom, and thy showers, 
Than the rest of the world in their sunniest hours. 

Wert thou all that I wish thee, —great, glorious, and 
free — 

First flower of the earth and first gem of the sea,— 

I might hail thee with prouder, with happier brow. 
But, oh ! could I love thee more deeply than now ? 

No, thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs, 
But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons — 
Whose hearts, like the young of the desert-bird’s nest, 
Drink love in each life-drop that flows from thy 
breast ! 


WREATH THE BOWI. 

Air— iVbrari Ki&ta. 
Wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest wit can find us ; 
We’II take a flight 
Towards heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind us ! 
Should Love amid 
The wreaths be hid 
That Joy, the enchanter, brings us, 
No danger fear. 

While wine is near, 

We’ll drown him if he slings us. 
Then wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest wit can find us ; 
We’ll take a flight 
Towards heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind us ! 

’T was nectar fed 
Of old, ’t is said, 

Their Junos, Joves, Appllos ; 

And man may brew 
His nectar too, 

The rich receipt ’s as follows ; 

Take wine like this, 

Let looks of bliss 
Around it well be blended, 

Then bring wif s beam 
To warm the stream, 

And there ’s your nectar splendid ’ 
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Shall keep our hearts—like meads, that lie 
To be bathed by those eternal rills^ 
Ever green, if thou wilt be mine, love ! 


So, wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest wit can find us ; 
We’^ll take a flight 
Towards heaven to-night, 
And leave dull earth behind us ! 

Say, why did Time 
His glass sublime 
Fill up with sands unsightly 
■TOen wine, he knew, 
Runs brisker through, 

And sparkles far more brightly I 
Oh, lend, it us. 

And, smiling thus, 

The gkss in two we’d sever. 
Make pleasure glide 
In double tide, 

And fill both ends for ever 1 
Then wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest wit can find us ! 
We’ll take a flight 
Towards heaven to-night. 
And leave dull earth behind us ! 


WHENE’ER I SEE THOSE SMILING EYES. 
Am — Father Quin, 

Whene’er I see those smiling eyes, 

All fill’d with hope, and joy, and light, 

As if no cloud could ever rise, 

To dim a heaven so purely bright— 

I sigh to think how soon that brow 
In grief may lose its every ray, 

And that light heart, so joyous now. 

Almost forget it once was gay. 

For Time will come with all his blights, 

The ruin’d hope— the friend unkind— 

The love that leaves, where’er it lights, 

A chill’d or burning heart behind ! 

While youth, that now like snow appears, 

Ere sullied by the darkening rain. 

When once ’tis touch’d by sorrow’s tears, 

* Will never shine so bright again ! 

IF THOU ’LT BE MINE. 

Air — The Winnowing Sheet, 

If ihou ’It be mine, the treasures of air, 

Of eaith and sea, shall lie at thy feet ; 

Whatever in Fancy’s eye looks fair. 

Or in Hope’s sweet music is most sweet, 

Shall be ours, if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

Bright flowers shall bloom wherever we rove, 

A voice divine shall talk in each stream, 

The stars shall look like worlds of love, 

And this earth be all one beautiful dream 
In our eyes — if thou wilt be mine, love 1 

And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high, 
Like streams that come from heavenward, hills, 


All this and more the Spirit of Love 
Can breathe o’er them who feel his spells ; 
iThat heaven, which forms his home above, 

I He can make on earth, wherever he dwells. 
And he will — ^if thou wilt be mine, love ! 


TO LADIES’ EYES. 

Air — Fague a Ballagh. 

To ladies’ eyes a round, boy, 

We can’t refuse, we can’t refuse, 

Though bright eyes so abound, boy, 

’T is hard to chuse, ’t is hard to chuse. 

For thick as stars that lighten 
Yon airy bowers, yon airy bowers, 

The countless eyes that brighten 
This earth of ours, this earth of ours. 

But fill the cup — ^where’er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 

We ’re sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

Some looks there are so holy, 

They seem but given, they seem but given, 
As splendid beacons solely, 

To light to heaven, to light to heaven. 

While some— oh ! ne’er believe them — 

With tempting ray, with tempting ray, 
Would lead us (God forgive them !) 

The other way, the other way. 

But fill the cup — where’er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may faE, 

We ’re sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

In some, as in a mirror, 

Love seems portray’d, Love seems portray’d^ 
But shun the flattering error, 

’T is but his shade, ’t is but his shade. 
Himself has fix’d his dwelling 
In eyes we know, in eyes we know, 

And lips— but this is telling, 

So here they go I so here they go ! 

Fill up, fill up— where’er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We ’re sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drinit them all I 


FORGET NOT THE FIELD. 

Air — The Lamentation of Aughrim. 
Forget not the field where they perish’d, 

The truest, the last of the brave, 

All gone — and the bright hope they cherish’d 
Gone with them, and quench’d in their grave ! 

Oh ! could we from death but recover 
Those hearts, as they bounded before, 

In the face of high Heaven to fight over 
That combat for freedom once more ; — 
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Could the chain for an instant be riven 
Which Tyranny flung round us tlien. 

Oh ! ’t is not in Man nor in Heaven, 

To let Tyranny bind it again ! 

But t is past — and, thoiigli blazon’d in story 
The name of our Victor may be, 
Accursed is the march of that glory 
Wliich treads o’er the hearts of the free. 

Far dearer the grave or the prison, 

Illumed by one patriot name, 

Than the trophies of all who have risen 
On liberty’s ruins to fame ! 


THEY MAY RAIL AT THIS LIFE. 

Am — Nocli hcmin shin doe. 

They may rail at this life — from the hour I began it, 
I ’ve found it a life full of kindness and bliss ; 

And, until they can show me some happier planet, 
More social and bright, I ’ll content me with this 
As long as the world has such eloquent eyes, 

As before me this moment enraptured I see, 

The}’’ may say what they will of their orbs in the skies, 
But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

In Mercury’s star, where each minute can bring them 
New sunshine and wit from the fountain on high, 
Though the nymphs may have livelier poets to sing 
them,* 

They ’ve none, even there, more enamour’d than I. 
And, as long as this; harp can be waken’d to love, 
And that eye its divine inspiration shall be, 

Tiiey may talk as tlmy will of their Edens above, 

But this earth is the planet for vou, love, and me. 

In that star of tlie west, by whose sliadowy splendour, 
At twilight so often we ’ve roam’d through the dew, 
There are maidens, perliaps, wdio have bosoms as 
tender, 

And look, in their twiligiits, as lovely as yoii.^ 

But, though tliey were even more bright than the queen 
Of that isle they inliabit in heax^en’s blue sea, 

As 1 never those fair young celestials have seen, 
Why, — this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation, 
Where sunshine and smiles must be equally rare, 
Did they want a supply of cold Iteails for that station, 
Heaven knows we liave plenty on earth we could 
spare. 

Oh ! think %vhat a world we sh ould have of it here, 
If the haters of peace, of affection, and glee, 
Were to fly up to Saturn’s comfortless sphere, 

And leave earth to such spirits as you, love, and me. 


OH FOR THE SWORDS OF FORMEIR TIME !, 
Air — Name Vnhunm. ■: 

Oi-i for the swords of former time 1 
Oh for the men who bore them, 

1 Tons les Habituiis cle Mei'cure.sout vihr^PluraliU des 
Monies. 

2 La Terre pourra etre pour Vf;nus I’etoile dy bergor et 
Aa.mero des amours, comme. V^nus i’est pour nou8.*-^i5!>. 




When, ama’d for Right, they stood sublime, 
And tyrants crouch'd before them ! 

When pure yet, ere courts began 
With honours to enlave him, 

The best honours worn by Man 
Were those winch Virtue gave him. 

Oh for the swords of former time ! 

Oh for the men who bore them, 

When, arm’d for Right, they stood sublime, 
And tyrants crouch’d before them ! 

Oh for the kings who flourish’d then ! 

Oh for the pomp that crown’d them, 
When hearts a.nd hands of freeborn men 
Were all the ramparts round them ! 
When, safe built on bosoms true, 

The throne was but the centre, 

Round which Love a circle drew, 

Tliat Treason durst not enter. 

Oh for the kings who flourish’d then ! 

Oh for the pomp that crown’d them, 
When hearts and iiands of freeborn men 
Were all the ramparts round them ! 


No. YIIL 

■ NE’ER ASK THE HOUR. 

Am — My Husband 's a Journey to 'Portugal gone. 
Ne’er ask tlie hour — what is it to us 
How Time deals out his tren.sures ? 

The golden moments lent us thus 
Are not his coin, but Pleasure’s. 

If counting them over could add to their blisses, 

I ’d number each glorious second ; 

But moments of joy are, like Lesbia’s kisses, 

Too quick and sweet to be reckon’d. 

Then fill the cup— 'what is it to us 
How Time his circle measures ? 

The fliiry hours we call up thus 
Obey no Avand but Pleasure’s ! 

Young Jo}' ne’er thought of counting hours, 

Till Care, one summer’s morning, 

Set up among his srailing flowers 
A dial, by way of warning. 

But Joy loved better to gaze on tlie sun. 

As long as its light was gloAving, 

Than to watch with old Care how the shadow stole on, 
And how fast that light was going. 

So fill the cup— what is it to us 
Hoav Time his circle measures ? 

The fairy hours we call up thus 
Obey no yvand but Pleasure’s. 


SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 

Am — The Hummmg (if the Ban. 
Sail on, sail on, thou fearless bark— 
"Wherever blows the welcome wind, 

It cannot lead to scenes more dark, 
More sad, than those we leave behind 
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Each wave that passes seems to say, 

“ Though death beneath our smile may be, 

Less cold we are, less false than they 
Whose smiling v/reck’d thy hopes and thee.” 

Sail on, sail on— through endless space — 

Through calm— through tempest— stop no more ; 
The stormiest sea ’s a resting-place 
To him who leaves such hearts on shore. 

Or— if some desert land we meet, 

Wliere never yet false-hearted men 
Profaned a world that else were sweet— 

Then rest thee, bark, but not till then. 


THE PARALLEL. 

Am — I would rather than Irektnd. 

Yes, sad one of Sion,^ — closely resembling, 

In shame and in sorrow, thy wither’d-up heart — 

If drinking, deep, deep, of the same “ cup of trembling” 
Could make us thy children, our parent thou art. 

b 

Lilie thee doth our nation lie conquer’d and broken, 
And fallen from her head is the once royal crown ; 
In her streets, in her halls, Desolation hath spoken, 
And “while it is day yet, her sun hath gone 
down.”^ 

Like thine doth the exile, ’mid dreams of returning, 
Die far from the home it were life to behold ; 
like thine do her sons, in the day of their mourning, 
Remember the bright things that bless’d them of old! 

Ah, well may we call her, like thee, “ the Foisaken,”^ 
Her boldest are vanquish’d, her proudest are slaves; 
And the harps of her minstrels, when gayest they 
waken, 

Have breathings as sad as the wind over graves I 

Yet hadst thou thy vengeance— yet came there the 
morrow, 

That shines out at last oh the longest dark night, 
When the sceptre that smote thee with slavery and 
sorrow 

Was shiver’d at once, like a reed, in thy sight. 

When that cup, which for others the proud Golden 
City ^ 

Had brimm’d full of bitterness, drench’d her ownlips, 

. And the world she had trampled on heard, without pity, 
The howl in her halls and the cry from her ships. 

When the curse Heaven keeps for the haughty came 
over 

Her merchants rapacious, her rulers imjust, 

And — a ruin, at last, for the earth-worm to cover — ® 
The Lady of Kingdoms® lay low in the dust. 

1 These verses were written after the perusal of a treatise 
by Mr. Hamilton, professing to prove that the Irish were 
originally Jews. 

2 “Her sun is gone down while it was yet day.” — ^Jer. 

■ XV./9.. 

3 “ Thou shalt no more be termed Forsaken.” — ^Isaiah, 
Ixii. 4. 

4 “ How hath the oppressor ceased ! the €rolden City 
ceased.”— Isaiah, xiv, 4. 

5 “Thy pomp is brought down to the grave — and the 
worms cover thee.”— Isaiah, xiv. 11. 

6 “ Tliou shalt no more be called the Lady of Kingdoms.” 

-Isaiah, xlvii. 5. ® 


DRINK OF THIS CXJP. 

Aie — Toddy O’Rafferty. 

Drink of this cup— you ’ll find there ’s a spell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality — 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 

Would you forget the dark world we are in, 

Only taste of the bubble that gleams on the top 
of it ; 

But would you rise above earth, till akin 
To immortals themselves, you must drain every 
drop of it. 

Send round the cup — for oh ! there’s a spell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality — 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 

Never was philtre form’d with such power 
To charm and bewilder as this we are quaffing ? 

Its magic began, when, in Autumn’s rich hour, 

As a harvest of gold in the fields it stood laughing. 

There, having, by Nature’s enchantment been fill’d 
With the bahn and the bloom of her kindliest 
weather, 

This wonderful juice from its core was distill’d, 

To enliven such hearts as are here brought to- 
gether ! 

Then drink of the cup — ^you ’ll find there ’s a spell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality — 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 

And though, perhaps — but breathe it to no one— 
Lilte cauldrons the witch brews at midnight so 
awful, 

In secret this philtre was first taught to flow on, 

Yet — ’t is n’t less potent for being unlawful. 

What though it may taste of the smoke of that flame 
Which in silence extracted its virtue forbidden — 

Fill up — ^there’s a fire in some hearts I could name, 
Which may work to its charm, though now law 
less and hidden. 

So drink of the cup — for oh ! there ’s a spell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality — 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality 

THE FORTUNE-TELLER. 

Air— O pen the Door softly, 

Down in the valley come meet me to-night. 

And I’ll tell you your fortune truly 
As ever ’t was told, by the new moon’s light, 

I To young mstidens shining as newly. 

But, for the world, let no one be nigh, 
lest haply the stars should deceive me; 

These secrets between you and me and the sk 
Should never go farther, believe me. 

If at that hour the heavens be not dim, 

My science shall call up before you 
A male apparition— the image of him 
Whose destiny ’t is to adore vom 
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Then to the phantom be thou but kind, 

And round you so fondly he ’ll hover, 

You ’ll hardly, my dear, any difference find 
’Twixt him and a true living lover. 

Down at your feet, in the pale moon-light, 
He’ll kneel, with a warmth of emotion — 
An ardour, of which such an innocent sprite 
You’d scarcely believe had a notion. 

What other thoughts and events may arise, 
As in Destiny’s book I’ve not seen them, 
Must only be left to the stars and your eyes 
To settle, ere morning, between them. 


OH, YE DEAD. 

Air — Plough Tune. 

■ Oh. ye dead ! oh, ye dead ! whom we Imow by the 
light you give 

From your cold gleaming eyes, though you move 
like men who live, 

Why leave ye thus your graves, 

In far off fields and waves, 

Where the worm and the sea-bird only know your bed, 
To haunt this spot where all 
Those eyes that wept your fall. 

And the hearts that bewail’d you, like your own, lie 
dead ! 

It is true — it is true-— we are shadows cold and wan ; 
It is true — ^it is true — all the friends we loved are gone. 
But, oh ! thus even in death, 

So sweet is still the breath 
Of the fields and the flowers in our youth we wan- 
der’d o’er, 

That, ere condemn’d we go 
To freeze ’mid Hecla’s* snow, 

We would taste it awhile, and dream we live once 
more ! 


O’DONOHUE’S MISTRESS.^ 

Air — The XAttle and the Great Mountain. 

Of aU the fair months, that round the sun 

111 light-link’d dance their circles run, 

Sweet May, sweet May, shine thou for me ! 

For still, when thy earliest beams arise, 

1 Paul Zeland mentions that there is a mountain in some 
part of Ireland, where the ghosts of persons who have died 
in foreign lands walk about and converse with those they 
meet, like living people. If asked why they do not return to 
their homes, they say they are obliged to go to Mount He- 
cla, and disappear immediately. 

2 The particulars of the traditions respecting O’Donohue 
and his white horse, may be found in Mr. Weld’s Account 
of Killarney, or more fully detailed in Derrick’s Letters. 
For many years after his death, the spirit of tliis hero is sup- 
posed to have been seen, on the morning of May-day, 
gliding over the lake on his favourite white horse, to the 
sound of sweet, unearthly music, and preceded by groups 
of youths and maidens, who flung wreaths of delicate spring- 
flowers in his path. 

Among other stories, connected vyith tliis Legend of the 
Lakes, it is said that there was a young and beautiful girl, 
whose imagination was so impressed with the idea of this 
visionary chieftain, that she fancied herself in love with him, 
and at last, in a fit of insanity, on a May-morning, threw 
lierself into the lake. 
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That youth who beneath the blue lake lies, 
Sweet May, sweet May, returns to me. 

Of all the smooth lakes, where daylight leaves 
His lingering smile on golden eves. 

Fair lake, fair lake, thou ’rt dear to me ; 

For when the last April sun grows dim. 

Thy Naiads prepare his steed for him 
Who dwells, who dwells, bright lake, in thee. 

Of all the proud steeds that ever bore 
Young plumed chiejfs on sea or shore, 

White steed, white steed, most joy to thee, 
Who still, when the first young glance of spring. 
From under that glorious lake dost bring, 

Proud steed, proud steed, my love to me. 

While, white as the sail some bark unfurls, 
When newly launch’d, thy long mane® curls 
Fair steed, fair steed, as white and free ; 

And spirits, from all the lake’s deep bowers, 
Glide o’er the blue wave scattering flowers, 
Fair steed, around my love and thee. 

Of all the sweet deaths that maidens die, 
Whose lovers beneath the cold wave lie, 

Most sweet, most sweet, that death will be, 
Which under the next May-evening’s light, 
When thou and thy steed are lost to sight. 

Dear love, dear love, I ’ll die for thee. 


ECHO. 

Am — The Wrm. 

How sweet the answer Echo makes 
To Music at night, 

When, roused by lute or horn, she wakes, 

And far away, o’er lawns and lakes, 

Goes answering light. 

Yet Love hath echoes truer far, 

And far more sweet. 

Than e’er, beneath the moon-light’s star, 

Of horn, or lute, or soft guitar, 

The songs repeat. 

’Tis when the sigh in youth sincere, 

And only then, — 

The sigh that ’s breathed for one to hear, 

Is by that one, that only dear, 

Breathed back again • 

OH ! BANQUET NOT. 
Am-~--Plana!ty Imhie. 

Oh ! banquet not in those shining bowers 
Where youth resorts— but come to me, 

For mine ’s a garden of faded flowers, 

More fit for sorrow, for age, and thee. 

And there we shall have our feast of tears — 

And many a cup in silence pour — 

Our guests, the shades of former years— 

Our toasts, to lips that bloom no more* 

3 The boatmen at Killarney call those waves which come 
on a windy day, crested with foam, “O’Donohue’s white 
horses.” 
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Tliere, while the myrtle’s withering boughs 
Their lifeless leaves around us shed, 

We ’ll brim the bowl to broken vows, 

To friends long lost, the changed, the dead. 
Or, as some blighted laurel waves 
Its branches o’er the dreary spot. 

We ’ll drink to those neglected graves 
Where valour sleeps, unnamed, forgot ! 


THEE, THEE, ONLY THEE. 

Air— T% e Market Stake. 

The dawning of mom, the day-light’s sinldng. 
The night’s long hours still find me thinking 
Of thee, thee, only thee. 

When friends are met, and goblets crown’d, 
And smiles are near that once enchanted, 
Unreach’d by all that sunshine round, 

My soul, like some dark spot, is haunted 
By thee, thee, only thee. 

Whatever in fame’s high path could waken 
My spirit once, is now forsaken 
For thee, thee, only thee. 

Like shores, by which some headlong bark 
To the ocean hurries — resting never — 
Life’s scenes go by me, bright or dark, 

I know not, heed not, hastening ever 
To thee, thee, only thee. 

I have not a joy but of thy bringing, 

And pain itself seems sweet, when springing 
From thee, thee, only thee. 

Like spells that nought on earth can break. 
Till lips that know the charm have spoken. 
This heart, howe’er the world may w'ake 
Its grief, its scorn, can but be broken 
By thee, thee, only thee 


SHALL THE HARP THEN BE SILENT? i 
Air — Macfarlane^s Lameniaiion. 

Shall the Harp then be silent when he, who first 
gave 

To our country a name, is withdrawn from ail eyes ? 

Shall a minstrel of Erin stand mute by the grave, 
Where the first, where the last of her patriots lies 

No — faint though the death-song may fall from his 
lips, 

Though his harp, like his soul, may with shadows 
be cross’d, 

Yet, yet shall it sound, ’mid a nation’s eclipse, 

And proclaim to the world what a star hath been 
lost!'^ 

What a union of all the affections and powers. 

By which life is exalted, embellish’d, refined, 

Was embraced in that spirit — whose centre was ours. 
While its mighty circumference circled mankind. 


1 The celebrated Irish orator and patriot, Grattak. — 
Editor. 

2 It is only these two first verses, that are either fitted or 
Intended to be sung. 


Oh, who that loves Erin — or who that can see, 
Through the waste of her annals, that epoch sub- 
lime— 

Like a pyramid raised in the desert — where he 
And his glory stand out to the eyes of all time !— 

That one lucid interval snatch’d from the gloom 
And the madness of ages, when, fill’d with his soul, 
A nation o’erieap’d the dark bounds of her doom, 
And, for 07 ie sacred instant, touch’d liberty’s goal i 

Who, that ever hath heard him — hath drank at the 
source 

Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin’s own, 

In whose high-thoughted daring, the fire, and the 
force, 

And the yet untamed spring of her spirit are shown. 

An eloquence, rich — ^wheresoever it wave 
Wander’d free and triumphant— with thoughts that 
shone through 

As clear as the brook’s “stone of lustre,” and gave, 
With the flash of the gem, its solidity too. 

Wlio, that ever approach’d him, when, free from the 
crowd, 

In a home full of love, he delighted to tread 
’Mong the trees which a nation had given, and which 
! bow’d, 

As if each brought a new civic crown for his head — 

That home, where — ^like him who, as fable hath told,* 
Put the rays from his brow, that his child 
come near — 

Every glory forgot, the most wise of the old 
Became all that the simplest and youngest hold dear. 

Is there one who has thus, through his orbit of life, 
But at distance observed him — through glory 
through blame, 

In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife, 
Whether shining or clouded, still high and the same. 

Such a union of all that enriches life’s hour, 

Of the sweetness we love and the greatness we 
praise, ^ 

As that type of simplicity blended with power, 

A child with a thunderbolt, only portrays. — 

Oh no — not a hea.rt that e’er knew him but mourns. 
Deep, deep, o’er the grave where such glory is 
shrined— 

O’er a monument Fame will preserve ’mong the nms 
Of the wisest, the bravest, the best of mankind ! 


OH, THE SIGHT ENTRANCING. 

Air ^ — Planxty Sudley. 

Oh, the sight entrancing, 

When morning’s beam is glancing 
O’er files, array’d 
With helm and blade, 

And plumes in the gay wind dancing ! 
When hearts are all high beating, 

And the trumpet’s voice repeating 


1 Apollo, in bis intexview witli Phafiton, as described 
Ovid j)eposuit radios propius^ue accedere jussit.'* 
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That song whose breath 
May lead to death, 

But never to retreating ! 

Oh, the sight entrancing, 

Wlien morning’s beam is glancing 
O’er flies, array’d 
With helm and blade, 

And plumes in the gay wind dancing . 

Yet ’t is not helm or feather — 

For ask yon despot wheth<ar 
His plumed bands 
Could bring such hands 
And hearts as ours together. 

Leave pomps to those who need ’em— 
Adorn but Man with freedom, 

And proud he braves 
The gaudiest skives 
That crawl where rnonarclis lead ’em. 
The sword may pierce the beaver, 
Stone walls in time may sever i 
’T is heart alone. 

Worth steel and stone, 

That keeps men free for ever ! 

Oh, that sight entrancing, 

Wlien morning’s beam is glancing 
O’er files, array’d 
With helm and blade, 

And in Freedom’s cause advancing ! 


NO. IX. 

SWEET INNISFALLEN. 

Am — The Captimting Youth. 
Sweet Innisfailen, fire thee well, 

May calm and sunshine long be thine 
How fair thou art let others tell, 

While but to feel how fair is mine I 

Sweet Innisfailen, fare thee well. 

And long may light around thee smile, 
As soft as' on that evening fell 
When first I saw thy fairy isle ! 

Thou wert too lovely then for one 
Who had to turn to paths of care — 
Who had through vulgar crowds to run, 
And leave thee bright and silent there : 

No more along thy shores to come, 

But on the world’s dim ocean tost, 
Dream of thee sometimes as a home 
Of sunshine he had seen and lost ! 

Far better in tliy weeping hours 
To part from thee as I do now. 

When mist is o’er thy blooming bowers, 
Like Sorrow’s veil on Beauty’s brow 

For, though unrivall’d still thy grace, 
Tbou dost not look, as then, foo blest, 
But, in thy shadows, seem’st a place 
■^S^ere weary man might hope to rest— 


Might hope to rest, and find in thee 
A gloom like Eden’s, on the day 
He left its shade, when every tree, 

Like tliine, hung weeping o’er his way I 

Weeping or smiling, lovely isle ! 

And still the lovelier for thy tears — 

For though but rare thy sunny smile, 

’T is heaven’s own glance, when it appears 

Like feeling hearts, whose joys are few, 

But, when indeed they come, divine — 

The steadiest light the sun e’er threw 
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine ! 


’T WAS ONE OF THOSE DREAMS. 

Am — The song of the Woods. 

’T WAS one of those dreams that by music are brought, 
Lil^e a light summer haze, o’er the poet’s warm 
thought — 

When, lost in the future, his soul wanders on, 

And all of this life, but its sweetness, is gone. 

The wild notes he heard o’er the water were those 
To which he had sung Erin’s bondage and woes. 
And the breath of the bugle now wafted them o’er 
From Dims’ green isle to Glena’s wooded shore. 

He listen’d — while high o’er the eagle’s rude nest, 
The lingering sounds on their way loved to rest ; 

And the echoes sung back from their full mountain 
quire, 

As if loth to let song so enchanting expire. 

It seem’d as if every sweet note that died here 
Was again brought to life in some airier sphere, 
Some heaven in tliose hills where the soul of the strain, 
That had ceased upon earth, was aw’akmg again 1 

Oh forgive if, while listening to music, whose breath 
Seem’d to circle his name with a charm against deaths 
He should feel a proud spirit within him proclaim— 
“ Even so shaft thou live in the echoes of Fame t 

“ Even so, though thy memory should now die away 
’T will be caught up again in some happier day, 

And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong, 
Through the answering future, thy name and th} 
song I” 


FAIREST! PUT ON AWHILE. 

Air — Cummilum. 

Fairest ! put on awljile 
These pinions of light I bring thee, 
And o’er thy o%vn green isle 
In fancy let me wing thee. 

Never did Ariel’s plume, 

At golden sunset, hover 
O’er such scenes of bloom 
As I shall waft thee over. 

Fields, where the Spring delays, 

And fearlessly meets the ardour, 

Of the warm Summer’s gaze, 

With but her tears to guard her. 
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Rocks, through myrtle boughs, 

In grace majestic frowning — 

Like some warrior’s brows, 

That Love hath just been crowning. 

Islets so freshly fair 
That never hath bird come nigh them, 
But, from his course through air, 

Hath been won downward by them — * 
Types, sweet maid, of thee, 

Whose look, whose blush inviting, 

Never did Love yet see 
From heaven, without alighting. 

Lakes where the pearl lies hid,“ 

And caves where the diamond ’s sleeping, 
Bright as the gems that lid 
Of thine lets fall in weeping. 

Glens,® where Ocean comes, 

To ’scape the wild wind’s rancour, 

And harbour?', worthiest homes 
Where Fr'eedom’s sails could anchor. 

Then if, while scenes so grand, 

So beautiful, shine before thee, 

Pride for thy own dear land 
Should haply be stealing o’er thee, 

Oh, let grief come first, 

O’er pride itself victorious— 

To think how man hath curst 
Wliat Heaven had made so glorious I 


QUICK! WE HAVE BUT A SECONP. 

Air— P ffdcJy Snap. 

Quick ! we have but a second, 

Fill round the cup, while you may. 

For Time, the churl, hath beckon’d, 

And we must away, away ! 

Grasp the pleasure that ’s flying, 

For oh ! not Orpheus’ strain 
Could keep sweet hours from dying, 

•Or charm them to life again. 

Then quick I we have but a second, 
Fill round, fill round, while you may ; 

For Time, the churl, hath beckon’d, 
And we must away, away ! 

‘See the glass, how its flushes, 

Like some young Hebe’s lip, 

And half meets thine, and blushes 
That thou shouldst delay to sip. 

Shame, oh shame unto thee, 

If ever thou seest the day. 


1 In describing the SkcUgs (islands of the Barony of 
Forth) Dr. Keating says, “ there is a certain attractive virtue 
in the soil, which draws down all the birds that attempt to 
■fly over it, and obliges them to light upon the rock.” 

^ “ Nennius, a British writer of the 91h century, mentions 
the abuttdance of pearls in Ireland. Their princes, he says, 
hung them behind their ears, and this we find confirmed by 
a present made a. c. 1094, by Gilbert, Bishop of Limerick, to 
Anselm, Archbishop of Canterbury, of a considerable 
quantity of Irish pearls.” — Bailor wn. 

SGlengarifF. 


When a cup or a lip shall woo thee, 

And turn untouch’d away ! 

Then, quick ! we have but a second. 
Fill round, fill round, w'hiie you may ; 
For Time, the churl, hath beckon’d, 
And we must away, away ! 


AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS 
Air — Unknown. 

And doth not a meeting like this make amends 
For all the long years I’ ve been wandering away 1 

To see thus around me my youth’s early friends, 

As smiling and kind as in that happy day ! 

Though haply o’er some of your brows, as o’er mine, 
The snow-faE of time may be stea,ling— what then? 

Lilte Alps in the sun-set, thus lighted by wine, 

We’ll wear the gay tinge of youth’s roses again. 

Wliat soften’d remembrances come o’er the heart, 

In gazing on those we ’ve been' lost to so long ! 

The sorrows, the joys, of which once they were part, 
Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng. 

As letters some hand hath inwsibly traced, 

"When held to tiie flame will steal out on the sight, 

So many a feeling, that long seem’d effaced, 

The warmth of a meeting like this brings to light. 

And thus, in Memory’s bark we shall glide 
To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew — 

Though oft we may see, looking down on the tide, 
The wreck of Ml many a hope shining through— 

Yet still, as in fancy we point to the flowers, 

That once made a garden of all the gay shore, 

Deceived for a moment, we ’ll think them still ours, 
And breathe the fresh air of Life’s morning once 
more.^ 

So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most, 

Is all we can have of the few we hold dear; 

And oft even joy is unheeded and lost, 

For want of some heart, that could echo it, near. 

Ah, well may we hope, when this short life is gone, 
To meet in some world of more permanent bliss ; 

For a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hastening on, 

Is all we enjoy of each other in 

But come — ^the more rare such delights to the heart, 
The more we should welcome, and bless them the 
more ; 

They ’re ours when we meet — ^they are lost when we 
part, 

Like birds that bring summer, and fly when ’t is 
o’er. 


1 Jours charmans, quand je songe a vos heureux instana 
Jc pease remonter le fleuve de mes ans ; 

Et men coeur enchant6 sur sa rive fieurie, 

Respire encore i’air pur du matin de la vie. 

3 The same thought iias been iiappily expressed by ray 
friend, Mr. Washington Irving, in bis Bracchridge Hall-, 
vol. i. p. 213. Tiic pleasure which 1 feel in calling this gen- 
tleman my friend, is enhanced by tlie reflection that he is 
too good an American to have admitted me so readily to 
such a distinction, if he iiad not known that iny feelings to- 
wards the great and free country that gave him birth hay® 
long been such as every real lover of the liberty and happi 
t ness of the human race must entertain. 
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Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink, 
Let sympathy pledge us, through pleasure, through 
pain, . 

That fast as a feeling but touches one link, 

Her magic shall send it direct through the chain. 


, THE SPRITE. 

Air — The Mountain Spite. 

In yonder valley there dwelt, alone, 

A youth, whose life all had calmly flown, 

Till spells came o’er him, and, day and night, 

He was haunted and watch’d by a Mountain Sprite. 

As he, by moonlight, went wandering o’er 
The golden sands of that island shore, 

A foot-print sparkled before his sight, 

’Twas the fairy foot of the Mountain Sprite. 

Beside a fountain, one sunny day, 

As, looMng down on the stream, he lay, 

Behind him stole two eyes of light, 

And he saw in the clear wave the Mountain Sprite. 

He turn’d— but lo, like a startled bird. 

The Spirit fled— and he only heard 

Sweet music, such as marks the flight 

Of a journeying star, from the Mountain Sprite. 

One night, pursued by that dazzling look, 

The youth, bewilder’d, his pencil took, 

And, guided only by memory’s light, 

Drew the fairy form of the Mountain Sprite , 

“ Oh thou, who lovest the shadow,” cried, 

A gentle voice, whispering by his side, 

“ Now turn and see,”— here the youth’s delight 
Seal’d the rosy lips of the Mountain Sprite 

“ Of all the Spirits of land and sea,” 

Exclaim’d he then, “there is none like thee ; 

And oft, oh ofl, may thy shape alight 
In this lonely arbour, sweet Mountain Sprite.” 


AS VANQUISH’D ERIN. 

Air — The Boyne Water. 

As .vanquish’d' Erin wept beside 
The Boyne’s ill-fated river, 

She saw where 'Discord, in the tide. 

Had dropp’d Ms loaded quiver. 

Lie hid,” she cried, “ye venom’d darts, 
Where mortal eye may shun you; 

Lie hid— for oh ! the stain of hearts 
That bled for me is on you.” 

But vain her wish, her weeping vain— 

As Time too well hath taught her : 

Each year- the fiend returns again, 

And dives into that. water ; 

And brings triumphant, from beneath, 

His shafts of desolation. 

And sends them, wing’d with worse than death, 
Throughout her maddening nation. 


Alas for her who sits and mourns, 

Even now beside that river — 
Unwearied still the fiend returns, 

And stored is still his quiver. 

“When will this end ? ye Powers of Good 
She weeping asks for ever ; 

But only hears, from out that flood. 

The demon answer, “ Never I” 


DESMOND’S SONG.' 

Air — Unknown.^ 

By the Feal’s wave benighted, 
Not a star in the skies, 

To thy door by Love lighted, 

I first saw those eyes. 

Some voice whisper’d o’er me, 
As the threshold I cross’d, 
There was ruin before me. 

If I loved, I was lost. 

Love came, and brought sorrow 
Too soon in his train; 

Yet so sweet, that to-morrow 
’T would be welcome again. 
Were misery’s full measure 
Pour’d out to me now, 

I would drain it with pleasure, 
So the Plebe were thou. 

You who call it dishonour 
To bow to this flame. 

If you ’ve eyes, look but on her, 
And blush while you blame. 
Hath the pearl less whiteness 
Because of its birth ? 

Hath the violet less brightness 
For growing near earth ? 

No — ^Man, for his glory, 

To history flies ; 

While Woman’s bright story 
Is told in her eyes. 

While the monarch but traces 
Through mortals his line, 
Beauty, born of the Graces, 
Ra^s next to divine ! 


THEY KNOW NOT MY HEART. 

Air — Coolon Das. 

They know not my heart, who believe there can be 
One stain of this earth in its feelinp for thee ; 


1 “Thomas, the heir of the Desmond family, had acci- 
dentally been so engaged in the cbace, that he was benight- 
ed near Tralee, and obliged to take shelter at the Abbey of 
Feal, in the house of one of his dependents, called Mac Oor- 
mac. Catherine, a beautiful daughter of his host, instantly 
inspired the Earl with a violent passion, which he could not 
subdue. He married her, and by this inferior alliance alien- 
ated his followers, whose brutal pride regarded this indul- 

S i of his love as an unpardonable degradation of Ms 
y.”— XeZajui, vol.2. ,, 

3 This air has been already so successfully supplied with 
words by Mr, Bayly, that I should have left it untouched, 
if we could have spared so interesting a melody out of our 
collection. 


350 


MOORFS WORKS. 


Who think, while I see thee in beauty’s young hour, 
As pure as the morning’s first dew on the flower, 

I could harm what I love— as the sun’s wanton ray 
But smiles on the dew-drop to waste it away ! 

No—beaming with light as those young features are, 
There ’s a light round thy heart which is lovelier far : 
It is not that cheek— ’t is the soul dawning clear 
Through its innocent blush makes thy beauty so 
dear — 

As the sky we look up to, though glorious and fair. 
Is look’d up to the more, because heaven is there ! 


I WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE. 

Air — I wish I was on yonder Hill 
1 WISH I was by that dim lake,* 

Where sinlul souls their farewells take 
Of this vain world, and half-way lie 
In Death’s cold shadow, ere they die. 

There, there, far from thee. 

Deceitful world, iny home should be — 
Where, come what might of gloom and pain. 
False hope should ne’er deceive again 1 

The lifeless sky, the mournful sound 
Of unseen wmters, falling round — 

The dry leaves quivering o’er my head, 

Like man, unquiet even when dead— 

These — ay — these should wean 
My soul from Life’s deluding scene. 

And turn each thought, each wish I have, 
Like willows, downward towards the grave. 

As they who to their couch at night 
Would welcome sleep, first quench the light, 
So must the hopes that keep this breast 
Awake, be quench’d, ere it can rest. 

Cold, cold, my heart must grow, 

Unchanged by either joy or woe, 

Tike freezing founts, where all that ’s thrown 
Within their current turns to stone. ■ 


SHE SUNG OF LOVE. 


1 These verses are meant to allude to that ancient haunt 
of superstition, called Patrick’s Purgatory. “In the midst 
of these gloomy regions of Donnegall (says Dr, Campbell) ; 
lay a lake, which was to become me mystic theatre of this 
fabled and intermediate state. In the lake was several 
islands; but one of thorn was dignified with that called the 
Mouth of Purgatory, which, during the dark ages, attracted 
the notice of all Christendom, and was the resort of peni- 
tents and pilgrims, from almost every country in Europe.” 

“It was,” as the same writer tells us, “ one of the most 
dismal and dreary spots in tlie North, almost inaccessible, 
through deep glens end rugged mountains, frightful with 
impending rocks, and the hollow murmurs of the western 
winds in dark caverns, peopled only with such fantastic 
beings as the mind, however gay, is from strange association 
wont to appropriate to such gloomy scenes*— Strictures on 
tU Ecclesiastwal and Literary History of Ireland* 


As if to feed with their soft fire 
The soul within that trembling shell. 

The same rich light hung o’er her cheek, 
And play’d around those lips that simg 

And spoke, as flowers would sing and speaky 
If love could lend their leaves a tongue. 

But soon the West no longer burn’d, 

Each rosy ray from heaven withdrew ; 

And, when to gaze again I turn’d, 

The minstrel’s form seem’d fading too. 

As if her light and heaven’s were one, 

The glory all had left that frame ; 

And from her glimmering lips the tone, 

As from a parting spirit, came.* 

Who ever loved, but had the thought 
That he and all he loved must part? 

Fill’d with this fear, I flew and caught 
That fading image to my heart— 

And cried, “ Oh Love ! is this thy doom ? 
Oh light of youth’s resplendent day ! 

Must ye then lose your golden bloom, 

And thus, like sunshine, die away ?” 


SING-SING-MUSIC WAS GIVEN. 

Air — The Humours of Baltamaguiry ; or, the Old 
Langolee. 

Sing — sing — Music was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony’s laws alone are kept moving. 

Beauty may boast of her eyes and her cheeks, 

But love from the lips his true archery 'wings ; 

And she who but feathers the dart when she speaks^ 
At once sends it home to the heart when she sings. 

Then sing — sing— Music was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony’s laws alone are kept moving. 

When Love, rock’d by his mother, 

Lay sleeping as calm as slumber could make him, 

“Hush, hush,” said Venus, “ no other 
Sweet voice hut his own is worthy to wake him.” 

Dreaming of music he slumber’d the while, 

Till faint from his lips a soft melody broke, 

And Venus, enchanted, look’d On with a smile, 
While Love to his own sweet singing awoke ! 

Then sing — sing — Music was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving , 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony’s laws alone are kept moving. 


1 The thought here was suggested by some beautiful lines 
in Mr. Rogers's Poem of Hnmaii Life, beginning: 

“ Now in the glimmering, dying light she grows 
Less and less earthly.” 

I'would quote the entire passage, but that I fear to put my 
1 own humble imitation of it out of countenance. 



Air — The Munster Man* 
She sung of love— while o’er hfer lyre 
The rosy rays of evening fell, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


It is Cicero, I belie ve, who says ^hiatura ad mo- 
dos ducimur and the abundance of wild indigenous 
airs, which almost every country except England 
possesses, sufficiently proves the truth of his asser- 
tion. The lovers of this simple but interesting kind 
of music are here presented with the first number of 
a collection, which I trust their contributions will 
enable us to continue. A pretty air without words 
resembles one of those 7ia|/' creatures of Plato, which 
are described as wandering, in search of the remain- 
der of themselves, through the world. To supply 
this other half, by uniting with congenial words the 
many fugitive melodies which have hitherto had none, 
or only such as are unintelligible to the generality of 
their hearers, is the object and ambition of the pre- 
sent work. Neither is it our intention to confine 
ourselves to what are strictly called National Melo- 
dies, but, wherever we meet with any wandering and 
beautiful air, to wliich poetry has not yet assigned a 
worthy liome, we shall venture to claim it as an estraij 
swan, and enrich our humble Hippocrene with its 
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NATIONAL AIRS. 

No. I. 

A TEMPLE TO FEIENDSHIP.' 

SparmJi Air. 

'‘A TEMPLE to Friendship,” said Laura, enchanted, 

“ .1 ’ll build in this garden — the thought is divine !” 
Her temple was built, and she now only wanted 
An image of friendship to place on the shrine. 

She flew to a sculptor, wdio set down before her 
A Friendship, the fairest his art could invent, 

But so cold and so dull, that the youthful adorer 
Saw plainly this w'as not the idol she meant. 

« Oh ! never,” she cried, “ could I think of enshrining 
An image whose looks are so joyless and dim ! 

But yon little god upon roses reclining, 

We ’ll make, if you please, Sir, a Friendship of him.” 
So the bargain was struck ; with the little god laden 
She joyfully flew to her shrine in the grove ; 
“Farewell,” said the sculptor, “you ’re not the first 
maiden 

Who came but for Friendship, and took away Love.’ ’ 


1 The thought is taken from a song by Lc Prietir called 
Le Statue de rAmitie.” 


FLOW ON, THOU SHINING RIVEK 
Portuguese Air. 

Flow on, thou shining river ; 

But, ere thou reach the sea, 

Seek Ella’s bower, and give her 
The wreaths I fling o’er thee. 

And tell her thus, if she’ll be mine, 

The current of our lives shall be, 

With joys along their course to shine, 

Like those sweet flowers on thee. 

But if, in wandering thither, 

Thou find’st she mocks my prayer, 
Then leave those wreaths to wither 
Upon the cold bank there. 

And tell her — thus, when youth is o’er, 
Her lone and loveless charms shall be 
Thrown by upon life’s weedy shore, 

Like those sweet flowers from thee. 


ALL TPIAT’S BRIGHT MUST FADE. 

Indian Air. 

All that ’s bright must fade,— 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 

All that ’s sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest. 

Stars that sliine and fall; — 

The flower that drops in springing; — 
These, alas ! are types of all 
To which our hearts are clinging 
All that ’s bright must fade,— 

Tine brightest still the fleetest ; 

All that ’s sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest ! 

Who would seek or prize 
Delights that end in aching t 
Who would trust to ties 
That every hour are breaking ? 

Better far to be 
In utter darkness lying, 

Than be blest with light, and see 
That light for ever flying. 

All that ’s bright must Aide,— 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 

All that ’g sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest 1, 


SO WARMLY WE MET. 

Hungarian Air* 

So warmly we met and so fondly we parted, 

That which was the sweeter even I could not tel!— 
That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted, 

Oi that tear of passion which bless’d our farewell 
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To meet was a heaven, and to part thus another, — 
Our joy and our sorrow seem’d rivals in bliss ; 

Oh ! Cupid’s two eyes are not liker each other 
In smiles and in tears, than that moment to this. 

The first was like day-brealc— -new, sudden, delicious. 
The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet — 
The last was that farewell of daylight, more precious, 
More glowing and deep, as ’t is nearer its set. 

Our meeting, though happy, was tinged by a sorrow 
To think that such happiness could not remain ; 
While our parting, though sad, gave a hope that to- 
morrow 

Would bring back the blest hour of meeting again. 


THOSE EVENING BELLS..- 
Aiii — The Beth of St. Peiersburgk. 
Those evening bells ! those evening bells ! 
How many a tale their music tells, 

Of youth, and home, and that sweet time, 
When last I heard their soothing chime ! 

Those joyous hours are past away ! 

And many a heart that then was gay, 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells. 

And hears no more those evening bells ! 

And so ’t will be when I am gone ; 

That tuneful peal will still ring on. 

While other bards shall walk these dells, 
And sing your praise, sweet evening hells ! 


SHOULD THOSE FOND HOPES. 

Portuguese Air. 

^Should those fond hopes e’er fomake thee, 

Which now so sweetly thy heart employ ; 

Should the cold world come to wake thee 
From all thy visions of youth and joy ; 

Should the gay friends for whom thou wouldst banish 
Him who once thought thy young heart his own, 
All like spring birds, falsely vanish, 

And leave thy winter unheeded and lone; — 

Oh ! ’tis then he thou hast slighted 
Would come to cheer thee, when all seem’d o’er ; 
Then the truant, lost and blighted, 

Would to his bosom be taken once more, 
like that dear bird we both can remember, 

Wlio left us while summer shone round, 

But, when chill’d by bleak December, 

Upon our threshold a welcome still found. 


REASON, FOLLY, AND BEAUTY. 
Italian Air. 

Reason, Folly, and Beauty, they say, 

Went on a party of pleasure one day s 
FoUy play’d 
Around the maid, 


1 The metre of tlie words is here necessarily sacrificed to 
the air. 


The bell of his cap rung merrily out ; 

While Reason took 
To his sermon-book — 

Oh ! which was the pleasanter no one need doubt. 

Beauty, who likes to be thought very sage, 

Turn’d for a moment to Reason’s dull page, 

Till Folly said, 

“ Look here, sweet maid 
The sight of his cap brought her back to herself; 
While Reason read . 

His leaves of lead, 

With no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 

Then Reason grew jealous of Folly’s gay cap ; 

Had he that on, he her heart might entrap— 

“There it is,” 

Quoth Folly, “old quiz !” 

But Reason the head-dress so awkwardly wore, 
That Beauty now liked him still less than before ; 
Wliile^Folly took 
Old Reason’s book. 

And twisted the leaves in a cap of such Ton^ 

That Beauty vow’d 
(Though not aloud,) 

She liked him still better in that than his own ! 

FARE THEE WELL, THOU LOVELY ONE'v 
Sicilian Air. 

Fare thee well, thou lovely one I 
Lovely still, but dear no more ; 

Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love’s sweet life is o’er. 

Thy words, whate’er their flattering spell, 
Could scarce have thus deceived ; 

But eyes that acted truth so well 
Were sure to be believed. 

Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 

Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love’s sweet life is o’er. 

Yet those eyes look constant still, 

True as stars they keep their light; 

Still those cheeks their pledge fulfil 
Of blushing always bright. 

*T is only on thy changeful heart 
The blame of falsehood lies ; 

Love lives in every other part, 

But there, alas ! he dies. 

Then fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 

Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love’s sweet life is o’er. 


DOST THOU REMEMBER. 
Portuguese Air. 

Dost thou remember that place so lonely 
A place for lovers and lovers only, 

Where first I told thee all my secret sighs ? 

When as the moon-beam, that trembled o’er thee, 
Illumed thy blushes, I knelt before thee, 

1 And read my hope’s sweet triumph in those eyes . 
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Then, then, while closely heart was drawn to heart, 
Love bound ns — never, never more to part ! 

®And when I call’d thee by names the dearest 
That love could fancy, the fondest, nearest — 

“My life, my only life !” among the rest; 

In those sweet accents that still enthral me, 

Thou saidst, “ Ah ! wherefore thy life thus call me 7 
Thy soul, thy soul ’s the name that I love best ; 
"For life soon passes, but how blest to be 
That soul which never, never parts from thee !” 


OH! COME TO ME WHEN DAYLIGHT 
SETS. 

Veneiia/i Air. 

Oh ! come to me when daylight sets ; 

Sweet ! then come to me, 

’When smoothly go our gondolets 
O’er the moonlight sea. 

When Mirth’s awake, and Love begins, 
Beneath that glancing ray, 

With sound of flutes and mandolins, 

To steal young hearts away. 

Oh! come to me when daylight sets ; 

Sweet ! then come to me, 

When smoothly go our gondolets 
O’er the moonlight sea. 

Oh ! then ’s the hour for those who love, 
Sweet ! like thee and me ; 

When all’s so calm below, above, 

In heaven and o’er the sea. 

When maidens sing sweet barcarolles,® 

And Echo sings again 
So sweet, that all with ears and souls 
Should love and listen then. 

So, come to me when daylight sets ; 

Sweet ! then come to me, 

When smoothly go our gondolets 
O’er the moonlight sea. 


OFT, IN THE STILLY NIGHT 
Scotch Air. 

Oft, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me ; 

The smiles, the tears, 

Of boyhood’s years, 

The words of love then spoken ; 
The eyes that shone, 

Now dimm’d and gone, 

The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
Thus, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of othiT days around mo. 


1 The thought in this verse is borrowed from the original 
Portuguese wordB. _ . ■ 

3 Barcarolles, sorte de chansons en langue Venitienne, 
que chautent les gondoliers a Ymm.—Momssean, Dictim- 
timre de Musiqm- , « xr 


When I remember all 
The friends, so link’d together, 

I ’ve seen around me fall, 

Like leaves in wintry weather ; 

I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled, 

Whose garland ’s dead, 

And all but he departed! 

Thus, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


HARK! THE YESPER HYMN IS STEALING 
Russian Air. 

Hauk ! the vesper hymn is stealing 
O’er the waters, soft and clear; 

Nearer yet and nearer pealing, 

Jubilate, Amen. 

Farther now, now farther stealing, 

Soft it fades upon the car. 

Jubilate, Amen. 

Now, like moonlight’s waves retreating 
To the shore, it dies along; 

Now, like angiy surges meeting, 

Breaks the mingled tide of song. 

Jubilate, Amen. 

Hush ! again, like waves, retreating 
To the shore, it dies along, 

Jubilate, Amen. 


No. II. 

LOVE AND HOPE. 

Swiss air. 

At mom, beside yon summer sea, 

Young Hope and Love reclined ; 

But scarce had noon-tide come, when he 
Into his bark leap’d smilingly, 

And left poor Hope behind. 

“I go,” said Love, “ to sail awhile 
Across this sunny main 
And then so sweet his parting smile, 

That Hope, who never dream’d of guile, 
Believed he ’d come again. 

She linger’d there till evening’s beam 
Along the wateirs lay, 

And o’er the sands, in thoughtful dream, 
Oft traced his name, which still the stream 
As often wash’d away. 

At length a sail appears in sight, 

And toward the maiden moves I 
*T is Wealth that comes, and gay and bright, 
His golden bark reflects the light, 

But ah ! It is not Love’s 
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Another sail — was Friendship show’d 
Her night-lamp o’er the sea ; 

And calm the light that lamp bestow’d • 

"But Love had lights that warmer glow’d, 
And where, alas ! was he ? 

Now fast around the sea and shore 
Night threw her darkling chain, 

The sunny sails were seen no more, 

Hope’s morning dreams of bliss were o’er—* 
Love never came again ! 


THERE COMES A TIME. 

German Air. 

Theee comes a time, a dreary time, 

To him whose heart hath flown 
O’er all the fields of youth’s sweet prime, 
And made each flower its own. 

*T is when his soul must first renounce 
Those dreams so bright, so fond; 

Oh ! then ’s the time to die at once, 

For life has nought beyond. 

There comes a time, etc. 

When sets the sun on Afric’s shore. 

That instant all is night; 

And so should life at once be o’er, 

When Love withdraws his light — 

Nor, like our northern day, gleam on 
Through twilight’s dim delay 
The cold remains of lustre gone. 

Of fire long pass’d away. 

Oh 1 there comes a time, etc. 


MY HARP HAS ONE UNCHANGING 
THEME. 

Stoedwh Air. 

My harp has one unchanging theme, 

One strain that still comes o’er 

Its languid chord, as ’twere a dream 
Of joy that ’s now no more. 

In vain I try, with livelier air, 

To wake the breathing string; 

That voice of other times is there, 

And saddens all I sing. 

Breathe on, breathe on, thou languid strain, 
Henceforth be all my own ; 

Though thou art oft so full of pain. 

Few hearts can bear thy tone. 

Yet oft thou’rt sweet, as if the sigh, 

The breath that Pleasure’s wings 

Gave out, when last they wanton’d by. 
Were still upon thy strings. 


OH! NO-NOT E’EN WHEN FIRST WE 
LOVED. 

Ca^lmerian Air. 

Oh ’ no — not e’en when first we loved, 

ViTeit thou as dear as now thou art ; 




Thy beauty then my senses moved, 

But now thy virtues bind my heart. 

What was but Passion’s sigh before, 

Has since been turn’d to Reason’s vow ; 

And, though I then might love thee more. 
Trust me, I love thee better now ! 

Although my heart in earlier youth 
Might kindle with more wild desire. 

Believe me, it has gain’d in truth 
Much more than it has lost in fire. 

The flame now warms my inmost core, 
That then but sparkled o’er my brow; 

And, though I seem’d to love thee more. 
Yet, oh ! I love thee better now. 


PEACE BE AROUND THEE. 

Scotch Air. 

Peace be around thee, wherever thou rovest ; 

May life be for thee one summer’s day, 

And all that thou wishest, and all that thou lovest® 
Come smiling around thy sunny way I 
If sorrow e’er this calm should break, 

May even thy tears pass off so lightly ; 

Like spring-showers, they’ll only make 
The smiles that follow shine more brightly . 

May Time, who sheds his blight o’er all, 

And daily dooms some joy to death, 

O’er thee let years so gently fall, 

They shall not crush one flower beneath I 
As half in shade and half in sun, 

This world along its path advances, 

May that side the sun ’s upon 
Be all that e’er shall meet thy glances ! 


COMMON SENSE AND GENIUS. 

French Air. 

While I touch the string, 

Wreath my brows with laurel, 

For the tale I sing. 

Has, for once, a moral. 

Common Sense, one night, 

Though not used to gambols, 

Went out by moonlight, 

With Genius on his rambles. 

While I touch the string, etc, 

Common Sense went on, 

Many wise things saying, 

While the light that shone 
Soon set Genius straying. 

One his eye ne’er raised 
From the path before him, 

’T other idly gazed 

On each night-cloud o’er him. 

While I touch the string, etc 

So they came, at last, , ' , ■ ■■ , ■ 

To a shady river ; 

Common Sense soon pass’d, 

Safe, as he doth ever ; 

While the boy, whose look 
Was in heaven that minute. 
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Never saw the brook. 

But tumbled headlong in it ! 

While I touch the string, etc. 

How the wise one smiled, 

When safe o’er the torrent, 

At that youth, so wild, 

Dripping from the current ! 

Sense went home to bed ; 

Genius, left to shiver 
On the bank, ’t is said, 

Died of that cold river ! 

While I touch the string, etc. 


THEN, FARE THEE WELL! 

Old Eiiglish Air. 

Then, fare thee well ! my own dear love, 

Tiiis world has now for us 
No greater grief, no pain above 
The pain of parting thus, dear love ! the pain of part- 
ing thus ! 

Had we but known, since first we met, 

Some few short hours of bliss, 

We might, in numbering them, forget 
The deep, deep pain of this, dear love I the deep, deep 
pain of this ! 

But, no, alas ! we’ve never seen 
One glimpse of pleasure’s ray, 

But still there came some cloud between. 

And chased it all away, dear love ! and chased it all 
away I 

Yet, e’en comd those sad moments last. 

Far dearer to my heart 
Were hours of grief, together past, 

Than years of mirth apart, dear love 1 than years of 
mirth apart ! 

Farewell ! our hope was born in fears, 

And nursed ’mid vain regrets I 
like winter suns, it rose in tears, 
like them in tears it sets, dear love ! like them in 
tears it sets ! 


GAILY SOUNDS THE CASTANET. 

Maltese Air. 

Gaiey sounds the castanet, 

Beating time to bounding feet, 

When, after daylight’s golden set, 

Maids and youths by moonlight meet. 
Oh ! then, how sweet to move 
Through all that maze of mirth, 
lighted by those eyes we love 
■ Beyond all eyes, on, earth. 

Then, the Joyous banquet spread 
On the cool and fragrant ground, 

With night’s bright eye-beams overhead, 
And still brighter sparkling round. 

Oh ! then, how sweet to say 
Into the loved one’s ear, 

Thoughts reserved through many a day 
To be thus whisper’d here. 


WTien the dance and feast are done, 
Arm in arm as home we stray, 

How sweet to see the dawning sun 
O’er her cheeks’ warm blushes play 1 
Then, then the farewell kiss, 

And words whose parting tone 
Lingers still in dreams of bliss, 

That haunt young hearts alone. 


LOVE IS A HUNTER-BOY. 

Languedocian Air, 

Love is a hunter-boy, 

Who makes young hearts his prey, 
And in his nets of joy 
Ensnares them night and day. 

In vain conceal’d they lie — 

Love tracks them every where ; 

In vain aloft they fly— - 
Love shoots them flying there. 

But ’t is his joy most sweet. 

At early dawn to trace 
The print of Beauty’s feet, 

And give the trembler chase. 

And most he loves through snow 
To trace those footsteps fair, 

For then the boy doth know 
None track’d before him there. 


COME, CHASE THAT STARTING TEAR 
AWAY. 

French Air, 

Come, chase that starting tear away, 

Ere mine to meet it springs ; 

To-night, at least, to-night be gay, 

Whate’er to-morrow brings ! 
like sunset gleams, that linger late 
WTien all is dark’ning fast, 

Are hours like these we snatch from Fate— 
The brightest and the last. 

Then, chase that starting tear, etc. 

To gild our dark’ning life, if Heaven 
But one bright hour allow, 

Oh ! think that one bright hour is given, 

In all its splendour, now ! 

Let’s live it out— then sink in night, 
like waves that from the shore 
One minute swell — are touch’d with light — 
Then lost for evermore. 

Then, chase that starting tear, etc. 


JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW FLEETING i 
Portuguese Air. 

Whisp’rings, heard by wakeful maids, 

To whom the night-stars guide us — 
Stolen walks through moonlight shades, 
With those we love beside us. 

Hearts beating, at meeting,— 

Tears starting, at parting ; 

Oh ! sweet youth, how soon it fades ! 

Sweet Joys of youth, how fleeting I 
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HEAR ME BUT ONCE. 

French Air* 

Hear me but once, while o’er the grave, 

In which our love lies cold and dead, 

I count each flatt’riiig hope he gave, 

Of joys now lost and charms now fled. 
Wlio could have thought the smile he wore, 
When first we met, would fade away? 

Or that a chill would e’er come o’er 
Those eyes so bright through many a day ? 


No. in. I 

WHEN LOVE WAS A CHILD. 

Swedish Air. 

When Love was a child, and went idling round 
’Mong flowers the whole summer’s day, 

One morn in the valley a bower he found, 

So sweet, it allured him to stay 

O’erhead, from the trees, hung a garland fair 
A fountain ran darkly beneath — 

’T was Pleasure that hung the bright flowers up there; 
Love knew it, and jump’d at the wreath. 

But Love didn’t know — and at his weaJk years 
What urchin was likely to know ? — 

That Sorrow had made of her own salt tears. 

That fountain which murmur’d below. 

He caught at the wreath — ^but with too much haste, 
As boys when impatient will do — 

It fell in those waters of briny taste, 

And the flowers were ail wet through. 

iTet this is the wreath he wears night and day, 

And, though it all sunny appears 
With Pleasure’s^ own lustre, each leaf, they say, 

Still tastes of the Fountain of Tears. 


SAY, WHAT SHALL BE OUR SPORT 
TO-DAY? 

SicMan Air. 

Say, what shall be our sport to-day ? 

Tliere ’s nothing bn earth, in sea, or air, 

Too bright, too bold, too high, too gay, 

For spirits like mine to dare ! I 

’T is like the returning bloom 
Of those days, alas l. gone by, 

When I loved each hour— I scarce knew whom, — 
And was Mess’d — I scarce knew why. 

Ay, those were days when life had wings, 

And flew — oh, flew so wild a height, 

That, like the lark which sunward springs, 

,’T was giddy with too much light ; 
nd, though of some plumes herefl, 

With that sun, too, nearly set, 

I ’ve enou^ of light and wing stall left 
For a gay soarings yet. 


BRIGHT BE THY DREAMS ! 
Welch Air. 

Bright be thy dreams — may all thy weeping 
Turn into smiles while thou art sleeping : 
Those by death or seas removed, 

Friends, who in tfiy spring-time knew thee. 
All thou ’st ever prized or loved, 

In dreams come smiling to thee ! 

There may the child, whose love lay deepest, 
Dearest of all, come while thou sleepest ; 
Still the same — no charm forgot — 
Nothing lost that life had given ; 

Or, if changed, but changed to what 
Thou ’it find her yet in Heaven ! 


GO, THEN-’TIS VAIN. 

Sicilian Air. 

Go, then — ’t is vain to hover 
Thus round a hope that ’s dead ! 

At length my dream is over, 

’T was sweet — ’t was false — ’t is fled ! 

Farewell ; since nought it moves thee, 
Such truth as mine to see, — 

Some one, who far less loves thee, 
Perhaps more Mess’d will be. 

Farewell, sweet eyes, whose brightness 
New life around me shed ! 

Farewell, false heart, whose lightness 
Now leaves me death instead ! 

Go, now, those charms surrender 
To some new lover’s sigh, 

One who, though far less tender, 

May be more Mess’d than I, 


THE CRYSTAL HUNTERS. 

Swiss Air. 

O’er mountains bright with snow and light:. 

We Crystal Huntem speed along, 

While grots and caves, and icy waves, 

Each instant echo to our song ; 

And, when we meet with stores of gems, 
We grudge not kings their diadems. 

O’er mountains bright with snow and light. 
We Crystal Hunters speed along. 

While grots and caves, and icy waves, 

Each instant echo to our song. 

No lover half So fondly dreams 
Of sparkles from his lady’s eyes, 

As we of those refreshing gleams 
That tell where deep the crystal lies ; 
Though, next to crystal, we too grant 
That ladies’ eyes may most enchant. 

O’er mountains, etc. 

Sometimes, when o’er the Alpine rose, 

The golden sunset leaves its ray, 

So like a gem the flow’ret glows, 

We thither l^nd our headlong wav . 
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And, though we find no treasure there, 
We bless the rose that shines so fair. 
O’er moimtains, etc. 


ROW GENTLY HERE 
Venetian Air. 

Row gently here, my gondolier ; so softly wake the 
tide, 

That not an ear on earth may hear, but hers to whom 
we glide. 

Had Heaven but tongues to speak, as well as starry 
eyes to see. 

Oh ! think what tales ’t would have to tell of wand’ring 
youths like me ! 

Now rest thee here, my gondolier ; hush, hush, for 
up I go, 

To climb yon light balcony’s height, while thou 
keep’st watch below. 

Ah ! did we take for heaven above but half such 
pains as we 

Take day and night for woman’s love, what angels 
we shoiiid be ! 


OH! BAYS OF YOUTH. 

French Air. 

Oh ! days of youth and joy, long clouded. 
Why thus for ever haunt my view ? 

When in the grave your light lay shrouded, 
■Why did not Memory die there too ? 

Vainly doth Hope her strain now sing me, 
Whispering of joys that yet remain — 

No, no, never can this life bring me 
One joy that equal’s youth’s sweet pain. 

Dim lies the way to death before me, 

Cold winds of Time blow round my brow ; 

Sunshine of youth that once fell o’er me, 
Where is your waraath, your glory now ? 

’T is not that then no pain could sting me — 
’T is not that now no Joys remain ; 

Oh ! it is that life no more can bring me 
One joy so sweet as that worst pain. 


. WHEN FIRST THAT SMILE. 

Venetian Air, 

When first that smile, like sunslune, bless’d my sight, 
Oh ! what a vision then came o’er me ! 

Long years of love, of calm and pure delight. 
Seem’d in that smile to pass bef<;»re me. 

Ne’er did the peasant dream, ne’er dream of summer 
skies, , . ' . 

Of golden fruit and harvests springing, 

With ibnder liope than I of those sweet eye.s, 

And of the joy their light was bringing. 

WTnere now are all those fondly promised hours? 

Oh ! woman’s faith is like her brightiief;s, 

Fading as fast as rainbows or day-flovvcrs, 

Or aught t.hat V. known for grace and lightness. 


Short as the Persian’s prayer, his prayer at close of 
day, 

Must be each vow of Love’s repeating ; 

Quick let him worship Beauty’s precious ray — 

Even while he kneels that ray is fleeting ! 


PEACE TO THE SLUMBERERS ! 

Catalonian Air. 

Peace to the slumberers ! 

They lie on the battle plain, 

With no shroud to cover them ; 

The dew and the summer rain 
Are all that weep over them. 

Vain was their bravery ! 

The fallen oak lies where it lay, 
Across the wintry river ; 

But brave hearts, once swept away, 
Are gone, alas I for ever. 

Woe to the conqueror! 

Our limbs shall lie as cold as theirs 
Of whom his sword bereft us. 

Ere we forget the deep arrears 
Of vengeance they have left us ! 


WHEN THOU SHALT WANDER. 
Sicilian Air, 

When thou shalt wander by that sweet light 
We used to gaze on so many an eve, 

When love was new and hope was bright. 

Ere I could doubt or thou deceive — 

Oh ! then, xemembering how swift went by 
Those hours of transport, even thou may’st sigh. 

Yes, proud one! even thy heart may own 
That love like ours was far too sweet 
To he, like summer garments thrown aside 
When past the summer’s heat ; 

And wish in vain to know again 

Such days, such nights, as bless’d thee then. 


WHO ’LL BUY MY LOVE-IUNIOTS 1 
Portuguese Air. 

Hymen late, his love-knots selling, 

Call’d at many a maiden’s dwelling : 

None could doubt, who saw or knew them, 
Hymen’s call was welcome to them. 

“ Who ’ll buy my love-knots ? 

Who ’ll buy my love-knots ?” 

Soon as that sweet cry resounded, 

Plow his baskets w'cre surrounded 1 

Maids who noxv first droam’d of trying 
These gay knots of Hymen’s tying ; 

Dames, who long had sat to watch him 
Passing. by, but ne’er could cjiich him 
“Who ’ll buy rny love-knots ? 

Who ’ll buy my iove-knots ?” 

All at that sweet cry assembled ; 

Some laugh’d, some blush’d, and some ticmbled. 
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“ Here are knots,” said Hymen, taking 
Some loose flowers, “ of Love’s own making; 
Here are gold ones— you may trust ’em” — 
(These, of course, found ready custom.) 

“ Come buy my love-knots ! 

Come buy my love-knots ! 

Some are kbeU’d ‘ Knots to tie men’ — 

‘Love the maker ’ — ^ Bought of Hymen.* ” 

Scarce their bargains were completed. 

When the nymphs all cried, “We’re cheated! 
See these flowers — they ’re drooping sadly ; 
This gold-knot, too, ties but badly— 

Who ’d buy such love-knots ? 

Who ’d buy such love-knots ? 

Even this tie, with Love’s name round it— 

All a sham — ^he never bound it.” 

Love, who saw the whole proceeding. 

Would have laugh’d, but for good-breeding ; 
While Old Hymen, who was used to 
Cries like that these dames gave loose to — 

“ Take back our love-knots ! 

Take back our love-knots !” — 

Coolly said, “There ’s no returning 
Wares on Hymen’s hands — Good morning !” 


SEE, THE DAWN FROM HEAVEk 

Sung at Rorm, on Christmas Eve, 

See, the dawn from heaven is breaking o’er our sight, 

And Earth, from sin awaking, hails the sight ! 

See, those groups of Angels, winging from the realms 
above, 

On their sunny brows from Eden bringing wreaths 
of Hope and Love. 

Hark— their hymns of glory pealing through the air, 

To mortal ears revealing who lies there ! 

In that dwelling, dark and lowly, sleeps the heavenly 
Son, 

He, whose home is in the skies, — the Holy One !. 


No. IV. 

NETS AND CAGES. 

Simdish air. 

Come, listen to my story, while 
Your needle’s task you ply ; 

At what I sing some maids will smile, 

While some, perhaps, may sigh. 

Though Love’s the theme, and Wisdom blames 
Such florid songs as ours, 

Yet Truth, sometimes, like eastern dames, 
Can speak her thoughts by flowers. 

Then listen, maids, come listen, while 
Your needle’s task you ply; 

At what I sing there ’s some may smile, 
While some, perhaps, will sigh. 

Young Cloe, bent on catching Loves, 

Such net# had leam’d to frame, 
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That none, in all our vales and groves, 

Ere caught so much small game : 

While gentle Sue, less given to roam, 

When Cloe’s nets were taking 
These flights of birds, sat still at home, 

One small, neat Love-cage making. 

Come, listen, maids, etc. 

Much Cloe laugh’d at Susan’s task; 

But mark how things went on: 

These light-caught Loves, ere you could ask 
Their name and age, were gone I 
So weak poor Cloe’s nets were wove, 

That, though she charm’d into them 
New game each hour, the youngest Love 
Was able to break through them. 

Come, listen, maids, etc. 

Meanwhile, young Sue, whose cage was wrougV 
Of bars too strong to sever, 

One Love with golden pinions caught, 

And caged him there for ever ; 

Instructing thereby, all coquettes, 

Whate’er their looks or ages, 

That, though ’t is pleasant weaving Nets, 

’T is wiser to make Cages. 

Thus, maidens, thus do I beguile 
The task your fingers ply — 

May all who hear, like Susan smile. 

Ah ! not like Cloe sigh t 


WHEN THROUGH THE PlAZZETTA 
Venetian Air. 

When through the Piazzetta 
Night breathes her cool air, 

Then, dearest Ninetta, 

I ’ll come to thee there. 

Beneath thy mask shrouded, 

I ’ll know thee afar, 

As Love knows, though clouded, 

His own Evening Star. 

In garb, then, resembling 
Some gay gondolier, 

I’ll whisper thee- trembling, 

“ Our bark, love, is near : 

Now, now, while there hover 
Those clouds o’er the moon, 

’T will waft thee safe over 
Yon silent Lagoon.” 


GO, NOW, AND DREAM, 

Sicilian Air. 

Go, now, and dream o’er that joy in thy slumoer* * 
Moments so sweet again ne’er shalt thou number 
Of Pain’s bitter draught the flavour never flies, 

While Pleasure’s scarce touches the lip ere it dies 

That moon, which hung o’er your parting, so splend^, 
Often will shine again, bright as she then did— 

I But, ah \ never more will the beam she saw bum 
1 In those happy eyes at your meeting return. 
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TAKE HENCE THE BOWL. 


Neapolitan Air, 

Take hence the bowl ; though beaming 
Brightly as bowl e’re shone, 

Oh! it but sets me dreaming 
Of days, of nights now gone. 

There, in its clear reflection, 

As in a wizard’s glass, 

Lost hopes and dead aifection, 

Like shades, before me pass. 

Each cup I drain brings hither 
Some friend who once sat by — 
Bright lips, too bright to wither, 

Warm hearts, too warm to die ! 

Till, as the dream comes o’er me 
Of those long vanish’d years, 

Then, then the cup before me 
Seems turning ali to tears. 


FAREWELL, THERESA. 

Venetian Air. 

Farewell, Theresa! that cloud which over 
Yon moon this moment gath’ring we see, 

Shall scarce from her pure path have pass’d, ere thy 
lover 

Swift o’er the wide wave shall wander from thee. 

Long, like that dim cloud, I ’ve hung around thee, 
Dark’ning thy prospects, sadd’ning thy brow ; 
With gay heart, Theresa, and bright cheek I found 
thee; 

Oh! think how changed, love, how changed art 
thou now ! 

But here I free thee ; like one awaking 
From fearful slumber, this dream thou’It tell ; 

The bright moon her spell too is breaking, 

Past are the dark clouds ; Theresa, farewell ! 


HOW OFT WHEN WATCHING STARS 
Savoyard Air. 

How oft, when watching stars grow pale, 

And round me sleeps the naoonlight scene, 

To hear a flute through yonder vale 
I from my casement lean. 

*‘Oh! come, my love !” each note it utters seems to 
say ; ' 

Oh! come, my love ! the night wears fast away! 
No, ne’er to mortal ear 
Can words, though warm tliey be, 

Speak Passion’s language half so clear 
As do those notes to me ! 

Tlicn quick my own light lute I seek, 

And strike the chorda with loudest swell ; * 

And, though they nought to others speak, 

He knows their language well. 


“ I come, my love !” each sound they utter seems to 
say; 

“ I come, my love ! thine, thine till break of day.” 
Oh ! weak the power of words, 

The hues of painting dim, 

Compared to what those simple chords 
Then say and paint to him. 


WHEN THE FIRST SUMMER BEE. 
German Air. 

When the first summer bee 
O’er the young rose shall hover. 

Then, like that gay rover, 

I ni come to thee. 

i He to flowers, I to lips, full of sweets to the brim— 
i What a meeting, what a meeting for me arid him ! 

Then, to every bright tree 
In the garden he ’ll wander. 

While I, oh ! much fonder. 

Will stay with thee. *oiii 

In search of new sweetness through be ” 

run, 

While I find the sweetness of thousMs' in 

'lij 

■ '.dx.'idl si fj' ^ 

THOUGH ’TIS ALL BUT A DREAM 
French Air 

Though ’ t is all but a dream at the best, 

And still when happiest soonest o’er, 

Yet, even in a dream to be bless’d 
Is so sweet, that I ask for no more. 

The bosom that opes with earliest hopes, 

The soonest finds those hopes untrue, 

As flowers that first in spring-time burst, 

The earliest wither too ! 
j^y»_-’tis all but a dream, etc. 

By friendship we oft are deceived, 

And find the love we clung to past; 

Yet friendship will still be believed, 

And love trusted on to the last. 

The web in the leaves the spider weaves 
Is like the charm Hope hangs o’er men ; 
Though often she sees it broke by the breeze, 
She gpins the bright tissue again. 

Ay— ’t is all but a dream, etc. 


’TIS WHEN THE CUP IS SMILING. 
Italian Air. 

’T IS -when the cup is smiling before us, 

And we pledge round to hearts that are true, boy 
true, 

That the sky of this life opens o’er us, 

And Heaven gives a glimpse of its blue. 

Talk of Adam in Eden reclining, 

We are better, far better off thus, boy, thus ; 

For him but tm bright eyes were shining — 

Bee what numbers arc sparkling for us ’ 
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Wlien on one side the grape-juice is dancing, 
And on t* other a blue eye beams, boy, beams, 
’T is enough, tVixt the wine and the glancing, 
To disturb even a saint from his dreanos. 
Though this life like a river is flowing, 

I care not how fast it goes on, boy, on, 

While the grape on its bank still is growing. 
And such eyes light the waves as they run. 


NE’ER TALK OF WISDOM’S GLOOm 
SCHOOLS. 

Mahratta Air. 

Ne’er talk of Wisdom’s gloomy schools ; 

Give me the sage who ’s able 
To draw his moral thoughts and rules 
From the sunshine of the table ; — 

Who learns how lightly, fleetly pass 
This world and all that ’s in it, 

From the bumper that but crowns his glass, 
And is gone again next minute. 

The diamond sleeps within the mine, 

The pearl beneath the water, — 

While Truth, more precious, dwells in wine, 
The grape’s own rosy daughter ! 

And none can prize her charms like him, 

Oh ! none like him obtain her, 

Who thus can, like Leander, swim 
Through sparkling floods to gain her ! 


HERE SLEEPS THE BARD! 
Highland Air. 

Here sleeps the Bard who Imew so well 
All the sweet windings of Apollo’s shell, 
Whether its music roll’d like torrents near, 

Or died, like distant streamlets, on the ear ! 

Sleep, mute Bard ! unheeded now, 

The storm and zephyr sweep thy lifeless brow 
That storm, whose rush is liJce thy martial lay ; 
That breeze which, like thy love-song, dies away 


WHERE SHALL WE BURY OUR 
SHAME? 

Neapolitan Air, 

Where shall we bury our shame? 

Where, in what desolate place, 

Hide the last wreck of a name 
Broken and stain’d by disgrace ? 

Death may dissever the chain, 

Oppression will cease when we’re gone ; 
But the dishonour, the stain, 
jDie.iaSime; may, will live on 

h for: we sent out 

Liberty’s cry from our shore ? 

Was it for this that her shout 
Thrill’d to the world’s very core ? 

Thus to live cowards and slaves. 

Oh ! ye free hearts that lie dead ! 

Do you not, e’en in your graves, 

Shudder, as o’er you we tread ? 


SACRED SONGS 
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No. I. 


THOU ART, OH GOD! 

Air— U nknown.* 

“ The day is thine ; the night also is thine : thoa hast pre- i 
pared the light and the sun. i 

“•niou hast set all the borders of the earth; thou hast 
made summer and winter.”-“Pj5*aZm Ixxiv. 16, 17. 

Thou art, oh God ! the life and light 
Of alltbis wondrous world we see ; 

Its glow by day, its smile by night, 

Are but reflections caught from thee. 
Where’er we turn thy glories shine, 

And all things fair and bright are Thine ! 

When Day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the opening clouds of Even, 

And we can almost think iHre gaze 
Through golden vistas into heaven— 

Those hues, that make the sun’s decline 
So soft, so radiant, Lord ! are Tliine. 

When Night, with wings of starry gloom, 
O’ershadows all the earth and skies. 

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume 
Is sparkling with unnumbered eyes — 

That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 

So grand, so countless, Lord ! are Thine. 

When youthful Spring around us breathes, 

Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh ; 

And every fiowerthe Summer wreathes 
Is bom beneath that kindling eye. 

Where’er we turn, thy glories shine, 

And all things fair and bright are TWg ! 


THIS WORLD, IS ALL A FLEETING SHOW. ' 
, Air— Stevenson. 

This world is alia fiefeting show, 

For man’ B illusion given ; " ' | 

1 i have heard that this air is by the iate Mrs. Sheridan, j 
It is suog to the beautiful old words, “ I dv confess thou’rt 
®mooth and fair.” 
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The smiles of Toy, the tears of Woe, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 

There’s nothing true but heaven ! 

And false the light on Glory’s plume, 

As fading hues of Even; 

And Love, and Hope, and Beauty’s bloom 
Are blossoms gather’d for the tomb, — 
There ’s nothing bright but heaven ! 

Poor wanderers of a stormy day, 

From wave to wave we’re driven, 

And fancy’s flash, and Reason’s ray, 

Serve but to fight the troubled way— 
There ’s nothing calm but heaven ! 


FALLEN IS Tm THRONE. 

Air— Martini. 

Fallen is thy throne, oh Israel ! 
Silence is o’er thy plains ; 

Thy dwellings all lie desolate. 

Thy children weep in chains. 

Where are the dews that fed thee 
On Etham’s barren shore ? 

That fire from heaven which led thee, 
Now fights thy path no more. 

Lord I thou didst love Jerusalem — 
Once she was all thy own; 

Her love thy fairest heritage,* 

Her power thy glory’s throne 

TUI evil came, and blighted 
Thy long-loved olive-tree f 

And Salem’s shrines were lighted 
For other Gods than Thee ! 

Then sunk the star of Solyma— 

Then pass’d her glory’s day, 

Like heath that, in the wilderness,'^ 
The wild wind whirls away. 


1 “I have left mine heritage ; I have given the dearly-be- 
loved of my soul into the hands of her enemies.”— JerewfaA 
xii. 7. 

2 “Do not disgrace the throne of thy glory,”— xiv. 21. 

3 “ The Lord called thy name a green olive-tree; fair 
and oi^oodly fruit,” etc. — Jer. xi. 16. 

4 “For be shall be like the heath In the desert.”— .7er 
xvii. 6. 
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Silent and waste her bowers, 

Where once the mighty trod, 

And sunk those guilty towers, 

While Baal reign’d as God ! 

^‘Go,” — said the Lord — “Ye conquerors ! 
Steep in her blood your swords, 

And rase to earth her battlements,^ 

For they are not the Lord’s ! 

Till Zion’s mournful daughter 
O’er kindred bones shall tread, 

And Hinnom’s vale of slaughter® 

Shall hide but half her dead!” 

WHO IS THE MAID? 

ST. JEROME’S LOVE.3 

Air—BEE THO VEN. 

Who is the maid my spirit seeks. 

Through cold reproof and slander’s blight ? 

Has she Love’s roses on her cheeks ? 

Is her\^ an eye of this world’s light? 

No, — ^wan and sunk with midnight prayer 
Are the pale looks of her I love ; 

Or if, at times, a light be there. 

Its beam is kindled from above. 

I chose not her, my soul’s elect, 

From those who seek their Maker’s shrine 

In gems and garlands proudly deck'’d. 

As if themselves were things divine t 

No — Heaven but faintly warms the breast 
That beats beneath a broider’d veil; 

And she who comes in glittering vest 
To mourn her frailty, still is frail.*^ 

Not so the faded form I prize 
And love, because its bloom is gone ; 

The glory in those sainted eyes 
Is all the grace her brow puts on. 

And ne’er was Beauty’s dawn so bright, 

So touching as that form’s decay. 

Which, like the altar’s trembling light, 

In holy lustre wastes away ! 


THE BIRD, LET LOOSE. 

Air— Beethoven. 

The bird, let loose in eastern skies, 

When hastening fondly home, 

1 “ Take away her battlements ; for they are not the 
Lord’s.” — Jer. v. 10. 

2 “ Therefore, behold, the days come, saith the Lord, that 

it shall no more be called Tophet, nor the Valley of the Son 
®f Hinnom, but the Valley of Slaughter; for they shall bury 
is Tophet till there be no place.” — Jer, vii. 32. • 

3 These lines were suggested by a passage in St. Jerome’s 
reply to some calumnious remarks that had been circulated 
upon his intimacy with the matron Paula Nuraquid me \ 
vestes seric®, nitentes gemmai, picta facies, aut auri rapuit 
ambitio? Nulla fait alia Rom® matronarum, qu® meara 
poseit edomaro menteiu; nisi lugens aique jejunans, lletu 
pane ctBcala.”— Ejpisf. “ Si putm.” 

4 Ou ya6p Jotwpoouoresv Jsi.— CArjfaost. 

(Homil. 8. in Epist, ad Tim. 

5 The carrier-pigoott, it is well known, flies at an elevated 
pitch, in order to snrmount every obstacle between her and 
•the place to which she is destined. 


Ne’er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 
Where idle warblers roam. 

But high she shoots through air and light, 
Above all low delay, 

Where nothing earthly bounds her flight, 
Nor shadow dims her way. 

So grant me, God ! from every care 
And stain of passion free, 

Aloft, through Virtue’s purer air. 

To hold my course to Thee ! 

No sin to cloud — no lure to stay 
My Soul, as home she springs 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way, 

Thy freedom in her wings ! 


OH! THOU WHO DRY’ST THE MOURN- 
ER’S TEAR! 

Atr— Haydn. 

“He healeth the broken in heart, and bindeth up thei* 
wounds .” — Psalm cxlvii. 3. 

Oh ! Thou who dry’st the mourner’s tear, 

How dark this world would be, 
ff, when deceived and wounded here, 

We could not fly to Thee. 

The friends who in our sunshine live, 

When winter comes, are flown ; 

And he who has but tears to give, 

Must weep those tears alone. 

But Thou wilt heal that broken heart, 

Which, like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part, 
Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 

And even the hope that threw 
A moment’s sparkle o’er our tears, 

Is dimm’d and vanish’d too ! 

Oh ! who would bear life’s stormy doom, 

Did not thy wing of love 
Come, brightly wafting through the gloom 
Our peace-branch from above ? 

Then sorrow, touch’d by Thee, grows bright 
With more than rapture’s ray ; 

As darkness shows us worlds of light 
i We never saw by day ! 


■ WEEP NOT FOR THOSE. ■ 

Air— Avi SON. 

Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb, 

In life’s happy morning, hath hid from our eyes, 
Ere sin threw a blight o’er the spirit’s young bloom, 
Or earth had profaned what was born for the skies 
Death chill’d the fair fountain ere sorrow had stain’d it, 
’T was frozen in all th6 pure light of its course, 
And but sleeps til! the sunshine of heaven has un- 
chain’d it, 

To water that Eden where first was its source ! 
Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb, 

In life’s happy morning, hath hid from our eyes. 
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Ere sia threw a blight o’er the spirit’s young bloom, 
Or earth had profaned what was born for the skies. 

Mourn not for her, the young Bride of the Vale,* | 
Our gayest and loveliest, lost to us iiOW% 

Ere life’s early lustre had time to grow pale, 

And the garland of love was yet fresh on her brow I 

Oh ! then was her moment, dear spirit, for flying 
From this gloomy world, while its gloom was un- 
known — 

And the wild hymns she warbled so sweetly, in dying, 
Were echoed in heaven by lips like lier own! 

Weep not for her, — in her spring-time she flew 
To that land where the wings of the soul are un- 
furl’d, 

And now, like a star beyond evening’s cold dew. 
Looks radiantly down on the tears of this world. 


THE TUEF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT 
SHRINE. 

AzV— S tevenson. 

The turf shall be my fragrant shrine ; 

My temple. Lord 1 that Arch of thine ; 

My censer’s breath the mountain airs. 

And silent thoughts my only prayers,® 

My choir shall be the moonlight waves, 

When murmuring homeward to their caves, 
Or when the stillness of the sea, 

Even more than music, breathes of Thee ! 

I ’ll seek, by day, some glade unknown, 

All light and silence, like thy throne I 
And the pale stars shall be, at night, 

The only eyes that watch my rite. 

Thy heaven, on which 't is bliss to look, 

Shall be my pure and shining book, 

Where I shall read, in words of flame. 

The glories of thy wondrous name. 

I ’ll read thy anger in the rack 
That clouds awhile the day-beam’s track ; 
Thy mercy in the azure hue 
Of sunny brightness breaking tbrough ! 

There ’s nothing bright, above, below, 

From flowers that bloom to stars that glow, 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of the Deity ! 

There’s nothing dark, below, above, 

But in its gloom I trace tby love, 

And meekly wait that moment when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again ! 


1 This second verse, which I wrote long after the first, 
alludes to the fate of a very lovely and amiable girl, the 
daughter of the late Colonel Bainbrigge, who was married 
in Ashbourne church, October 31, 1815, and died of a fever 
in a few weeks after : the sound of her marriage-bells seem- 
ed scarcely out of our ears when we heard of her death. 
During her last delirium she sung several hymns, in a voice 
even dearer and sweeter than usual, and among them were 
some from the present collection (particularly, “There ’s 
nothing bright but Heaven,’’) which this very interesting 
girl had often heard during the summer. 

2 Pii orant tacite. 
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SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL. 
MIRIAM’S SONG. 

Air— 'A vison.* 

“ And Miriam, the Prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a 
timbrel in her hand ; and all the women went out after her 
with timbrels and with dances.” — Exoi. xv. 20. 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea I 
Jehovah has triumph’d, — ^liis people are free. 

Sing — ^for the pride of the tyrant is broken, 

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave— • 
How vain was their boasting ! — ^The Lord hath but 
spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 
Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea I 
Jehovah has triumph’d,— his people are free. 

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord ! 

His word was our arrow, his breath was our sword !- *• 
Who shall return to teU Egypt the story 
Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride ? 
For the Lord hath look’d out from his pillar of glory,® 
And all her brave thousands are dash’d in the tide 
Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea I 
Jehovah has triumph’d, — ^liis people are free. 


GO, LET ME WEEP* 

Air — Stevenson. 

Go, let me weep ! there ’s bliss in tears, 
When he who sheds them inly feels 
Some lingering stain of early years 
Effaced by every drop that steals. 

The fruitless showers of worldly woe 
Fall dark to earth, and never rise ; 
While tears that from repentance flow. 

In bright exhalement reach the skies. 

Go, let me weep I there ’s bliss in tears, 
When he who sheds them inly feels 
Some lingering stain of early years 
Effaced by every drop that steals. 

Leave me to sigh o’er hours that flew 
More idly than the summer’s wind, 

And, while they pass’d, a fragrance threw, 
But left no trace of sweets behind. — 
The warmest sigh that pleasure heaves 
Is cold, is faint to those that swell 
The heart where pure repentance grieves 
O’er hours of pleasure loved too well! 
Leave me to sigh o’er days that flew 
More idly than the summer’^ wind, 

And, while they pass’d, a fragrance threw. 
But left no trace of sweets behind. 


1 1 have so altered the character of this air, which is 
from the heginning of one of Avisen’s old-fashioned con- 
certos, that, without this acknowledgment, it could hardly 
I think, he recogmaed. 

2 “ And it came to pass, that, in the morning-watch, the 
Lord looked unto the host of the Egyptians, through the 
pillar of fire and of the cloud, and troubled the host of the 
Egyptians.” — JSacod. xiv. 24. 
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com NOT, OH LORD! j 

Haydn. | 

Come not, oh Lord ! in the dread robe of splendour' 
Thou worest on the Mount, in the day of thine ire ; 

Come veil’d in those shadows, deep, awful, but tender. 
Which Mercy flings over thy features of fire ! 

Lord! thou rememberest the night, when thy nation^ 
Stood fronting her foe by the red-rolling stream *, 

On Egypt® thy pillar frown’d dark desolation, 

While Israel bask'd all the night in its beam. 

So, when the dread clouds of anger enfold thee, 
From us, in thy mercy, the dark side remove ; 

While shrouded in terrors the guilty behold thee. 

Oh ! turn upon us the mild light of thy Love ! 


WERE NOT THE SINFUL MARY’S TEARS. 

Air — S tevenson. 

Weee not the sinful Mary’s tears 
An offering worthy heaven, 

When o’er the faults of former years 
She wept— -and was forgiven ? — 

When, bringing every balmy sweet 
Her day of luxury stored, 

She o’er her Saviour’s hallow’d feet 
The precious perfumes pour’d ; — 

And wiped them with that golden hair, 

Where once the diamond shone, 

Though now those gems of grief were there 
Which shine for God alone ! 

Were not those sweets so humbly shed, — 

That hair — those weeping eyes, — 

And the sunk heart, that inly bled, — 

Heaven’s noblest sacrifice ? 

Thou that hast slept in error’s sleep, 

Oh wouldst thou wake in heaven, 

Like Mai-y kneel, like Mary weep, 

“Love much”® — and be forgiven ! 


AS DOWN IN THE SUNLESS RETREATS. 
Air — Haydn. 

As down in the sunless retreats of the ocean, 

Sweet flowers are springing no mortal can see, 

So, deep in my soul the still prayer of devotion, 
Unheard by the world, rises silent to thee. 

My God ! silent to thee — 

Pure, warm, silent, to thee ; 

So, deep in my soul the still prayer of devotion, 
Unheard by the world, rises silent to thee ! 

1 “ And it came between the camp of the Egyptians and 
the camp of Israel ; and it was a cloud and 'darkness to 
them, but it gave light by night to these.” — Exod. xiv. 20. 
My application of thi.s passage is borrowed from some late 
prose writer, whose name I am ungrateful enough to forget. 

2 Instead of “ On Egypt” here, fit will suit the music bel- 
ter to »it^“ On these;” and in the Utird line of flio next 
verse, “While shrouded” may, with the same view, bo al- 
tered to “ While wrapp’d.” 

3 “ Her sins, which are many, are forgiven ; for she loved 
much.” — -St. JLm&c vii, 47. 


As still to the star of its worship, though clouded, 
The needle points faithfully o’er the dim sea, 
So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded, 
The hope of my spirit turns trembling to thee, 
My God ! trembling to thee — 

; True, fond, trembling, to thee : 

So, dark as I roam, in this wintry w^ji-ld shrouded, 

1 The hope of my spirit turns trembling to thee ! 


■ BUT WHO SHALL SEE. 

Air— Stevenson. 

But who shall see the glorious day ; 

When, throned on Zion’s brow, 

The Lord shall rend that veil away 
Winch hides the nations now P 
When earth no inore beneath the fear 
Qf his rebuke shall lie 
When pain shall cease, and every tear 
Be wiped from every eye !® , 

Then, Judah ! thou no more shalt mourn 
Beneath the heathen’s chain ; 

Thy days of splendour shall return, 

And all be new again.'’’ 

The Fount of Life shall then be quafl’’d 
In peace, by ail who come P 
And every wind that blows shall waft 
Some long-lost exile home ! 


ALMIGHTY GOD! 

CHORUS OP PRIESTS. 

Air— Mozart. 

Almighty God ! when round thy shrine 
The palm-tree’s heavenly branch we twine,® 
(Emblem of Life’s eternal ray, 

And Love that “fadeth not away,”) 

We bless the flowers, expanded all,’ 

We bless the leaves that never fall, 

And trembling say, “ In Eden thus 
The Tree of Life may flower io. us !” 

When round thy cherubs, smiling calm 
Without their flalmes,® we wreath the palm, 

1 “ Anri he will destroy in this mountain the face of the 
covering cast over all people, and the veil that is spread 
over all nations ,” — Isaiah xxv. 7. 

2 “ The rebuke of his people shall he take away from off 
all the earth . ^ — Isaiah xxv. 8. 

3 “And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes, 
neither shall there be any more pain.”— xxi.4. 

4 “ And he that sat upon the throne said, Behold, I make 
all things new.” — Rw. xxi. 5. 

5 “ And whosoever will, let him take the water of life 
freely.” — Rev, xxii. 17. 

6 “ The Scriptures having declared that the Temple of 
•Terusalcm was a type of the Messiah, it is natural to con- 
clude that the Pahns^ which made so conspicuous a figure 
in that structure, represented that IJfe and IrmmrtdUtJf 
which were brought to light by theGaspcl .” — Observations 
on the Palm^ as "a sacred Emblem, by W. Tighe. 

7 “ And he carved all the walls of the house round about 
with carvefl ligures of cherubims, and palm-trees, and open 
Jlowers ” — 1 Amgs vi. 29. 

8 “ When the passoverof the tabernacles was revealed to 
the great law-giver in the mount, then the cherubic im.iges 
which appeared in that structure were no longer surrounded 
by flames; for the tabernacle was a type of the dispensation 
of mercy, by which Jehovah confirmed his gracious cove 
nant to redoera mankind.”— 0&sfirBatton5 07t the Palm, 
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Oh God! we feel the emblem trae,— 
Thy mercy is eternal too ! 

Those cherubs with their smiling eyes, 
That crown of palm which never dies, 
Are but the types of thee above— 
Eternal Life, and Peace, and Love ! 


OH FAIR! OH PUREST’ 

SAINT AUGUSTINE TO HIS SISTER.* 
Air— Moore. 

Oh fair ! oh purest ! be thou the dove 
That flies alone to some sunny grove, 

And lives unseen, and bathes her wing, 

All vestal white in the limpid spring. 

There, if the hovering hawk be near, 

That limpid spring in its mirror clear 
Reflects him ere he can reach his prey, 

And warns the timorous bird away. 

Oh I be like this dove ; 

Oh fair ! oh purest ! be like this dove. 

The sacred pages of God’s own book 
Shall be the spring, the eternal brook. 

In whose holy mirror, night and day, 

Thou wilt study Heaven’s reflected ray 
And should the foes of virtue dare, 

With gloomy wing, to seek thee there, 
Thou wilt see how dark their shadows lie 
Between heaven and thee, and trembling fly ! 

Oh I be like the dove ; 

Oh fair ! oh purest ! be like the dove. 


, No. IL 

ANGEL OP CHARITY. 

Air— H andel. 

Angel of Charity, who from above 
Comest to dwell a pilgrim here, 

Thy voice is music, thy smile is love, 

And pity’s soul is in thy tear I 
When on the shrine of God were laid 
First-fruits of all most good and fair, 

That ever grew in Eden’s shade, 

Thine was the holiest offering there ! 

Hope and her sister, Faith, were given 
But as our guides to yonder sky ; ' 

Soon as they reach the verge of heaven, 

Lost in that blaze of bliss, they die.^ 

1 In St. Auguafme’s treatise _ upon the sulvuntages of a 
solitary lif<i, addreaseil to his sister, there is the following 
fanciful passage, from which the tliouglit of this song was 
taken;— “Te, somr, nunquum nolo esse securain, sed ti- 
mer©, scinpfirque tiuini fragilitatem habere suspectam, ad 
instar pavidie coluiulxe frequontare rivos aquarum et quasi 
in speculo accipitris cernerc* supervolantia elllgiem et ca- 
vere. Rivi aquarum sententim sunt scripturarum, tpse de 
limpidissitno sapientia fonte proQueutes,” etc. etc.— Vit. 
Ersmit. ad Sot or cm. 

3 “ Then Faith shall fail, and holy Hope shall die, 

Oao lost in certainty, and one in joy.”— Fr/or. 


But long as Lave, almighty Love, 

Shall on his throa© of thrones abide, 
Thou shalt, oh I Chanij, dwell above, 
Smiling for ever by his siCfl,. 


BEHOLD THE SUN. 

Air— L ord Mornington. 

Behold the sun, how bright 
From yonder east he springs, 

As if the soul of life and light 
Were breathing from his wings. 

So bright the gospel broke 
Upon the souls of men ; 

So fresh the dreaming world aw'oke 
In truth’s full radiance then ! 

Before yon sun arose, 

Stars cluster’d through the sky — 

But oh how dim, how pale were those, 
To his one burning eye I 

So truth lent many a ray, 

To bless the Pagan’s night— 

But, Lord, how weak, how cold were they 
To thy one glorious light ! 


LORD, WHO SHALL BEAR THAT DAY. 
Air— Dr. Boyce. 

Lord, who shall bear that day, so dread, so splendid^ 
When we shall see thy angel hovering o’er 
This sinful world, with hand to heaven extended, 

And hear him swear by tbee that time ’s no more?’ 
When earth shall see thy flist-consuming ray— 

Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day ? 

When thro’ the world thy awful call hath sounded — 
“Wake, oh ye dead, to judgment wake, ye dead 1”® 
And from the clouds, by seraph eyes surrounded, 

The Saviour shall put forth his radiant head ; ® 
While earth and heaven before him pass away— 
Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day 7 

When, with a glance, the eternal Judge shall sever 
Earth’s evil spirits from the pure and bright, 

And say to i^iose, “ Depart from me for ever !” 

To these, “ Come, dwell with me in endless light 1”*^ 

1 “ And the Angel which I saw stand upon the sea and 

upon the earth, lifted up his hand to heaven, and sware by 
Him tWt liveth fqr ever and ever, that there should be time 
no longer.”— Rfiu. X. 5, 6. , 

2 “ Awake, ye dead, and come to judgment.” 

- 3 “ They shall see the Son of Man coming in the clouds^ 

of heaven.— and all the angels with him.”— JMatt. xxiv. 30, 
_ and XXV. 31. 

4 “From his face the earth and the heaven fled away.”^ 

XX, 11. 

j 5 “ And before him shall be gathered all nations, and Ho' 
shall separate them one from another, 

“ Then shall the king say unto them on his right hand, 
f" Come, ve blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom pre- 
, pared for you; etc. ^ ^ 

“ Then shall he say also unto them on the left hand. De- 
part from me, ye cursed, etc. ' 

“ And these shall go away into everlasting punishment;; 
but the righteous into life eternal.”— jlfatt. xxv. 32, ct secf. 
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Wlien each and all in silence way— - 

Who, mighty God, oh who bear that day ? 


OH 


3 !^^;saslc ME TO LOVE THEE. 

Air — Haydn. 

f I teach me to love thee, to feel what thou art, 
Till, fill’d with the one sacred image, my heart 
Shall other passions disown — 
like some pure temple that shines apart. 

Reserved for thy worship alone! 

In joy and in sorrow, through praise and through 
blame, 

Oh still let me, living and dying the same. 

In thy service bloom and decay — 
like some lone altar, whose votive flame 
In holiness wasteth away ! 

Though bom in this desert, and doom’d by my birth, 
To pain and affliction, to darkness and dearth, 

On thee let my spirit rely — 

Like some rude dial, that, fix’d on earth, 

StiU looks for its light from the sky ! 


WEEP, CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 

Air— S tevenson. 

Weep, weep for him, the man of God — * 
In yonder vale he sunk to rest, 

But none of earth can point the sod® 

That flowers above his sacred head. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

His doctrines fell like heaven’s rain,® 

His words refresh’d like heaven’s dew— 

Oh, ne’er shall Israel see again 
A chief to God and her so true. 

Weep, children of Israel, weep 1 

Remember ye his parting gaze, 

His farewell song by Jordan’s tide. 

When, full of glory and of days. 

He saw the promised land — and died I* 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

Yet died he not as men who sink. 

Before our eyes, to soulless clay ; 

But, changed to spirit, like a wink 
Of summer lightning, pass’d away P 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 


1 “And the children of Israel wept for Moses in the 
plains of Moab.”— xxxiv. 8. 

2 “And he buried him in a valley in the land of Moab : 
but no man kuoweth of his sepulchre unto this day.”— /iid. 
ver.6. 

3 “ My doctrine shall drop as the rain, my speech shall 
distil as the dew,” — Moses^ Sonff- 

4 “I have caused thee to see it with thine eyes, but thou 
shalt not «o over thither.” — Ver. 5. 

5 “ As he was going to embrace Eleazer and Joshua, and 
was still discoursing with them, a cloud stood over him on 
the sudden, and he disappeared in a certain valley, although 
he wrote in the Holy Books, that he died, which was done 
out of fear, lest they should venture to say that, because of 
his extraordinary virtue, he went to God,” — Book 
iv, chap. viii. 


LIKE MORNING, WHEN HER EARLY 
BREEZE. 

Air — Beethoven. 

Like morning, when her early breeze 
Breaks up the surface of the seas, 

That, in their furrows, dark with night, 

Her hand may sow the seeds of light — 

Thy grace can send its breathings o’er 
The spirit, dark and lost before, 

And, freshening all its depths, prepare 
For truth divine to enter there ! 

Till David touch’d his sacred lyre, 

In silence lay the unbreathing wire— 

But when he swept its chords along, 

Even angels stoop’d to hear that song. 

So sleeps the soul, till thou, O Lord, 

Shall deign to touch its lifeless chord — 

Till, waked by thee, its breath shall rise 
In music, worthy of the skies ! 


COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. 

Air — German. 

Come, ye disconsolate, where’er you languish, 
Come, at the shrine of God fervently kneel 5 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell an- 
guish — 

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot hesfiil. 

Joy of the desolate, light of the straying, 

Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pure, 

Here speaks the Comforter, in God’s name saying— 
“ Earth has no sorrows that Heaven cannot cure.” 

Go, ask the infidel, what boon he brings us, 

What charm for aching hearts he can reveal. 
Sweet as that heavenly promise Hope sings us— 

■' Earth has no sorrow that God cannot heal.” 


AWAKE, ARISE, THY LIGHT IS COME. 

Aif— S tevenson. 

Awake, arise, thy light is come;* 

The nations, that before outshone thee, 

Now at thy feet lie dark and dumb — 

The glory of the Lord is on thee ! 

Arise — ^the Gentiles, to thy ray, 

From every nook of earth shall cluster ; 

And kings and princes haste to pay 
Their homage to thy rising lustre.® 

Lift up thine eyes around, and see, 

O’er foreign fields, o’er farthest waters. 

Thy exiled sons return to thee, 

To thee return thy home-sick daughters.® 


1 “Arise, shine; for thy lig-ht is come, and the glory of 
the Lord is risen upon thee .” — Isaiah lx. 

2 “ And the Gentiles shall come to thy light, and kings to 
the brightness of thy rising.”— Ix- 

3 “ Lift up thine eyes round about and see ; all they gather 
themselves together, they come to thee : thy sons shall corns 
from afar, and thy daughters shall be nursed at thy side.”— JTb 
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And camels rich, from Midian’s tents, 

Shall lay their treasures down before thee ; 

And Saba bring her gold and* scents, 

To fill thy air, and sparkle o’er thee.* 

See who are these that, like a cloud,® 

Are gathering from all earth’s dominions, 

Like doves, long absent, when allow’d 
Homeward to shoot their trembling pinions. 

Surely the isles shall wait for me,® 

The ships of Tarshish round will hover, 

To bring thy sons across the sea, 

And waft their gold and silver over. 

And Lebanon, thy pomp shall grace— ^ 

The fir, the pine, the palm victorious 

Shall beautify our Holy Place, 

And make the ground I tread on glorious. 

No more shall discord haunt thy ways,® 

Nor ruin waste thy cheerless nation ; 

But thou shalt call thy portals, Praise, 

And thou shalt name thy walls, Salvation. 

The sun no more shall make thee bright,® 

Nor moon shall lend her lustre to thee ; 

But God Himself shall be thy Light, 

And flash eternal glory through thee. 

Thy sun shall never more go down ; 

A ray, from heav’n itself descended, 

Shall light thy everlasting crown— 

Thy days of mourning all are ended.'’ 

My own, elect, and righteous Land ! 

The Branch, for ever green and vernal, 

Which I have planted with this hand— 

Live thou shalt in Life Eternal,® 


There is a lone Pilgrim, before whose faint eyes 
The water he pants for but sparkles and flies— 

Who may that Pilgrim be ? 

’T is Man, hapless Man, through this life tempted on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone. 

There is a bright Fountain, through that Desert steal- 
ing:* 

To pure lips alone its refreshment revealing — 

What may that Fountain be 1 
»T is Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under 
ground. 

By the gifted of Heaven alone can be found,* 

There is a fair Spirit, whose wand hath the spell 
To point where those waters in secrecy dwell — 
Who may that Spirit be? 

’T is Faith, humble Faith, who hath learn’d that, 
where’er 

Her wand stoops to worship, the Truth must he there 


THERE IS A BLEAK DESERT. 

Air— Crescentxni. 

There is a bleak Desert, where daylight grows 
weary 

Of wasting its smile on a region so dreary — 

What may that Desert be ? 

T is Life, cheerless Life, where the few Joys that come 
Are lost, like that daylight, for’t is not their home. 


1 “ The multitude of camels shall cover thee ; the drome- 
daries of Midian and Epbah; all they from Sheba shall 
come ; they shall bring; gold and incense .” — Isaiaft lx. 

2 “ Who are these that fly as a cloud, and as the doves 
to their windows'?”— 16. 

3 “ Surely the isles shall wait for me, and the ships of 
Tar«hish first, to bring thy sons from far, their silver and 
their gold with them.”— 16. 

4 “ The glory of Lebanon shall come unto thee ; the fir- 
tree, the pine-tree, and the box together, to beautify the 
place of my sanctuary, and I will make the place of my feet 
glorious.”— 16. 

5 “ Violence shall no more be heard in thy land, wasting 
nor destniction within thy borders ; but thou shalt call thy 
walls, Salvation, and thy gates, Praise.”— 16. 

6 “ Thy sun shall be no more thy light by day ; neither for 
brightness shall the moon give light unto thee; but the Lord 
ahall be unto thee an everlasting light, and thy God thy 
dory.”— 16. 

7 “ Thy sun shall no more go down ; for the Lord shall be 
thine everlasting light, and the days of thy mourning shall ’ 
ended.” — 16. 

8 “Thy people also shall he all righteous; they shall in- 
herit the land for ever, the branch of my planting, the work 
of my hands.”— ‘16. 


SINCE FIRST THY WORD. 

Air— Nicholas Freeman. 
Since first thy word awaked my heart. 
Like new life dawning o’er me, 
Where’er I turn mine eyes, Thou art. 
All light and love before me. 

Nought else I feel, or hear or see — 

All bonds of earth I sever — 

Thee, oh God, and only Thee 
I live for, now and ever. 

like him, whose fetters dropp’d away 
When light shone o’er his prison,® 
My spirit, touch’d by Mercy’s ray, 
Hath from her chains arisen. 

And shall a soul Thou bid’st be free 
Return to bondage 7 — never ! 

Thee, oh God, and only Thee 
I live for, now and ever. 


HARK! ’T IS THE BREEZE. 

Air — ^Rousseau. 

Hark ! — ^’t is the breeze of twilight calling 
Earth’s weary children to repose ; 

While, round the couch of Nature falling, 
Gently the night’s soft curtains close. 

Soon o’er a world, in sleep reclining. 
Numberless stars, through yonder dark, 

Shall look, like eyes of cherubs shining 
From out the veils that hid the Ark ! 

Guard us, oh Thou, who never sleepest. 
Thou who, in silence throned above, 

Throughout all time, unwearied, keepest 
Thy watch of Glory, Power, and Lovci 


1 In singing, the following line had better be adopted— 

“ Can but by the gifted of heaven be found.” 

2 “ And, behold, the angel of the Lord came upon hinv 
and a light shined in the prison, and bis chains fell off itom 
Ms hands.”— xii. "Z. 
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ISJOORE’S WORKS* 


Grant tliat, beneath thine eye, securely 
Our souls, awhile from life withdrawn. 
May, in their darkness, stilly, purely, 
like “sealed fountains,” rest till dawn. 


WHERE IS YOUR DWELLING, YE 
SAINTED t 

Air— H asse. 

Where is your dwelling, ye sainted ? 

Through what Elysium more bright 
Than fancy or hope ever painted, 

Walk ye in glory and light? 

Who the same kingdom inherits ? 

Breathes there a soul that may dare 
Look to that world of spirits ? 

Or hope to dwell with you there ? 

Sages who, ev’n in exploring 
Nature through all her bright ways, 

Went, like the seraphs, adoring. 

And veil’d your eyes in the blaze — 

Martyrs, who left for our reaping 
Truths you had sown in your blood — 
Sinners, whom long years of weeping 
Chasten’d from evil to good — 

Maidens who, like the young Crescent, 
Turning away your pale brows 
From earth, and the light of the Present^ 
Look’d to your Heavenly Spouse- 
Say, through what region enchanted 
Walk ye, in heaven’s sweet air ? 

Or, oh, to whom is it granted. 

Bright souls, to dwell with you there ? 

HOW LIGHTLY MOUNTS THE MUSE’S 
WING. 

Air— A nonymous. 

How lightly mounts the Muse’s wing, 

Whose theme is in the skies — 

Like morning larks, that sweeter sing 
The nearer heaven they rise I 

Though Love his wreathed lyre may tune, 
Yet ah ! the flowers he round it wreathes 
Were pluck’d beneath pale Passion’s moon. 
Whose madness from their odour breathes. 
How purer far the sacred lute, 

Round which Devotion ties 
Sweet flow’ers that tuni to heav’nly fruit, 

And palm that never dies. 

Though War’s high-sounding harp may be 
Most welcome to the hero’s ears, 

Alas, his chords of victory 
Are bathed, all o’er, with tears. 

How far more sweet their numbers run 
Who hymn, like saints above. 

No victor, but the Eternal One, 

No trophies but of Love ! 


■ GO FORTH TO THE MOUNT. 

Air— S tevenson. 

Go forth to the Mount— bring the olive-branch home,^ 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come I 
From that time,® when the moon upon Ajalon’s vale, 
Looking motionless down,® saw the kings of the 
earth, 

In the presence of God’s mighty Champion, grow 
pale— 

Oh never had Judah an hour of such mirth ! 

Go forth to the Mount— bring the olive-branch home, 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come 1 

Bring myrtle and palm— bring the boughs of each tree 
That is worthy to wave o’er the tents of the Free.'^ 
From that day, when the footsteps of Israel shone, 
With a light not their own, through the Jordan’s 
deep tide, 

Whose waters shrunk back as the Ark glided on— 
Oh never had Judah an hour of such pride ! 

Go forth to the mount — ^bring the olive-branch hom^ 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 


IS IT NOT SWEET TO THINK, HERE- 
AFTER. 

I Air — Haybn, 

lls it not sweet to think, hereafter, 

I When the spirit leaves this sphere, 

Love, with deathless wings, shall waft her 
To those she long hath mourn’d for here ? 
Hearts, from which ’t was death to sever, 

Eyes, this world can ne’er restore, 

There, as warm, as bright as ever, 

Shall meet us and be lost no more. 

When wearily we wander, asking 
Of earth and heaven, where are they, 

Beneath whose smile we once lay basking— 
Blest, and thinking bliss would stay I 
Hope still lifts her radiant finger 
Pointing to the eternal home, 

Upon whose portal yet they linger, 

Looking back for us to come. 

Alas — alas — doth Hope deceive us? 

Shall friendship— love— shall all those ties 
That bind a moment, and then leave us, 

Be found again where nothing dies ? 

Oh ! if no other boon were given, 

To keep our hearts from wrong and stain, 
Who would not try to win a heaven 
Where all we love shall live again ? 


1 “ And that they should publish and proclaim in all their 
cities, and in .Terusalem, saying, Go forth unto the mount 
and fetch olive-branches,” etc. etc.—- JVfeA* viii. 15. 

2 “ For since the days of Joshua the son of Nun, unto 
that day, had not the children of Israel done so : and there 
was very great gladness.”— -15. 17. 

3 “Sun, stand thou still upon Gibeon; and thou, Moon, 
in the valley of Ajalon.”— Jasii. x. 12. 

4 “ Fetch olive-branches and pine-branches, and myrtle- 
branches, and palm-branches, and branches of thick trees, 
to make booths.” — JVeii, viii. 15. 

5 “ And the priests that bare the ark of the covenant of 
the Lord stood firm on dry ground in the midst of Jordan, and 
all the Israelites passed over on dry ground .” — Josh iii 17.. 
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WAR AGAINST BABYLON. 


Breaiks, like a thunder-cloud, over thy brow ! 
War, war, war against Babylon 1 


A'iV— N ovello. 

** Wae against Babylon !” shout we around,^ 

Be our banners through earth unfurl’d; 

Rise up, ye nations, ye kings, at the sound — ^ 

“ War against Babylon !” shout through the world ! 
Oh thou, that dwellest on many waters,® 

Thy day of pride is ended now ; 

And the dark curse of Israel’s daughters 


1 “ Shout against her round about.” — Jer. i. 15. 

2 “ Set up a standard in the land, blow the trumpet 
among the nations, prepare the nations against her, call to- 
gether against her the kingdoms,” etc. etc, — Ib. li. 27, 

3 “Oh thou, that dwellest upon many waters, thy end is 
oome,”— Jer. L 13. 


Make bright the arrows, and gather the shields,* 

Set the standard of God on high-— 

Swarm we, like locusts, o’er all her fields, 

“ Zion.” our watchword, and “vengeance” our cry I 
Woe ! woe !— the time of thy visitation^ 
fe come, proud Land, thy doom is cast— 

And the bleak wave of desolation 
Sweeps o’er thy guilty head, at last ! 

War, war, war against Babylon ! 


1 “ Make bright the arrows; gather the shields set 

the standard upon the walls of IJabylon.*’— i5. 

2 “Woe unto them! for their day is come, the time of 
their visitation,”— J5. 
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BLACK AND BLUE EYES. 


The brilliant black eye 
May in triumph let % 
its darts, without caring who feels ’em \ 

But the soft eye of blue. 

Though it scatter wounds too, 

Is much better pleased when it heals ’em. 

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny ! 

The soft eye of blue, 

Though it scatter wounds too, 

Is much better pleased when it heals ’em, dear Fanny I 

The black eye may say, 

“Come and worship my ray, — 

By adoring, perhaps you may move me !” 

But the blue eye, half hid, i 

Says, from under its lid, 

“I love, and I’m yours if you love me !” 

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny ’ 

The blue eye, half hid, 

Says, from under its lid, 

“ I love, and am yours if you love me 1” dear Fanny ! 

Then tell me, oh ! why, 

In that lovely eye, 

Not a charm of its tint I discover; 

Or why should you wear 
The only blue pair 
That ever said “No” to a lover? 

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny ! 

Oh ! why should you wear 
The only blue pair 

That ever said “ No” to a lover, dear Fanny T 


Then say, oh say no more 
That lovers’ pains are sweet . 
I never, never can 
Believe the fond deceit 


DEAR FANNY. 

She has beauty, but still you must keep your heart 
cool; 

She has wit, but you must not be caught so; 

Thus Reason advises, but Reason ’s a fool. 

And ’tis not the first time I have thought so. 

Dear Fanny. 

“ She is lovely !” Then love her, nor let the bliss fiy; 

’T is the charm of youth’s vanishing season : 

Thus Love has advised me, and who will deny 
That Love reasons much better than Reason, 
Dear Fanny ? 


DID NOT. 

’T WAS a new feeling— -something more 
Than ws had dared to own before, 

Which then we hid not, wliich then we hid no! 
We saw it in each other’s eye, 

And wish’d, in every murmur’d sigh, 

To speak, but did not ; to speak, but did not. 

She felt my lips’ impassion’d touch— 

’T was the first time I dared so much, 

And yet she chid not, and yet she chid not ; 
But whisper’d o’er my burning brow, 

“ Oh ! do you doubt I love you now?” 
Sweet soul ! I did not ; sweet soul 1 1 did not 

Warmly I felt her bosom thrill, 

I press’d it closer, closer still, 

Though gently bid not, though gently bid not ; 
Till— oh I the world hath seldom heard 
Of lovers, who so nearly err’d, 

And yet who did not, and yet who did not. 


FANNY, DEAREST! 

Oh ! had I leisure to sigh and mourn, 
Fanny, dearest! for thee I’d sigh ; 

And every smile on my cheek should turn 
To tears, when thou art nigh. 

But, between love, and wine, and sleep, 
So busy a life I live, 

That even the time it would take to weep 
Is more than my heart can give 

Then bid me not despair and pine, 

Fanny, dearest of all the dears! 

The love, that ’s order’d to bathe m wme, 
Would be sure to take cold in tears. 


CEASE, OH CEASE TO TEMPT! 
Cease, oh cease to tempt 
My tender heart to love ! 

It never, never can 

So wild a flame approve. 

All its Joys and pains 
To others I resign; 

But be the vacant heart, 

The careless bosom mine. 

Then cease, oh cease to tempt 
My tender heart to love ! 

It never, never can 

So wild a flame approve. 

Say, oh say no more 
That lovers’ pains are sweet S 
I never, never can 
Believe the fond deceit. 

Weeping day and night, 

Consuming life in sighs, 

This is the lover’s lot, 

And this I ne’er could prize. 
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Reflected bright in this heart of mine, 
Fanny, dearest ! thy image lies ; 

But, oh I the mirror would cease to shine, 
If dimm’d too often with sighs. 

They lose the half of beauty’s light, 

Who view it through sorrow’s tear; 

And ’t is but to see thee truly bright 
That I keep my eye-beam clear. 

Then wait no longer till tears shall flow— 
Fanny, dearest ! the hope is vain ; 

If sunshine cannot dissolve thy snow, 

I shall never attempt it with rain. 


FANNY WAS IN THE GROVE. 
Fanny was in the grove, 

And Liibin, her boy, was nigh ; 

Her eye was warm with love, 

And her soul was warm as her eye. 
Oh ! oh I if Lubin now would sue, 

Oh ! oh ! what could Fanny do ? 

Fanny was made for bliss. 

But she was young and shy ; 

And when he had stolen a kiss, 

She blush’d, and said with a sigh — 

“ Oh ! oh ! Lubin, ah ! tell me true, 

Oh ! oh ! what are you going to do ?” 

They wander’d beneath the shade, 

Her eye was dimm’d with a tear, 

For ah ! the poor little maid 
Was thrilling with love and fear. 

Oh ! oh ! if Lubin would but sue, 

Oh ! oh ! what could Fanny do 1 

Sweetly along the grove 
The birds sang all the while, 

And Fanny now said to her love, 

With a frown that was half a smile— 
“ Oh ! oh ! why did Lubin sue ? 

Oh ! oh ! why did Lubin sue ?” 


HERE’S THE BOWER. 

Here *s the bower she loved so much, 
And the tree she planted ; 

Here ’s the harp she used to touch— 

Oh ! how that touch enchanted 1 

Roses now unheeded sigh ; 

Where ’s the hand to wreath them? 

Songs around neglected lie, 

Where ’s the lip to breathe them? 

Here ’s the bower she loved so much, 
And the tree she planted ; 

Here ’s the harp she used to touch— 

Oh ! how that touch enchanted I 

Spring may bloom, but she we loved 
Ne’er shall feel its sweetness ! 

Time, that once so fleetly moved, 

Now hath lost its fleetness. 

Years were days, when here she stray’d, 
Days were moments near her ; 

Heaven ne’er form’d a brighter maid, 
Nor Pity wept a dearer ! 

Here ’s the bower she loved so much, 
And the tree she planted ; 

Here ’s the harp she used to touch— 

Oh 1 how that touch enchanted 1 


HOLY BE THE PILGRIM’S SLEEP 

Holy be the Pilgrim’s sleep, 

From the dreams of terror free ; 

And may all, who wake to weep, 

Rest to-night as sweet as he ! 

Hark 1 hark ! did I hear a vesper swell? 

No, no— it is my loved Pilgrim’s prayer s 
No, no— t was but the convent hell, 

That tolls upon the midnight air. 

Holy be the Pilgrim’s sleep ! 

Now, now again the voice I hear ; 

Some holy man is wand’ring near. 


Viver en Cadenas. 

FROM LIFE WITHOUT FREEDOM. 

Fiom life without freedom, oh ! who would not fly ? 
For one day of freedom, oh 1 who would not die ? 
Hark ! hark ! ’t is the trumpet ! the call of the brave, 
The death-song of tyrants and dirge of the slave. 
Our country lies bleeding — oh ! fly to her aid ; 

One arm that defends is worth hosts that invade. 
From life without freedom, oh ! who would not fly ? 
For one day of freedom, oh ! who would not die 7 

In death’s kindly bosom our last hope remains— 

The dead fear no tyrants, the grave has no chains ! 
On, on to the combat ! the heroes that bleed 
For virtue and mankind are heroes indeed. 

And oh ! even if Freedom from this world be driven, 
Despair not— at least we shall find her in heaven. 

In death’s kindly bosom our last hope remains — 

The dead fear no tyrants, the grave has no chains. 


0 Pilgrim! where hast thou been roaming? 

Dark is the way, and midnight’s coming. 

Stranger, I ’ve been o’er moor and mountain, 

To tell my beads at Agnes’ fountain. 

And, Pilgrim, say, where art thou going ? 

Dark is the way, the winds are blowing. 

Weary with wand’ring, weak, I falter, 

To breathe my vows at Agnes’ altar. 

Strew, then, oh ! strew his bed of rushes ; 

Here he shdl rest till morning blushes. 

* Peace to them whose days are done, 
j Death their eyelids closing ; 

1 Hark! the burial-rite ’s begun— 

I ’T is time for our reposing. 

* Here, then, my Pilgrim’s course Is o’er : 

’Tis my master! ’tis my master! Welcome heie 
once more; 

Come to our shed— all toil Is over ; 

Pilgrim no more, but knight and lover 





LIGHT SOUNDS THE HARP. 

Light sounds the harp when the combat is over— 
When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom — 
When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover 
And Cupid makes wings of the warrior’s plume. 
But, w'hen the foe returns, 

Again the hero burns ; 

High flames the sword in his hand once more ; 

The clang of mingling arms 
Is then the sound that charms, 

And brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets roar. 
Oh ! then comes the harp, when the combat is over— 
When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom — 
When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover, 
And Cupid makes wings of the warrior’s plume. 

Light went the harp when the War-god, reclining, 
Lay lull’d on the white arm of Beauty to rest — 
When round his rich armour the myrtle hung twining, 
And flights of young doves made his helmet their 
nest. 

But, when the battle came, 

The hero’s eye breathed flame ; 

Soon from his neck the white arm was flung ; 

While to his wakening ear 
No other sounds were dear, 

But brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets sung. 
But then came the light harp, when danger was ended, 
And Beauty once more lull’d the W’ar-god to rest; 
When tresses of gold with his laurels lay blended, 
And flights of young doves made his helmet thei. 
nest. 


LITTLE MART’S EYE. 
Little Mary’s eye 
Is roguish, and all that, Sir ; 

But her little tongue 
Is quite too full of chat, sir. 

Since her eye can speak 
Enough to tell her blisses, 

If she stir her tongue, 

Why— stop her mouth with kisses ! 
Oh ! the little girls, 

Wily, warm, and winning ; 

WHiien the angels tempt us; to it, 

Who can keep from sinning 1 

Na.nny’s beaming eye 
Looks as warm as any ; 

But her cheek was pale — 
Well-a-day, poor Nanny I 
Nanny, in the field, 

She pluck’d a little posie, 

And Nanny’s pallid cheek 
Soon grew sleek and rosy. 

Oh ! the little girls, etc 


How much I long to rifle 
That little part 
They call the heart 
Of you, you lovely trifle ! 

You can no longer doubt it, 

So let me be about it; 

Or on my word, 

And by the Lord, 

I T1 try to do without it. 

This pretty thing ’s as light. Sir, 
As any paper kite, Sir, 

And here and there, 

Arid God knows where, 

She takes her wheeling flight, Sir. 
TJs lovers, to amuse us, 

Unto her tail she nooses ; 

There, hung like bobs 
Of straw, or nobs, 

She whisks us where she clmses. 


I SAW the moon rise clear 
O’er hills and vales of snow. 
Nor told my fleet rein-deer 
The track I wish’d to go. 

But quick he bounded forth ; 

For well my rein-deer knew 
I ’ve but one path on earth — 
The path which leads to you. 

The gloom that winter cast 
How soon the heart forgets ! 
When summer brings, at last, 
The sun that never sets. 

So dawn’d my love for you ; 

Thus phasing every pain. 
Than summer sun more true, 

’T wdl never set again. 


JOYS THAT PASS AWAY. 


I SAW THE MOON RISE CLEAR. 


Joys that pass away like thds, 

Alas! are purchased dear, 

If every beam of bliss 
Is follow’d by a tear. 

Fare thee well I oh, fare thee well ! 
Soon, too soon thou ’st broke the spell. 
Oh ! I ne’er can love again 
The girl whose faithless art 
break so dear a chain. 

And with it break my heart. 


Once, when truth was in those eyes. 
How beautiful they shone ; 

But now that lustre flies. 

Tot truth, alas ! is gone. „ 
thee well I oh, fare th^ . well f 
ilow I >e loved my hm shall teR,, 


lorn, how lost would prove 
Thy wretched' victim’s fate, 
when deceived in love, 

He could not fly to hate ’ 
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Sue, tlie pretty iiiiu, 

Prays with warm emotion ; 
Sweetly rolls her eye 
In love or in devotion. 

If her pious heart 
Softens to relie\m you, 

She gently shares the crime, 

With, “ Oh ! may God forgive you 
Oh! the little girls, 

Wily, warm, and winning ; 

When angels tempt us to it, 

Who can keep from sinning 1 


LOVE AND THE SUN-DIAL. 

Young Love found a Dial once, in a dark shade, 
Where man ne’er had wander’d nor sun-beam play’d ; 
“ Why thus in darkness lie ?” whisper’d young Love, 
“ Thou, whose gay hours should in sun-shine move.” 
“ I ne’er,” said the Dial, “ have seen the warm sun, 
So noonday and midnight to me, Love, are one.” 

Then Lo’^e took the Dial away from the shade, 

And placed her where Heaven’s beam warmly play’d. 
There she reclined, beneath Love’s ga’zing eye, 
While, all mark’d with sun-shine, her hours flew by. 
“ Oh ! how,” said the Dial, “ can any fair maid, 

That ’s born to be shone upon, rest in the shade ?” 

But night now comes on, and the sun-beam ’s o’er, 
And Love stops to gaze on the Dial no more. 

Then cold and neglected, while bleak rain and winds 
Are storming araund her, with sorrow slie finds 
That Xjove had but number’d a few sunny hours, 

And left; the remainder to darkness and showers ! 


LOVE AND TIME. 

’T W said — but whether true or not 
I Let bards declare who ’ve seen ’em — 

That Love and Time have only got 
One pair of wings between ’em. 

In courtship’s first delicious hour, 

The boy full oft can spare ’em. 

! So, loitering in his lady’s bower, 

He lets the gray-beard wear ’em, 

I Then is Time’s hour of play ; 

Oh ! how he flies away ! 

But short the moments, short as bright, 
Wlien he the wings can borrow ; 

If Time to-day has had his flight, 

Love takes his turn to-morrow. 

Ah ! Time and Love I your change is then 
The saddest and most trying, 

I When one begins to limp again, 

And t’ other takes t.o flying. 

Then is Love’s hour to stray ; 

I . , Oil! .how lie flies away ! 

But there ’s a nymph-— wliose chains I feel, 
And bless the silken fetter— 

' Wlio knows— the, dear one !— how to deal 
With Love and Time much better. 

So, well she checks their wanderi.ngs, 

So peacefully she pairs ’em, ’ 


That Love with her ne’er thinks of wings, 
And Time for ever wears ’em. 

This is Time’s holiday ; 

Oh ! how he flies away ! 


LOVE, IVIY MARY, DWELLS WITH THEE. 
Love, my Mary, dwells with thee ; 

On thy cheek, his bed I see. 

No — that cheek is pale with care ; 

Love can find no roses there. 

’T is not on the cheek of rose 
Love can find the best repose t 
In my heart his home thou ’It see ; 

There he lives, and lives for thee. 

Love, my Mary, ne’er can roam, 

While he makes that eye his home. 

No — the eye with sorrow dim 
Ne’er can be a home for him. 

Yet, ’t is not in beaming eyes 
Love for ever warmest lies : 

In my heart his home thou ’It see ; 

There he lives, and lives for thee. 


LOVE’S LIGHT SUMMER CLOUD. 
Pain and sorrow shall vanish before us — 

Youth may wither, but feeling will last ; 

And the shadow that e’er shall fall o’er us, 

Love’s light summer-cloud sweetly shall cast. 
Oh t if to love thee more 
Each hour I number o’er — 

If this a passio n be 
Worthy of thee, 

Then be happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may wither, but feeling shall last : 

All the shadow that e’er shall fiill o’er thee, 
Love’s light summer-cloud sw^eetly shall cast. 

Rest, dear bosom ! no sorrows shall pain thee, 
Sighs of pleasure alone shaft thou steal ; 

Beam, bright eyelid ! no weeping shall stain thee. 
Tears of rapture alone shaft thou feel. 

Oh ! if there be a charm 
In love, to banish harm — 

If pleasure’s truest spell 
Be to love well, 

i Then be happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may wither, but feeling shall last : 

Ail the shadow that e’er shall fall o’er thee, 
Love’s light summer-cloud sweetly shall cast. 


LOVE, WAND’RING THROUGH THE 
GOLDEN MAZE. 

Love, wand’ring through the golden mtwe 
Of my beloved’s hair, 

Traced every lock with fond delays, 

And, dating, linger’d there. 

And soon he found ’t were vain to fly ; 

His heart was close confined, 

And every curlet was a tie — 

A chain by beauty twined. 
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MERRILY EVERY BOSOM BOUNDETH. 

THE TYEOLESE SONG OF LIBERTY. 

Merrily every bosom boundeth, 

Merrily, oh ! merrily, ob I 
Where the Song of Freedom soundeth, 
Merrily, oh ! merrily, oh ! 

There the warrior’s arms 
Shed more splendour. 

There the maiden’s charms 
Shine more tender — 

Every joy the land surroundeth, 

Merrily, oh ! merrily, ohl 

Wearily every bosom pineth, 

Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

Where the bond of slavery twineth, 

Wearily, oh i wearily, oh ! 

There the warrior’s dart 
Hath no fleetness, 

There the maiden’s heart 
Hath no sweetness — 

Every flower of life declineth, 

Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

Cheerily then from hill and valley. 

Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 
like your native fountains sally, 

Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 

If a glorious death,* 

Won by bravery, 

Sweeter he than breath 
Sigh’d in slavery. 

Round the flag of Freedom rally, 

Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 


NOW LET THE WARRIOR. 

Now let the warrior plume his steed, 

And wave his sword afar ; 

For the men of the East this day shall bleed, 
And the sun shall blush with war. 

Victory sits on the Christian’s helm 
To guide her holy band : 

The Knight of the Cross this day shall whelm 
The men of the Pagan land. 

Oh 1 bless’ d who in the battle dies 1 
God will enshrine him in the skies I 
Now let the warrior plume his steed, 

And wave Ms sword afar. 

For the men of the East this day shall bleed, 
And the sun shall blush with war. 


OH, LADY FAIR! 

Oh, Lady fair I where art thou roaming ? 

The sun has sunk, the night is coming. 

Stranger, I go o’er moor and mountain, 

To tell my beads at Agnes’ fountain. 

And who is the man, with his white locks flowing ? 
Oh, Lady fair ! where is he going 1 
A wand’ring Pilgrim, weak, I falter, 

To tell my beads at Agnes’ altar. 


ChiH falls the rain, night winds are blowing, 
Dreary and dark ’s the way we ’re going. 

Fair Lady ! rest till morning blushes — 

I ’ll strew for thee a bed of rushes. 

Oh ! stranger ! when my beads I ’m counting, 
I ’ll bless thy name at Agnes’ fountain. 

Then, Pilgrim, turn, and rest thy sorrow ; 
Thou ’It go to Agnes’ shrine to-morrow. 
Good stranger, when my beads I’m telling, 
My saint shall bless thy leafy dwelling. 

Strew, then, oh ! strew our bed of rashes ; 
Here we must rest till morning blushes. 


OH! REMEMBER THE TIME. 

^ THE CASTILIAN MAID. 

Oh ! remember the time, in La Mancha’s shades, 
When our moments so blissfully flew ; 

When you call’d me the flower of Castilian maids. 
And I blush’d to be call’d so by you. 

When I taught you to warble the gay seguadille, 

And to dance to the light castanet ; 

Oh ! never, dear youth, let you roam where you will, 
The delight of those moments forget. 

They tell me, you lovers from Erin’s green isle 
Every hour a new passion can feel, 

And that soon, in the light of some lovelier smile, 
You’ll forget the poor maid of Castile. 

But they know not how brave in the battle you are, 
Or they never could think you would rove ; 

For ’t is always the spirit most gallant in war 
That is fondest and truest in love ! 


OH ! SEE THOSE CHERRIES. 

Oh ! see those cherries — ^though once so glowing, 
They ’ve lain too long on the sun-bright wail ; 

And mark! already their bloom is going ; 

Too soon they ’ll wither, too soon they ’ll fall. 
Once, caught by their blushes, the light bird flew 
round. 

Oft on their ruby lips leaving love’s wound 
But now he passes them, ah ! too knowing 
To taste wither’d cherries, when fresh maybe found. 

Old Time thus fleetly his course is running ; 

If bards were not moral, how maids would go 
wrong! 

And thus thy beauties, now sunn’d and sunning, 
Would wither if left on the rose-tree too long. 
Then love while thou ’rt lovely — e’en I should be 
glad 

So sweetly to save thee from ruin so sad ; 

But, oh ! delay not— -we bards are too cunning 
To sigh for old beauties when young may be had. 


OH! SOON RETURN! 
The white sail caught the evening ray, 
The wave beneath us seem’d to bum, 
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When all my weeping love could say 
Was, “ Oh ! soon return !” 

Through many a clime our ship was driven, 
O’er many a billow rudely thrown ; 

Now chill’d beneath a northern heaven, 

Now sunn’d by summer’s zone ; 

Yet still, where’er our course we lay, 

When evening bid the west wave bum, 

I thought I heard her faintly say, 

“Oh! soon return — Oh! soon return!” 

If ever yet my bosom found 
Its thoughts one moment turn’d from thee, 
®T was when the combat raged around, 

And brave men look’d to me. 

But though ’mid battle’s wild alarm 
Love’s gentle power might not appear, 

He gave to glory’s brow the charm 
Which made even danger dear. 

And then, when victory’s calm came o’er 
The hearts where rage had ceased to bum, 
I heard that farewell voice once more, 

“ Oh ! soon return ! — Oh ! soon return !” 


OH! YES, SO WELL. 


Like the shadows of morning, Love lessens away, 
While Friendship, like those at the closing of day, 
Will linger and lengthen as Life’s sun goes down. 


ONE DEAR SxmE. 



CouLDST thou look as dear as when 
First I sigh’d for thee ; 

Couldst thou make me feel again 
Eveiy wish I breathed thee then, 

Oh ! how blissful life would be ! 

Hopes, that now beguiling leave me, 

Joys, that lie in slumber cold — 

All would wake, couldst thou but give me 
One dear smile like those of old. 


Oh ! there ’s nothing left us now, 

But to mourn the past ; 

Vain was every ardent vow — 

Never yet did Heaven allow 
Love so warm, so wild, to last. 

Not even hope could now deceive me — 
Life itself looks dark and cold; 

Oh 1 thou never more canst give me 
One dear smile like those of old. 
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'Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 
Thou ’rt loved, adored by me, 


Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty, 

Were worthless without thee. 

Though brimm’d with blisses, pure and rare, 
Life’s cup before me lay, 

Unless thy love were mingled there, 

I’d spurn the draught away. 

Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 
Thou’rt loved, adored by me, 

Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty, 

Are worthless without thee. 

Without thy smile how joylessly 
All glory’s meeds I see ! 

And even the wreath of victory 
Must owe its bloom to thee. 

Those worlds, for which the conqueror sighs, 
For me have now no charms ; 

My only world ’s thy radiant eyes — 

My throne those circling arms ! 

Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 
Thou ’rt loved, adored by me, 

Whole realms of light and liberty 
Were worthlcwss without thee. 


(M l YES, WHEN. THE BLOOM. 

Oh ! yes, when the bloom of Love’s boyhood is o’er, 
He’ 11 turn into friendship that feels no decay ; 

And, though Time may take from him the wings he 
once wore, 

The charms that remain , will be bright as before, 

And he ’ll lose, but his young trick of flying aw,ay. 

Then let it console thee, if Love should not stay, 
That Friendship our last happy moments wilf 
crown ,| 


H, DERMOT! GO ALONG WITH YOUR 

GOSTER. ^ 

PoH, Dermot ! go along with your goster. 

You might as well pray at a jig, r f 

Or teach an old cow Pater Noster, ; 

Or whistle Moll Roe to a pig ! | J 

Arrah, child ! do you think I’m a blockhead, f I 

And not the right son of my mother, ' 1 

To put nothing at all in one pocket, 

And not half so much in the other ? ■, ■ 

Poh, Dermot ! etc. 

r 

Any thing else I can do for you, i 

Keadh mille faltha, and welcome, f ■ 

Put up an Ave or two for you, “ 

Fear’d that you’d ever to hell come. 

If you confess you’re a rogue, 

I will turn a deaf ear, and not care for ’t ; 

Bid you put pease in your brogue, 

But just tip you a hint to go barefoot. 

Then get along with, etc. 

If you’ve the whiskey in play, 

To oblige you, I’ll come take a smack of it . 

Stay with you all night and day, 

Ay, and twenty-four hours to the back of it 
Oh ! whiskey ’s a papist, God save it ! 

The beads are upon it completely ; 

But I think before ever we’d leave it. 

We’d make it a heretic neatly. 

Then get along with, etc. 

If you’re afeax’d of a Banshee, 

Or Leprechauns are not so civil, dear, 

Let Father Luke show his paunch, he 
Will frighten them all to the devil, dear 
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It ’s I that can hunt them like ferrets. 

And lay them without any fear, gra ; 

But for whiskey, and that sort of spirits, 
Why them — I would rather lay here,* gra. 
Then get along with, etc. 


SEND THE BOWL ROUND MERRILY. 

Send the bowl round merrily. 

Laughing, singing, drinking; 

Toast it, toast it cheerily — 

Here ’s to the devil with thinking ! 

Oh I for the round of pleasure, 

With sweetly-smiling lasses-— 

Glasses o’ erfio wing their measure, 

With hearts as full as our glasses. 

Send the bowl round merrily, 

Laughing, singing, drinking; 

Toast it, toast it cheerily — 

Here ’s to the devil with thinking 1 

Once I met with a funny lass, 

Oh 1 1 loved her dearly ! 

Left for her my bonny glass — 

Faith ! I died for her— nearly. 

But she proved damn’d uncivil, 

And thought to peck like a hen, sir ; 

So I pitch’d the jade to the devil, 

And took to my glass again, sir. 

Then send the bowl, etc. 

Now I’m turn’d a rover, 

In love with every petticoat ; 

No matter whom it may cover, 

Or whether it ’s Jenny’s or Betty’s coat ; 
And, if the girls can put up 
With any good thing in pieces, 

My heart I’ll certainly cut up, 

And share it with all young misses. 

Then send the bowl, etc. 

A bumper round to the pretty ones ! 

Here ’s to the girl with the blue eyes ! 
Here ’s to her with the jetty ones, 

Where the languishing dew lies ! 

Could aU such hours as this is 
Be summ’d in one little measure, 

I’d live a short life of blisses, 

And die in a surfeit of pleasure I 
Then send the bowl, etc. 


THE DAY OF LOVE. 

The beam of morning trembling 
Stole o’er the mountain brook 
With timid ray resembling 
Affection’s early look. 

Thus love begins— sweet morn of love ! 

The noon-tide ray ascended. 

And o’er the valley stream 
Diffused a glow as splendid 
As passion’s riper dream. 

Thus love expands — ^warm noon of love ! 


1 Putting big hand on his paunch. 


But evening came, o’ershading 
The glories of the sky, 

Like faith and fondness fading 
From Passion’s alter’d eye. 

Thus love declines— cold eve of love ! 


THE PROBABILITY. 

My heart is united to Chloe’s for ever, 

No time shall the link of their tenderness sever , 
And, if Love be the parent of joy and of pleasure, 
Sure Chloe and I shall be blest beyond measure. 

Come, tell me, my girl, what ’s the sweetest of blisses ? 
“ I’ll show you,” she cries, and she gives me sweet 
kisses ; 

Ah, Clo ! if that languishing eye ’s not a traitor 
It teUs me you know of a bliss that is greater. 

“ Indeed and I do not — then softly she blushes, 
And her bosom the warm tint of modesty flushes— 

“ Pm sure if I knew it, I’d certainly show it, 

But, Damon, now Damon, dear, may be you Imow it I’ 


THE SONG OF WAR. 

The song of war shall echo through our mountains, 
Till not one hateful link remains 
Of slavery’s lingering chains — 

Till not one tyrant tread our plains, 

Nor traitor lip pollute our fountains. 

No ! never till that glorious day 
Shall Lusitania’s sons be gay, 

Or hear, oh Peace ! thy welcome lay 
Resounding through her sunny mountains. 

The song of war shall echo through our mountains, 
Till Victory’s self shall, smiling, say, 

“Your cloud of foes hath pass’d away, 

And Freedom comes with new-born ray, 

To gild your vines and light your fountains.” 

Oh ! never till diat glorious day 
Shall Lusitania’s sons be gay, 

Or hear, oh Peace I thy welcome lay 
Resounding through her sunny mountams. 


THE TABLET OF LOVE. 

You bid me be happy, and bid me adieu— 

Can happiness live when absent from you ? 

Will sleep on my eyelids e’er sweetly alight, 
When greeted no more by a tender good night? 
Oh, never ! for deep is the record enshrined ; 

Thy look and thy voice will survive in mj mind : 
Though age may the treasures of memory remove, 
Unfading shall flourish the Tablet of Love. 

Through life’s winding valley — in anguish, in rest, 
Exalted in joy, or by sorrow depress’d — 

From its place in the mirror that lies on my heart, 
Thine image shall never one moment depart. 
When time, life, and all that poor mortals hold dear 
Like visions, like dreams, shall at last disappear. 
Though raised among seraphs to realms above, 
Unfading shall flourish the Tablet of Love 
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THE YOUNG ROSE. 

The young rose whicli I give thee, so dewy and bright, 
Was the flo weret most clear to the sweet bird of night, 
Who oft by the moon o’er her blushes hath hung, 
And thrill’d every leaf with the wild lay he sung. 

Oh 1 take thou this young rose, and let her life be 
Prolong’d by the breath she will borrow from thee ! 
For, while o’er her bosom thy soft notes shall thrill, 
She’ll think the sweet night-bird is courting her still. 


WHEN IN LANCHJOR SLEEPS THE ■ 
HEART. 

When in languor sle.eps the heart, 

Love can wake it with his dart ; 

When the mind is dull and dark, 

Love can light it with his spark. 

Come, oh ! come then, let us haste, 

All the bliss of love to taste; 

Let us love both night and day, 

Let us love our lives away I 

And for hearts from loving free 
(If indeed such hearts there be,) 

May they ne’er the. rapture prove 
Of the smile from lips we love. 


WHEN ’MIDST THE GxlY I BIEET. 

When ’midst the gay I meet 
That blessed smile of thine, 

Though still on me it turns most sweet, 

I scarce can call it mine : 

But when to me alone 
Your secret tears you show, 

Oh ! then I feel those tears my own, 

And claim them as they flow. 

Then still with bright looks bless 
The gay, the cold, the free ; 

Give smiles to those who love you less, 
But keep your tears for me. 

The snow on Jura’s steep 
Can smile with many a beam, 

Yet still in chains of coldness sleep, 

How bright soe’er it seem. 

But, when some deep-felt ray, 

Whose touch ivS lire, appears, 

Oh! then the smile is warm’d away, 

And, melting, turns to tears. 

Then still with bright looks bless 
The gay, the cold, tlie free ,* 

Give smiles to those who love you less, 

But keep your tears for me. 


WHEN TWILIGHT DEWS. 

When twiliglii dews are falling soft 
Upon the rosy sea, love ! 

I watch tlie star, whose beam so oft 
. Has lighted me to thee, love ! 
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And thou too, on that orb so clear, 

Ah ! dost thou gaze at even. 

And think, though lost for ever here, 

Thou’ It yet be mine in heaven ? 

There ’s not a garden walk I tread, 

There ’s not a flower I .see, love I 
But brings to mind some hope that ’s fled, 
Some joy Pve lost with thee, love ! 

And still I wish that liour was near, 

When, friends and foes forgiven, 

The pains, the ills we’ve wept through here, 
May turn to smiles in heaven ! 


WILL YOU COME TO THE BOWER? 

Will you come to the bower I have shaded for you I 
Our bed shall be roses all spangled with dew. 

Will you, will you, will you, will you 
Come to the bower ? 

There, under the bower, on roses you’ll lie, 

With a blush on your cheek, but a smile in your eye. 
Will you, will you, will you, will you 
Smile, my beloved ? 

But the roses we press shall not rival your lip, 

Nor the dew’' be so sweet as the kisses we’ll sip 
Will you, will you, will you, will you 
Ifiss me, my love? 

And oh ! for the joys that are sweeter than dew 
From languishing roses, or kisses from you. 

Will you, will you, will you, will you, 

Won’t you, my love ? 


YOUNG JESSICA. 

Yotjng Jessica sat all the day, 

In love-dreams languishingly pining. 

Her needle bright neglected lay, 

Like truant genius idly shining. 

Jessy, ’t is in idle hearts 
That love and mischief are most nimble ; 
The safest shield against the darts 
Of Cupid, is Slinerva’s thimble. 

A child who with a magnet play’d, 

And knew its winning ways so wily, 

The magnet near the needle laid, 

And laughing said, “We ’ll steal it slily.’* 
The needle, having nought to do, 

Was pleased to let the magnet wheedle, 
Till closer still the tempter drew, 

And off, at length, eloped the needle. 

Now, had this needle turn’d its eye 
To some gay Mldiouys construction, 

It ne’er had stray’d from duty’s tie, 

Nor felt a magnet’s sly seduction. 

Girls, would you keep tranquil hearts, 

Your snowy fingers must be nimble ; 

The safest shield against the darts 
Of Cupid, is Minerva’s tlnmble. 
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THE RABBINICAL ORIGIN OF WOMEN. 

They* tell us that Woman was made of a rib 
Just pick’d from a corner so snug in the side ; 

But the Rabbins swear to you this is a fib, 

And ’t was not so at all that the sex was supplied. 

Derry down, down, down derry down. 

For old Adam was fashion’d, the first of his kind, 
With a tail like a monkey, full yard and a span; 

And when Nature cut off this appendage behind. 
Why — ^then wroman was made of the tail of the Man. 

Derry down, down, down deny down. 

If such is the tie between women and men. 

The ninny who weds is a pitiful elf; 

For he takes to Ms tail, like an idiot, again, 

And makes a most damnable ape of himself! 

Derry down, down, down derry down. 

Yet, if we may judge as the fashions prevail. 

Every husband remembers the original plan. 

And, knowing his wife is no more than his tail, 

^hy — ^he leaves her beMnd Mm as much as he can. 

Derry down, down, down derry down. 


FAREWELL, BESSY! 
Sweetest love ! I ’ll not forget thee, 
Time shall only teach my heart 
Fonder, warmer, to regret thee, 
Lovely, gentle as thou art! 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

We may meet again. 

Yes, oh yes ! again we meet, love ! 

And repose our hearts at last ; 

Oh, sure ’t will then be sweet, love ! 
Calm to think on sorrows past. 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

We may meet again. 

Yet I feel my heart is breaking 
When I think I stray from thee, 
Round the world that quiet seeking 
WMch I fear is not for me. 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

We may meet again. 

Calm to peace thy lover’s bosom — 
Can it, dearest I must it be ? 

Thou within an hour shalt lose him, 
He for ever loses thee ! 

Farewell, Bessy ! 

Yet oh ! not for ever. 


TO-DAY, DEAREST! IS OURS. 
To-day, dearest! is ours; 

Why should Love carelessly lose it ? 
This life shines or lowers 

Just as we, weak mortals, use it. 

’T is time enough, when its flowers decay, 
To think of the thorns of Sorrow ; 

And Joy, if left on the stem to-day, 

May wither before to-morrow. 




Then why, dearest ! so long 
Let the sweet moments fly over ? 

Though now, blooming and young, 

Thou hast me devoutly thy lover, 

Yet time from both, in his silent lapse, 
Some treasure may steal or borrow ; 

Thy charms may be less in bloom, perhaps, 
Or Hess in love to-morrow. 


WHEN ON THE LIP THE SIGH DELAYS. 

When on the lip the sigh delays, 

As if ’t would linger there for ever ; 

When eyes would give the world to gaze 
Yet still look down, and venture never ; 

When, though with fairest nymphs we rove, 
There ’s one we dream of more than any— 

If all this is not real love, 

’T is something wondrous like it, Fanny ! 

To think and ponder, when apart, 

On all we ’ve got to say at meeting ; 

And yet when near, with heart to heart. 

Sit mute, and listen to their beating : 

To see but one bright object move, 

The only moon, where stars are many — 

If all this is not downright love, 

I prithee say what w, my Fanny ! 

When Hope foretels the brightest, best, 

Though Reason on the darkest reckons ; 

When Passion drives us to the west, 

Though Prudence to the eastward beckons ; 

When all turns round, below, above, 

And our own heads the most of any— 

If tMs is not stark, staring love, 

Then you and I are sages, Fanny. 


HERE, TAKE MY HEART. 

Here, take my heart, ’t will be safe in thy keeping, 
WMie I go wandering o’er land and o’er sea ; 

Smiling or sorrowing, waking or sleeping, 

What need I care, so my heart is with thee ? 

If, in the race we are destined to run, love, 

They who have light hearts the happiest be — 

Happier still must be they who have none, love, 
And that will be my case when mine is with thee 

No matter wKere I may now be a rover, 

No matter how many bright eyes I see ; 

Should Venus’ self come and ask me to love her, 
I’d tell her I could not — ^my heart is with thee ! 

There let it lie, growing fonder and fonder — 

And should Dame Fortune turn truant to me, 

Why,— let her go — I ’ve a treasure beyond her, 

As long as my heart ’s out at interest with thee ! 


OH! CALL IT BY SOME BETTER NAME. 
Oh! call it by some better name, 

For Friendship is too cold, 
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And Love is now a worldly dame, 
Whose shrine must be of gold ; 

And passion, like the sun at noon, 

That burns o’er all he sees, 

Awhile as warm, will set as soon, — 

Oh \ call it none of these. 

Imagine something purer far, 

More free from stain of clay, 

Than Friendship, Love, or Passion are, 
Yet human still as they ; 

As if thy lip, for love like this, 

No mortal word can frame, 

Go, ask of angels what it is, 

And call it by that name ! 


POOR WOUNDED HEART! 

PooE wounded heart ! 

Poor wounded heart, farewell ! 

Thy hour is come, 

Thy hour of rest is come ; 

Thou soon wilt reach thy home, 

Poor wounded heart, farewell ! 

The pain thou ’It feel in hrealdng 
Less bitter far will be, 

Than that long, deadly course of aching, 

This life has been to thee — 

Poor hrealdng heart, poor breaking heart, farewell! 

There—'broken heart, 

Poor broken heart, farewell ! 

1’he pang is o’er — 

The parting pang is o’er, 

Thou now wilt bleed no more, 

Poor broken heart, farewell ! 

No rest for thee but dying, 

Like waves whose strife is past, 

On death’s cold shore thus early lying, 

I’hou sleep’st in peace at last — 

Poor broken heart, poor broken heart, farewell ! 


THE EAST INDIAN. 
Come May, with all thy dowers, 
Thy sweetly-scented thorn, 

Thy cooling evening showers, 

Thy fragrant breath at morn : 
When May-dies haunt the willow, 
Wlien May-buds tempt the bee, 
Then o’er the .shining billow 
My love will come to me. 

From Eastern Isles she ’s winging 
Through wat’ry wilds her way. 
And on her cheek is bringing 
The bright sun’s orient ray; 

Oh ! come and court her hither, 

Ye breezies mild and warm— 
One winter’s gale would wither 
So soft, so pure a form. 

The fields where she was straying 
Are blest with endless light, 


With zephyrs always playing 
Through gardens always bright. 
Then now, oh May ! be sweeter 
That ere thou ’st been before ; 
Let sighs from roses meet her 
When she comes near our shore. 


PALE BROKEN FLOWER! 

Pale broken flower ! what art can now recover thee , 
Tom from the stem that fed thy rosy breath — 

In vain the sun-beams seek 
To warm that faded cheek ! 

The dews of heaven, that once like balm fell over 
thee, 

Now are but tears, to weep thy early death ! 

So droops the maid whose lover hath forsaken her; 
Thrown from his arms, as lone and lost as thou ; 
In vain the smiles of all 
Like sun-beams ro und her fall — 

The only smile that could from death awaken her 
That smile, alas ! is gone to others now 


THE PRETTY ROSE-TREE. 

Being weary of love, I flew to the grove, 

And chose me a tree of the fairest ; 

Saying, “ Pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shalt be, 
I’ll worship each bud that thou bearest. 

For the hearts of this world are hollow, 

And fickle the smiles we follow ; 

And ’t is sweet, when all their witcheries pall, 

To have a pure love to fly to : 

So, my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shalt be, 
And the only one now I shall sigh to.” 

When die beautiful hue of thy cheek through the 
dew 

Of morning is bashfully peeping, 

“ Sweet tears,” I shall say (as I brush them away,) 
At least there ’s no art in this weeping.” 

Although thou shouldest die to-morrow, 
i ’T will not be from pain or sorrow, 

And the thorns of thy stem are not like them 
With which hearts wound each other t 
So, my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shalt be, 
And I ’ll ne’er again sigh to another. 


SHINE OUT, STARS ! 

Shine out, Stars ! let heaven assemble 
Round us every festal ray, 

Lights that move not, lights that tremble, 
All to grace this eve of May. 

Let the flower-beds all lie waking, 

And the odours shut up there, 

From their downy prisons breaking, 

Fly abroad through sea and air. 

And would Love too bring his sweetness, 
With our other joys to weave, 
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Oh, what glory, what completeness, 

Then would crown this bright May eve, 
Shine out. Stars I let night assemble 
Round us every festal ray, 

Rights that move not, lights that tremble, 
To adorn this eve of May. 


THE YOUNG MULETEERS OF GRENADA. 

Oh! the joys of our evening posada, 

When, resting at the close of day, 

We, young muleteers of Grenada, 

Sit and sing the last sunshine away ! 

So blithe, that even the slumbers 
Which hung around us seem gone, 

Till the lute’s soft drowsy numbers 
Again beguile them on. 

Then, as each to his favourite sultana 
In sleep is still breathing the sigh, 

The name of some black-eyed Tirana 
Half breaks from our lips as we lie. 

Then, with morning’s rosy twinkle, 

Again we ’re up and gone — 

While the mule-bell’s drowsy tinkle 
Beguiles the rough way on. 


TELL HER, OH TELL HER. 

Tell her, oh tell her, the lute she left lying 
Beneath the green arbour, is still lying there ; 
Breezes, like lovers, around it are sighing, 

Bat not a soft whisper replies to their prayer. 

Tell her, oh tell her, the tree that, in going, 
Beside the green arbour she playfully set, 
Lovely as ever is blushing and blowing, 

And not a bright leaflet has fallen from it yet. 

So while away from that arbour forsaken, 

The maiden is wandering, oh ! let her be 


True as the lute that no sighing can waken, 

And blooming for ever unchanged as the tree ’ 


NIGHTS OF MUSIC. 
Nights of music, nights of loving, 

Lost too soon, remember’d long, 
When we went by moon-light roving, 
Hearts all love, and lips ail song. 
When this faithful lute recorded 
All my spirit felt to thee, 

And that smile the song rewarded, 
Worth whole years of fame to me ! 

Nights of song, and nights of splendour, 
Fill’d with joys too sweet to last — 
Joys that, like your star-light tender, 
While they shone, no shadow cast • 
Though all other happy hours 
From my fading memory fly, 

Of that star-light, of those bowers, 

Not a beam, a leaf, shall die ! 


OUR FIRST YOUNG LOVE. 
Our first young love resembles 
That short but brilliant ray, 

Which smiles, and weeps, and trembles 
Through April’s earliest day. 

No, no — all life before us, * 

Howe’er its lights may play, 

Can shed no lustre o’er us 
Like that first April ray. 

Our summer sun may squander 
A blaze serener, grander, 

Our autumn beam may, like a dream 
Of heaven, die calm away ; 

But no — let life before us 
Bring all the light it may, 

’T will shed no lustre o’er us 
Like that first trembling ray 
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A MELOLOGUE 

0PON NATIONAL MUSIC. 

These verses were written for a Benefit at tlie 
Bublin Theatre, and were spoken by Miss Smith, 
with a degree of success, which they owed solely to 
her admirable manner of reciting them. I wrote 
them in haste ; and it very rarely happens that 
poetry, which has cost but little labour to the writer, 
is productive of any great pleasure to the reader. 
Under this impression, I should not have published 
them if they had not found their way into some of 
the newspapers, with such an addition of errors to 
their own original stock, that I thought it but fair to 
limit their responsibility to those faults alone which 
really belong to them. 

With respect to the title which I have invented for 
this Poem, I feel even more than the scruples of the 
Emperor Tiberius, when he humbly asked pardon of 
the Roman senate for using “the outlandish term 
monopoly.''" But the truth is, having WTitten the 
Poem with the sole view of serving a Benefit, I 
thought that an unintelligible word of this kind 
would not be without its attraction for the multitude, 
with whom, “ if his not se^e, at least ’t is Greek.’* 
To some of my readers, however, it may not be 
superfluous to say, that, by “ Melologue,” I mean 
that mixture of recitation and music, which is fre- 
quently adopted in the performance of Collins’s Ode 
on the Passions, and of which the most striking ex- 
ample I can remember is the prophetic speech of 
load in the Athalie of Racine. 

T. M. 


There breathes a language, known and felt 
Far as the pure air spreads its living zone ; 
Wherever rage can rouse, or pity melt, 

That language of the soul is felt and known. 

From those meridian plains, 

Where oft, of old, on some high tower, 

The soft Peruvian pour’d his midnight strains, 

And call’d his distant love with such sweet power, 
That, when she heard tlie lonely lay, 

Not worlds could keep her from his arms away 
To the bleak climes of polar night, 

Wliere, beneath a sunless sky, 

The Lapland lov'-er bids his rein-deer fly. 

And sings along the lengthening waste of snow, 

1 “A curtain Spaniard, one night late, met an Indian 
woman in the eireets of Coxco, and would have taken her 
to his hinic, bnt she cried out, ‘ For God’s sake, Sir, let me 
go; for that pipe, which yon hear in yonder tower, calls me 
with great passion, and 1 cannot refuse the summons; for 
love constrains me to go, that I may be his wife, and be my 
huhband.’ Vega^ in Sir Paul Eycaufs* 

translation i 


As blithe as if the blessed light 
Of vernal Phoebus bunt’d upon his brow. 

Oh Music ! thy celestial claim 
Is still resistless, still the same ; 

And, faithful as the mighty sea 
To the pale star that o’er its realm presides, 

The spell-bound tides 
Of human passion rise and fidl for thee ! 

GreeJi Air. 

List ! ’t is a Grecian maid that sings, 

While, from Ilyssus’ silvery springs, 

She draws the cool lymph in her graceful urn } 

And by her side, in music’s charm dissolving, 

Some patriot youth, the glorious past revolving. 
Dreams of bright days that never can return ! 
When Athens nursed her olive-bough, 

With hands by tyrant power unchain’d, 

And braided for the muses’ brow 
A wreath by tyrant touch unstain’d. 

When heroes trod each classic field 
Where coward feet now faintly falter ; 

When every arm was Freedom’s shield, 

And every heart was Freedom’s altar ! 

Flourisli of Trumpet. 

Hark ! ’t is the sound that charms 
The war-steed’s waking ears I — 

Oh ! many a mother folds her arms 
Round her boy-soldier when that call she hears ; 
And, though her fond heart sink with fears, 

Is proud to feel his young pulse bound 
With valour’s fever at the sound 1 
See ! from his native hills afar 
The rude Helvetian flies to war ; 

Careless for what, for whom he fights. 

For slave or despot, wrongs, or rights ; 

A conqueror oft — a hero never— 

Yet lavish of his life-blood still, 

As if ’t were like his mountain rill, 

And gush’d for ever ! 

Oh Music ! here, even here. 

Amid this thoughtless, wild career, 

Thy soul-felt charm asserts its wondrous power. 

There is an air, which oft among the rocks 
Of bis own loved land, at evening hour, 

Is heard, when shepherds homeward pipe theif 
flocks; 

Oh ! every note of it would thrill his mind 
With tenderest thoughts— would bring around his 
knees 

The rosy children whom he left behind, 

And fill each little angel eye 
With speaking tears, that ask him why 
He wander’d from his hut for scenes like these t 
Yain, vain is then the trumpet’s brazen roar ; 

Sweet notes of home— of love— are all he liears , 
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And the stem eyes, that look’d for blood before, 
Now melting, mournful, lose themselves in tears ! 

Swiss Air — “ Ranz des VackesJ* 

But, wake the trumpet’s blast again, 

And rouse the ranks of warrior-men ! 

Oh War ! when truth thy arm employs, 

And Freedom’s spirit guides the labouring storm, 

’T is then thy vengeance takes a hallow’d form. 

And, like Heaven’s lightning, sacredly destroys ! 
Nor, Music I through thy breathing sphere. 

Lives there a sound more grateful to the ear 
Of Him who made all harmony. 

Than the bless’d sound of fetters breaking. 
And the first hymn that man, awaking 
From Slavery’s slumber, breathes to Liberty i 

Spanish Chorus, 

Hark ! from Spain, indignant Spain, 

Bursts the bold, enthusiast strain. 

Like morning’s music on the air ! 

And seems, in every note, to swear, 

By Saragossa’s ruin’d streets, 

By brave Gerona’s deathful story, 

That, while one Spaniard’s life-blood beats. 
That blood shall stain the conqueror’s glory ! 

Spanish Air — “ Ta Desperto,^* 

But ah ! if vain the patriot’s zeal, 

If neither valour’s force, nor wisdom’s light 
Can break or melt that blood-cemented seal 
Which shuts so close the book of Europe’s right — 
What song shall then in sadness tell 
Of broken pride, of prospects shaded. 

Of buried hopes, remember’d well, 

Of ardour quench’d, and honour faded ? 
What Muse shall mourn the breathless brave, 

In sweetest dirge at Memory’s shrine ? 

What harp shall sigh o’er Freedom’s grave ? 

Oh Erin I thine I 


LINES 

On the Death of Mr. P-r— u-2. 

In the dirge we sung o’er him no censure was heard, 
Unembitter’d and free did the tear-drop descend ; 

We forgot in that hour how the statesman had err’d, 
And wept for the husband, the father, and friend. 

Oh ! proud was the meed his integrity won, 

And generous indeed were the tears that we shed, 

When in grief we forgot all the ill he had done., 

And, though wrong’d by him living, bewail’d him 
when dead. 

Even now, if one harsher emotion intrude, 

’T is to wish he had chosen some lowlier stale— 

Had known what he was, and, content to he goodf 
Had ne’er, for our ruin, aspired to be great. 

So, left; through their own little orbit to move. 

His vears might have roll’d inoffensive away; 


His children might still have been bless’d with his 
love, 

And England would ne’er have been cursed with 
his sway. 


LINES 

On the Death of Sk-r-d-n. 

Principibus pkcuisse viris. — ffor. 

Yes, grief will have way— but the fast-falling tear 
Shall be mingled with deep execrations on those 
Who could bask in that spirit’s meridian career, 

And yet leave it thus lonely and dark at its close 

Whose vanity flew round him only while fed 
By the odour his fame in its summer-time gave ; 
Whose vanity now, with quick scent for the dead, 
Like the ghole of the East, comes to feed at his 
grave ! 

Oh ! it sickens the heart to see bosoms so hollow 
And spirits so mean in the great and high-born ; 

To think what a long line of titles may follow 
The relics of him who died— friendless and lorn ! 

How proud they can press to the funeral array 
Of one whom they shunn’d in his sickness and 
sorrow : 

How bailiffs may seize his last blanket to-day, 

Wliose pall shall be held up by nobles to-morrow t 

And thou, too, whose a’sick epicure’s dream, 
Incoherent and gross, ^ven grosser had pass’d, 
Were it not for that cordial and soul-giving beam 
Which his friendship and wit o’er thy nothingness 
cast : 

No, not for the wealth of the land that supplies thee 
With millions to heap upon foppery’s shrine 
No, not for the riches of all who despise thee. 
Though this would make Europe’s whole opulence 
mine ; — • 

Would I suffer what— even in the heart that thou 
hast — 

All mean as it is — ^must have consciously bum’d, 
When the pittance, which shame had wrung from 
thee at last. 

And which found all his wants at an end, was re- 
turn’d!^ 

“ Was this, then, the fate”— future ages will say, 
When so?7ie names shall live but in history’s curse ; 
When Truth wiB be heard, and these lords of a day 
Be forgotten as fools, or remember’d as worse— 

“Was tfiis, then, the fate of that high-gifted man, 

The pride of the palace, the bower, and the hall, 
The orator — dramatist— minstrel,— who ran 
Through each mode of the lyre, and was master of 
I all! 


1 The sum was two hundred pounds— when 
Sh-r-d-n could no longer take any sustenance, and declined, 
for him, by his friends. 
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'‘TOose mind was an essence, compounded with art I 
From the finest and best of ail other men’s powers — ! 
Who ruled, like a wizard, the world of the heart, | 
And could call up its sunshine, or bring down its | 
showers ! 

“Whose humour, as gay as the fire-fly’s light, 

Play’d round every subject, and shone as it play’d — | 
Whose wit, in the combat, as gentle as bright, 

Ne’er carried a heart-stain away on its blade ; 

“ Whose eloquence — bright’ning whatever it tried, 
Whether reason or fancy, the gay or the grave — 
Was as rapid, as deep, and as brilliant a tide 
As ever bore Freedom alofl; on its wave 1” 

Yes — such was the man, and so wretched his fate ; — 
And thus, sooner or later, shall all have to grieve, 
Wlio waste their morn’s dew in the beams of the 
Great, 

And expect ’t will »‘eturn to refresh them at eve ! 

In the woods of the North there are insects that prey 
On the brain of the elk till his very last sigh p 
Oh, Genius I thy patrons, more cruel than they, 

First feed on thy brains, and then leave thee to die ! 


LINES 

WRITTEN ON HEARING THAT THE AUSTRIANS HAD 
ENTERED NAPLES. 

Carl one Notati ! 

— down to the dust with them, slaves as they are — 
From this hour, let the blood in their dastardly 
veins, 

That shrunk at the first touch of Liberty’s war, 

Be suck’d out by tyrants, or stagnate in chains ! 

On, on, like a cloud, through their beautiful vales, 

Ye locusts of tyranny, blasting them o’er — 

Fill, fill up their wide sunny waters, ye sails 
From each slave-mart of Europe, and poison their 
shore I 

Let their fate be a mock-word — let men of all lands 
Laugh out, with a scorn that shall ring to the poles, 
When each sword that the cowards let fall from their 
hands ■ 

Shall be forged into fetters to enter their souls ! 

And deep and more deep as the iron is driven, 

Base slaves ! may the whet of their agony be, 

To tliink-— as the damn’d haply think of that heaven 
They had once in their reach— that they might 
have been free 1 

Shame, shame, when there was not a bosom, whose 
"heat , 

Ever rose o’er the zero of—— — -’s' heart, 

That did' not, like eciio,. your war-hymn repeat, 

' And send all 'its prayers with your liberty’s start— 


1 Naturalists have observed that, upon disseetingr an elk, 
there were found in its head some flies, with its brain 
almost eaten away by them .— of Poland. 



When the world stood in hope— when a spirit, that 
breathed 

The fresh air of the olden time, whisper’d about, 

And the swords of all Italy halfway unsheathed, 

But waited one conquering cry to flash out ! 

When around you, the shades of your mighty in fame, 

Filicajas and Petrarchs, seem’d bursting to view, 

And their words and their warnings— like tongues of 
bright flame 

Over Freedom’s apostles — fell kindling on you ! 

Good God ! that in such a proud moment of life, 

Worth the history of ages — when, had you but 
hurl’d 

One bolt at your bloody invader, that strife 
Between freemen and tyrants had spread through 
the world — 

Tliat then— oh disgrace upon manhood ! even then, 

You should falter, should cling to your pitiful 
breath, 

Cower down into beasts, when you might have stood 

men, ' ’ 

And prefer the slave’s life of damnation to death ! 

It is strange — it is dreadful ; — shout, tyranny, shout, 

Through your dungeons and palaces, “Freedom is 

o’er !” — § 

If there lingers one spark of her light, tread it out, ! 

And return to your empire of darkness once more, 

For, if such are the braggarts that claim to be free, 

Come, Despot of Russia, thy feet let me kiss — 

Far nobler to live the brute bondman of thee, 

Than to sully even chains by a struggle like this i 
Paris, 1821 . 


THE INSURRECTION OF THE PAPERS. 

A DREAM. ' 

“It would be impossible for Hia Royal Highness to disen* 
gage bis person from the accumulating pile ©f papers that 
encompagsed it.” — Lord Castlereagh’s Sj/eech npom i 

I Colonel M‘Mahon’s Appointment. ■ ^ 


Last night I toss’d and turn’d in bed, 

But could not sleep — at length I said, 

“ I ’ll think of Viscount C-stl-r— GH, 1 1 

And of his speeches— that’s the way.” ;■ f 

And so it was, for instantly 
I slept as sound as sound could be ? 

And then I dream’d— oh, frightful dream! ■ i 

Fuseli has no such theme ; J 

. . .......... — .. never wrote or borrow’d ' 

Any horror half so horrid I 

Methought the P e, in whisker’d state. 

Before me at his breakfast sate: ' 

On one side lay unread petitions, 

On ’t other, hints from five physicians — ' 

Here tradesmen’s bills, official papers, | 

Notes from my Lady, drams for vapours — 

T?iere plans of saddles, tea and toast, •' 

Death-warrants and the Morning Post ;; 
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Wliea io I the Papers, one and all, 

As if at some magician’s call, 

Began to flutter of themselves 
Prom desk and table, floor and shelves, 

And, cutting each some different capers, 
Advanced — oh Jacobinic papers ! — 

As though they said, “ Our sole design is 
To suffocate his Royal Highness !” 

The leader of this vile sedition 
Was a huge Catholic Petition : 

With grievances so full and heavy, 

It threaten’d worst of all the bevy. 

Then Common-Hall Addresses came 
In swaggering sheets, and took their aim 
Right at the R-g-nt’s well-dress’d head, 

Af if detennhied to be read 1 

Next Tradesmen’s Bills began to fly — 

And tradesmen’s biUs, we know, mount high ; 
Nay, even Death-warrants thought they’d best 
Be lively too and join the rest. 

But oh ! — the basest of defections I 
His letter about “predilections” — 

His own dear letter, void of grace, 

Now flew up in its parent’s face ! 

Shock’d with this breach of filial duty, 

He just could murmur, “ JSi tu Brute T* 
Then sunk, subdued, upon the floor, 

At Fox’s bust, to rise no more! 

I waked— -and pray’d, with lifted hand, 

“ Oh ! never may this dream prove true ; 
Though paper overwhelms the land. 

Let it not crash the Sovereign too 


PARODY OF A CELEBRATED LETTER. 

At length, dearest Freddy, the moment is nigh, 
When, with P-rc-v-l’s leave, I may throw my chains 
by; 

And, as time now is precious, the first thing I do 
Is to sit down and write a wise letter to you. 

' ♦ * * 

4c « « 

« * « 

% « * 

- ' ' 4c 4t * 

4t 4 * 

I meant before now to have sent you this letter. 

But Y-rm — TH and I thought perhaps ’t would be 
better 

To wait till the Irish affairs were decided— 

That is, till both houses had prosed and divided, 

With all due appearance of thought and digestion — 
For though H-rtf-rd House had long settled the 
question, 

I thought it but decent, between me and you, 

That the two other houses should settle it too. 

I need not remind you how cursedly bad 
Our affiiirs were all looking when Father went mad; 
A strait-waistcoat on him, and restrictions on me,— 
A more limted monarchy could not well be. 

I was call’d upon then, in that moment of puzzle, 

To chuse my own minister— just as they muzzle | 


; A playful young hear, and then mock his disaster 
By bidding Mm chuse out his own dancing-master. 

|I thought the best way, as a dutiful son, 

Was to do as old Royalty’s self would have done. 

So I sent word to say I would keep the whole batch in, 
The same chest of tools, without cleansing or patch- 
ing— 

For tools of this kind, like Martiniis’s sconce,^ 

Would lose all their beauty if purified once ; 

And think— only think — if our Father should find, 
Upon graciously coming again to his mind, 

That improvement had spoil’d any favourite adviser— 
That R-se was grown honest, or W-stm-Rel-nd 
wiser — 

That R-d-r was, even by one twinkle, the brighter— 
Or L-v-r-f — l’s speeches but half a pound lighter— 
What a shock to his old royal heart it would be ! 

No 1— far were such dreams of improvement from, me; 
And it pleased me to find at the house where, you 
know, 

There ’s such good mutton-cutlets and strong curacoa,® 
That the Marchioness called me a duteous old boy, 
And my Y-rbi-th’s red wMskers grew redder for joy ! 

You know, my dear Freddy, how oft, if I wowM, 

By the law of last Sessions, I might have done good. 
I might have withheld these political noodles 
From knocldng their heads against hot Yankee 
Doodles ; 

I might have told Ireland I pitied her lot, 

Might have soothed her with hope— but you know I 
did not. 

And my wish is, in truth, that the best of old feUows 
Should not, on recovering, have cause to be jealous, 
But find that, while he has been laid on the shelf, 
We’ve been all of us nearly as mad as himselfi 
You smile at my hopes, but the doctors and I 
Are the last that can think the K-ng ever will die ! 

A new era ’s arrived — ^though you’d hardly believe it — 
And all things, of course, must be new to receive it. 
New villas, new fetes (which even Waitiiman at- 
tends) — 

New saddles, new helmets, and— why not nm 
friends? 

^ 4 ... » 4 

* 4 

I repeat it *' new friends” — ^for I cannot describe 
The delight I am in with this P-rc-v-l tribe. 

Such capering— such vapouring ! — such rigour— such 
vigour! 

North, South, East, and West, they have cut such a 
figure, 

That soon they will bring the whole world round our 
I ears, 

And leave us no friends— but Old Nick and Algiers. 
When I think of the glory they’ve beam’d on my 
chains, 

’T is enough quite to turn my illustrious brains ; 

It ’s true we are bankrupts in commerce and riches, 
But think how we furnish our Allies with breeches ! 


1 The antique shield of Martinus Scriblerus, which, upon 
scouring, turn’d out to be only an old sconce. 

2 The letter-writer’s favourite luncheon 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


S85 


We’ve lost the warm hearts of the Irish, ’t is granted, 
But then we’ve got Java, an island much wanted, 

To put the last lingering few who remain 
Of the Walcheren warriors out of their pain. 

Then, how Wellington fights! and how squabbles 
his brother ! 

For papists the one, and with papists the other ; 

One crushing Napoleon by taking a city, 

While t’ other lays waste a whole Catholic Commit- 
tee ! 

Oh, deeds of renown ! shall I baggie or flinch, 

With such prospects before me? — by Jove not an 
inch. 

No— let England's affairs go to rack if they will, 
We’ll look after the affairs of the Continent still, 

And, with nothing at home but starvation and riot, 
Find Lisbon in bread, and keep Sicily quiet. 

I am proud to declare I have no predilections, — 

My heart is a sieve, where some scatter’d affections 
Are just danced about for a moment or two, 

And the they are, the more sure to run through: 
Neither have I resentments, nor wish there should 
come ill 

To mortal — except (now I think on ’t) Beau Er-mm-l, 
Who threatened, last year, in a superfine passion, 

To cut me, and bring the old K-ng into fashion. 

This is all I can lay to my conscience at present. I 
When such is my temper, so neutral, so pleasant, 

So royally free from all troublesome feelings, ! 

So little encuraber’d by faith in my dealings 
(And, that I’m consistent, the world will allow,— 
What I was at Newmarket, the same I am now) — 
When such are my merits (you know I hate crack- 
ing,) 

I hope, like the vender of best Patent Blacking, I 

“ To meet with the generous and kind approbation 
Of a candid, enlighten’d and liberal nation.” 

By the by, ere I close this magnificent letter 

(;No man except Pole could have writ you a better,) 

’T would please me if those, whom I’ve humbugg’d ; 

so long I 

With the notion (good men 1) that I knew right from' 
wrong, i 

Would a few of them join me — ^mind, only a few — i 

To let too much light in on me never would do ; 

But even Grey’s brightness shan’t make me afraid, 
While I’ve C-md-n and Eld-n to fly to for shade ; 
Nor will Holland’s clear intellect do us much harm, 
While there ’s W-sTM-REL-ND near him to weaken 
the charm... 

As for Moira’s high spirit, if aught can subdue it, 
Sure joining with H-rtf-rd and Y-rm—th will do it ! 
Between R-d-r and Wh-et-n let Sheridan sit, 

And their fogs. will, soon quench even Sheridan’s 
' wit ; 

And against all the pure public feeling that glows 
Kvon Wh itbread himself we’ve a host in G— rge 
E-se I I 

So, in short, if they wish to have places, they may, 
And I’ll thank you to tell all these matters to Grey, 
Who, I doubt not, will write (as there’s no time to 
lose) ' ■ ■ I 

By the two-penny post, to tell Grenville the news ;! 
And now, dearest Fred (thougli I’ve no predOection,) | 
Believe me yours always with truest affection. , | 
. 3 C 


P. *S!.— A copy of this is to P-RC-v-L going— 

Good Lord ! how St. Stephen’s will ring witli hi* 
crowing ! 


ANACREONTIC. 

TO A PLUMASSIER. 

Fine and feathery artisan ! 

Best of Plumists, if you can 
With your art so far presume, 

Make for me a P e’s plume— 

Feathers soft and feathers rare. 

Such as suits a P— — e to wear I 

First, thou downiest of men ! 

Seek me out a fine pea-hen ; 

Such a hen, so tall and grand, 

As by Juno’s side might stand. 

If there were no cocks at hand ! 

Seek her feathers, soft as down, 

Fit to shine on P e’s crown ; 

If thou canst not find them, stupid! 
Ask the way of Prior’s Cupid. 

Ranging these in order due, 

Pluck me next an old cuckoo ; 
Emblem of the happy fates 
Of easy, kind, cornuted mates ! 

Pluck him well — ^be sure you do— 
Who would n’t be an old cuckoo, 
Thus to have his plumage bless’d. 
Beaming on a r-y-l crest ? 

Bravo, Plumist ! — now what bird 
Shall we find for plume the third ? 

Y ou must get a learned owl, 

Blackest of black-letter fowl— 

Bigot bird that hates the light, 

Foe to all that ’s fair and bright t 
Seize his quills (so form’d to pen 
Books that shun the search of men,— 
Books that far from every eye, 

In “ swelter’d venom sleeping” lie !) 
Stick them in, between the two, 

Proud pea-hen and old cuckoo ! 

Now you have the triple feather. 

Bind the kindred stems together 
With a silken tie whose hue 
Once was brilliant buff* and blue ; 
Sullied now- — alas ! how much !— 
Only fit for Y-rm— th’s touch. 

There — enough — thy task is done ; 
Present worthy G — — ge’s son ! 

Now, beneath, in letters neat, 

Write “I SERVE,” and all ’s complete. 


EXTRACTS 

FROM THE DIARY OF A FOLmCIAN. 

Wednesdayt 

Through M-noh-st-r Square took a canter just 
. now— . 

Met the (dd yeUom ckarioit and made a low bow. 
Tlus I did, of course, thinking ’t was loyal and civil, 
But got such a look— oh, ’t was black as the devil » 
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How ualucky I — incog, he was travellmg about, 

And I, like a noodle, must go find him out ! 

Mem . — ^When next by the old yellow chariot I ride, 
To remember there is nothing princely inside. 

Thursday. 

At Levee to-day made another sad blunder — 

What can be come over me lately, I wonder ? 

The P E was as cheerful as if, all his life 

He had never been troubled with Friends or a Wife — 
“Fine weather,” says he — to which I, who must prate, 
Answer’d, “Yes, Sir, but changeaUe rather, of late.” 
He took it, I fear, for he look’d rather gruff, 

And handled his new pair of whiskers so rough. 
That before all the courtiers I fear’d they’d come off, 
And then. Lord ! how Gehamb would triumphantly 
scoff! 

Mem. To buy for son Dicky some unguent or lotion 
To nourish his whiskers — sure road to promotion!* 

Saturday. 

Last night a concert— vastly gay — 

Given by Lady C-stl-h — gh. 

My Lord loves music, and, we know, 

Has two strings always to his bow. 

In chusing songs, the R-g-nt named 
Had I a heart for falsehood framedP 
While gentle H-rtf-rd begg’d and pray’d 
For “ Young 1 am^ and sore afraid"'* 


KING CRACK® AND HIS IDOLS. 
Written after the late Negotiation for a new 
M-^-stry. 

King Crack was the best of all possible kings 
(At least so his courtiers would swear to you 
gladly,) 

But Crack now and then would do het’rodox things, 
And, at last, took to worshipping Images sadly. 

Some broken-down Idols, that long had been placed 
In his Father’s old Cabinet^ pleased him so much 

That he knelt down and worshipp’d, though— such 
was his taste ! 

They were monstrous to look at and rotten to 
touch! 

And these were the beautiful Gods of King Crack!— 
Till his people, disdaining to worship such things. 

Cried aloud, one and all, “Come, your Godships 
must pack— 

You will not do for ws, though you may do for 
Kings."^ 


1 England is not the only country where merit of this kind 
is noticed and rewarded. “ I remember, says Tavernier, 
“to have seen one of the King of Persia’s porters, whose 
mustachios were so long that he could tie them behind his 
neck, for which reason he had a double pension.” 

S One of those antediluvian princes with whom Manetho 
and Wluston seem so intimately acquainted. If we had 
the Memoirs of Thoth, from which Manetho compiled his 
history, we should find, I dare say, that Crack was only a 
Ee^ent, and that he, perhaps, succeeded Typhon, who (as 
Whiston says) was the hast king of the antediluvian dy> 
nasty. i 


Then trampling the gross Idols under their feet, 
They sent Crack a petition, beginning, “Great 
Caesar ! 

We are willing to worship, but only entreat 
That you ’ll find us some decenter Godhead than 

I these are.” 

“I’ll try,” says King Crack— then they furnish’d 
him models 

Of better shaped Gods, but he sent them all back ; 

Some were chisell’d too fine, some had heads ’stead 
of noddles, 

In short, they were all much too godlike for Crack! 

So he took to his darling old Idols again, 

And, just mending their legs and new bronzing 
their faces. 

In open defiance of goSs and of men, 

Set the monsters up grinning once more in their 
places I' 


WREATHS FOR THE mNISTlRa 

AN ANACREONTIC. 

Hither, Flora, Queen of Flowers ! 
Haste thee from old Brompton’s bowers— 
Or (if sweeter that abode,) 

From the King’s well-odour’d Road, 
Where each little nursery bud 
Breathes the dust and quaffs the mud ! 
Hither come, and gaily twine 
Brightest herbs and flowem of thine 
Into wreaths for those who rule us — 
Those who rule and (some say) fool us : 
Flora, sure, will love to please 
England’s Household Deities !^ 

First you must then, willy-nilly, 

Fetch me many an orange lily — 

Orange of the darkest dye 
Irish G-ff-rd can supply 1 
Choose me out the longest sprig, 

And stick it in old Elb-n’s wig ! 

Find me ne3d: a poppy-posy. 

Type of bis harangues so dozy, 

Garland gaudy, dull and cool, 

For the head of L-v-rp— L !— 

’Twill console his brilliant brows 
For that loss of laurel boughs 
Which they suffer’d (what a pity !) 

On the road to Paris City. 

Nest, our C-stl-r — gh to crown, 

Bring me, from the County Down, 
Wither’d shamrocks, which have been 
Gilded o’er to hide the Green— 

(Such as H— DF— T brought away 
From Pall-Mall last Patrick’s Day.®) 


1 The attciente, in like manner, crowned their lares, or 

household gods.— -See Juvenal, sat. 9. v. 138. Plutarch too 
tells tis that household gods were then, as they are now, 
“ much given to war and penal statutes.” xm 

tjroiviptoug StcifiOvxg. 

2 Certain tinsel imitations of the Shamrock, which are 

distributed by the servants of C q House every PatrickV 

iday.' 
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Stitch the garland through and through 
With shabby threads of every hue — 

And as, Goddess ! — entre nous — 

His Lordship loves (though best of men) 
A little fortoe now and then, 

Crimp the leaves, thou first of syrens ! 
Crimp them with thy curling-irons. 

That ’s enough — away, away — 

Had I leisure, I could say 
How the oldest rose that grows 
Must be pluck’d to deck Old R-SE, — 
How the Doctor’s brow should smile 
Crown’d with wreaths of camomile ! 

But time presses. — To thy taste 
I leave the rest ; so, prithee, haste ! 


“ An excellent thought! — call the tailors — ^be nimble — 

Let Cum bring his spy-glass, and H-rtF'RD her 
thimble ; 

While Y-rm — th shall give us, in spite of all quizzers, 

The last Paris cut with his true Gallic scissors.” 

So saying, he calls C-stl-r— ■Gii, and the rest 

Of his heaven-born statesmen, to come and be dress’d. 

While Y-r-m — th, with snip-like and brisk expedi- 
tion, 

Cuts up, all at once, a large Catholic Petition 

In long tailors’ measures (the P- crying, Well 

done !”) 

And first in hand my Lord Chancellor Eld-n. 


OCCASIONAL ADDRESS, 

THE NEW COSTUME OF THE MINISTERS, jtqj- Opening of the Nem Theatre of St, 

. intended to have "been spolcen hy the Froprietort in 

^ava monstra oreavit-OviD. Met. Hb. i. ver. 437. Costume, mi the 24ft of Nmember. 


Having sent off the troops of brave Major Camac, 
With a swinging horse-tail at each valorous back, 
And such helmets — God bless us ! — as never dexjk’d 
any 

Male creature before, except Signor Giovanni — 

“ Let’s see,” said the R-g-nt (like Titus, pei-plex’d 
With the duties of empire,) “whom shall I dress 
next ?” 

He looks in the glass — ^but perfection is there, 

Wig, whiskers, and chin-tufts, all right to a hair 
Not a single fir-curl on his forehead he traces — 

For curls are like Ministers, strange as the case is, 
The falser they are, the more firm in their places. 

His coat he next views— but the coat who could 
doubt ? 

For his Y-em — th’s own Frenchified hand cut it out; 
Every pucker and seam were made matters of state. 
And a grand Household Council was held on each 
plait 1 

TJien whom shall he dress 1 Shall he new rig his 
brother, 

Great C-MB-RL~ND’a Duke, with some kickshaw or 
other ? 

And kindly invent him more Christian-like shapes 
For Ms feather-bed neckcloths and pillory capes ? 
Ah! no— here Ms ardour would meet with delays, 
For the Duke had been lately pack’d up in new Stays, 
So complete for tbe winter, he saw very plain 
*T would be devilish hard work to unpack Mm again ! 

So what ’s to be done?— there’s the Ministers, 
bless ’em !— 

As he Tnade thc puppets, why should n’t he dress ’em? 

1 That rootle! of princes, the Emperor Oommodus, was 
particularly luxurious in the dressing and ornamenting of 
nis hair. His conscience, however, would not suffer him to 
trust himself with a barber, and he used, accordingly, to 
burn off his beard. “ Timore tonHorie,” says Lampridius. — 
(Hist. August. Seriptor.) Th0,dissolut0 ,.(®li«a Verua, too, ! 
was equally attentive to the decoration of his wig. — (See | 
dul Capitolin.) Indeed, this was not the onty princely 
trait in die character of Verus, as he had likewise a most 
hearty and dignified contempt for his wife.— See his insult- 
ing answer to her in .Spartianus, , , 


This day a New House, for your edification, 

We open, most thinking and right-headed nation ! 
Excuse the materials — though rotten and bad, 

They ’re the best that for money just now could be 
had; 

And, if echo the charm of such houses should be. 
You will find it shall echo my speech to a T. 

As for actors, we ’ve got the old company yet, 

The same motley, odd, tragi-comical set : 

And, considering they all were but clerks t’ other day, 
It is truly surprising how well they can play. 

Our manager (he who in Ulster was nursed, 

And sung Erin go Bragh iot the galleries first, 

But, on finding Pfifi-interest a much better thing, 
Changed his note, of a sudden, to “ God save 
Kingr 

Still wise as he ’s blooming, and fiit as he ’s clever, 
Himself and his speeches as lengthy as ever, 

Here offers you still the full use of his breath, 

Your devoted and long-winded proser till death ! 

You remember, last season, when tMngs went per- 
verse on, 

We had to engage (as a block to rehearse on) 

One Mr. Y-ns-tt-rt, a good sort of person, 

Who ’s also employ’d for this season to play 
In “ Raising the Wind,” and “ the Devil to Pay.” 

We expect too— at least we’ve been plotting and 
planning — 

To get that great actor from Liverpool, C-nn-nq; 
And, as at the circus there *s nothing attracts 
Like a good single comihat brought in ’twixt the acts, 
If the Manager should, with the help of Sir P-ph-m, 
Get up new diversionSi and C-nn-ng should stop ’em, ‘ 
Who knows but we ’U have to announce in the pa- 
pers, 

Grand fight— second time — with additional capers.” 
Be your taste for the ludicrous, humdrum, or sad, 
There is plenty of each in this house to be had ; 
Where our Manager ruleth, there weeping will be, 
For a dead hand at tragedy always was he ; 

And there never was dealer in dagger and cup. 

Who so smilingly got all Ms tragedies up. 
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His powcsrs poor Ireland will never forget, 

And the widows of Walcheren weep o’er them yet. 


So much for the actors. — For secret machinery, 
Traps, and deceptions, and shifting of scenery, 
Y-rm — TH and Cum are the best we can find 
To transact all that trickery business behind. 

The former ’s employ’d too to teach us French jigs, 
Keep the whiskers in curl, and look after the wigs. 


Come, what shall we say for it ?— briskly ! bid on, 
We ’ll the sooner get rid of it— going— quite gone I 
God be with it I Such Tools, if not quickly knock’d 
down, 

Might at last cost their owner — ^how much ? why, a 
Crown ! 


In taking my leave, now I ’ve only to say 
A few Seats in the House, not as yet sold away, 
May be had of the Manager, Pat C-stl-r.— gh. 


THE SALE OF THE TOOLS. 


Instmraenta regni. — T acitus. 


The next Tool I ’ll set up has hardly had handsel or 
Trial as yet, and is also a Chancellor — 

Such dull things as these should be sold by the gross ; 
Yet, dull as it is, ’twill be found to shave dose, 

And, like other close shavers, some courage to gather 
This blade first began by a flourish on leather! 

You shall have it for nothing— then, marvel with m© 
At the terrible tinkering work there must be, 

Where aToo],such as this is (I ’ll leave you to judge it) 
Is placed by ill luck at the top of the Budget ! 


Here ’s a choice set of tools for you, Gemmen and 
Ladies, 

They ’ll fit you quite handy, whatever your trade is 

(Except it be Cabinet-making — doubt 

In that delicate service they are rather worn out ; 

Though their owner — ^bright youth ! — if he’d had his 
own will, 

Would have bungled away with them joyously still.) 

You can see they ’ve been pretty well hacked — and, 
alack! 

What tool is there job after job will not hack ? | 

Their edge is but dullish, it must he confess’d. 

And their temper, like Ell-nb’r— gh’s, none of the 
best; 

But you’ll find them good hard-working Tools, upon 
trying— 

Were it but for their brass, they are well worth the 
buying; 

They are famous for mailing blinds, sliders, and 
screens, 

And they ’re, some of them, excellent turning ma- 
chines I 


LITTLE MAN AND LITTLE SOUL. 


A Ballad to the Tune of^‘' There was a little Man, and 
he wooed a little Maid,^' dedicated to the Right Motk. 
Ch-rl-s Ahh4. 


Arcades ambo 
Et cant-ave pares. 


1813.' 


There was a little Man, and he had a little Soul, 
And he said, “ Little Soul, let us try, try, try, 
Whether it ’s within our reach 
To make up a little speech, 

Just between little you and little I, I, I, 

Just between little you and little II” 


The first Tool I T1 put up (they call it a Chancellor) 
Heavy concern to both purchaser and seller, — 
Though made of pig-iron, yet (worthy of note ’t is) 
’Tis ready to melt at a half-minute’s notice. 

Who bids 1 Gentle buyer ! ’t will turn as thou 
shapest — 

’Twill make a good thum-screw to torture a Papist ; 
Or else a cramp-iron, to stick in the wall 
Of some church that old women are fearful will fall ; 
Or better, perhaps (for I ’m guessing at random,) 

A heavy drag chain for some Lawyer’s old Tandem! 
Will nobody bid ? It is cheap, I am sure, Sir — * 

Once, twice— going, going— thrice — ^gone!— It is 
yours, Sir. 

To pay ready money you sha’n’t be distress’d, 

As a IM at long date suits the Chancellor best. 


Then said his little Soul, 

Peeping from her little hole, 

“ I protest, little Man, you are stout, stout, stout, 
But, if ’t is not uncivil, 

Pray tell me, what the devil 
Must our little, little speech be about, bout, bout, 
Must our little, little speech he about 


Come, where ’s the next Tool ? — Oh ! ’t is here in a 
trice — 

This implement, Gemmen ! at first was a He©— 

(A tenacious and close sort of Tool, that will let 
Nothing out of its grasp it once happens to get)^ — 
But it since has received a new coating of 2V», 
Bright enough for a Prince to behold himself in ! 


The little Man look’d big. 

With the assistance of his wig, 

And he call’d his little Soul to order, order, order, 
Till she fear’d he ’d make her jog in 
To jail, like Thomas Croggan, 

(As she was n’t duke or earl) to reward her, ward her, 
ward her, 

As she was n’t duke or earl, to reward her. 


The little Man then spoke, 

“Little Soul, it is no joke, 

For, as sure as J-cky F-ll-r loves a sup, sup, sup, 
I will tell the Prince and People 
What I think of Church and Steeple, 

And my little patent plan to prop them up, up, up, 
And my little patent plan to prop them up.” 


Away then, cheek by jowl. 

Little Man and Little Soul 
Went, and spoke their little speech to a tittle, tittle, 
tittle, 

And the world all declare 
That this priggish little pair 
Never yet in all their lives look’d so little, little, little, 
Never yet in all their lives look’d so little 
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EEINFORCEMEMTS FOR LORD WEL- 
LINGTON. 


suosque tibi coinmendat Troja penates, 

Hos cape fatorum comites. — Plrgil. 

" 1813 . 

As recruits in these times are not easily got, 

And the Marshal must have them— pray, why should 
we not, 

As the last and, I grant it, the worst of our loans to 
him, 

Ship off the Ministry, body and bones to him ? 

There ’s not in all England, I ’d venture to swear, 
Any men we could half so conveniently spare ; : 

And, though they ’ve been helping the French for 
years past. 

We may thus make them useful to England at last. 
C-STL-R — GH in our sieges might save some disgraces, 
Being used to the taMng and keeping of places; 

And Volunteer C-nn-ng, still ready for joining. 
Might show olf his talent for sly undermining. 

Could the Household but spare us its glory and pride, 
Old H — DF — T at hom-works again might be tried, 
And the Ch — f J-st-ce make a bold charge at his 
side ! 

While V-Ns-TT-RT could victual the troops upon tick, 
And the Doctor look after the baggage and sick. 

Nay, I do not see why the great R-g-nt himself 
Should, in times such as these, stay at home on the 
shelf; — 

Though through narrow defiles he ’s not fitted to pass. 
Yet who could resist if he bore down en masse ? 
And, though oft, of an evening, perhaps he might prove, 
Like our brave Spanish Allies, “ unable to move 
Yet there ’s one thing in war, of advantage unbounded, 
Which is, that he could not with case be surrounded! 

In my nest, I shall sing of their arms and equipment. 
At present no more but — good luck to the shipment ! 


LORD WELLINGTON AND THE MINISTERS. 

1813 . 

So, gently in peace Alcibiades smiled, 

While in battle lie shone forth so terribly grand, 
That the emblem they graved on his seal was a child, 
With a thunderbolt placed in its innocent hand. 

Oh, Wellington ! long as such Ministers wield 
Your magnificent arm, the same emblem will do ; 
For, while they ’re in die Council and you in the Field, 
We ’ve the babies in them, and the thunder in you ! 


To the Editor of the Morning Chronicle. 

Sir,-— In order to explain the, following fragment,' 
it is necessary to refer your, readers to a late florid 
description of the Pavilion at Brighton, in the apart- 


1 The character given to the Spaniih soldier, in Sir John 
Murray’s inemorabTo despatch , 


ments of which, we are told, “Fum, The Chinese 
Bird of Royalty f is a principal ornament 

I am, Sir, yours, etc. 

Mum 

FUM AND HUM, 

The two Birds of Royalty. 

One day the Chinese Bird of Royalty, Fum, 

Thus accosted our own Bird of Royalty, Hum, 

In that Palace or China'.shop (Brighton— which is it?) 
Where Fum had just come to pay Hum a short visit. — 
Near akin are these Birds, thougli they differ in nation ; 
(The breed of the Hums is as old as creation,) 

Both full-craw’d Legitimates — botli birds of prey, 
Both cackling and ravenous creatures, half way 
’Twixt the goose and the vulture, like Lord C-s- 
TL-R — GH ; 

While Fum deals in Mandarins, Bonzes, Bohea — 
Peers, Bishops, and Punch, Hum, are sacred to thee! 
So congenial their tastes, that, when Fum first did, 
light on 

The floor of that grand China-warehouse at Brighton, 
The lanterns, and dragons, and things round the dome 
Were so like what he left, “Gad,” says Fum, “I’m 
at home.” — 

And when, turning, he saw Bishop L ge, 

“ Zooks, it is,” 

Quoth the Bird, “ yes — I know him — a Bonze, by his 
phiz — 

And that jolly old idol he kneels to so low 

Can be none but our round-about godhead, fat Fo !” 

It chanced, at this moment, the Episcopal Prig 

Was imploring the P e to dispense with his 

wig,i 

Which the Bird, overhearing, flew high o’er his head, 
And some ToBiT-like marks of his patronage shed, 
Which so dimm’d the poor Dandy’s idolatrous eye, 
That while Fum cried “ Oh Fo !” all the Court cried 
“ Oh fie I” 

But, a truce to digression. — ^These Birds of a feather 
Thus talk’d, t’ other night, on State matters together-— 

(The P^ E just in bed, or about to depart for ’t, 

His legs full of gout, and his arms full of — - 

“I say, Hum,” spys Fum — Fum, of course, spoke 
Chinese, 

But, bless you, that *s nothing — at Brighton one seee 
Foreign lingoes and Bishops translated with ease— 

“ I say, Hum, how fares it with Royalty now ? 

Is it up? is it prime? is it spooney — or how ?” 

(The Hrd had just taken a Flashman’s degree 

Under B— — — E, Y— — th, and young Mas* 

ter L— 

“ As for us in Pekin” - here a devil of a din 

From the bed-chamber came, where that long Man- 
darin, 

C-sTL-R— GH (whom Fum calls the Confucius of 
prose,) 

Was rehearsing a speech upon Europe’s repose, 

I To the deep, double-bass of the fat idol’s nose ! 


1 In consequence of an old promise that he should bo 
allowed to wear bis own hair, whenever ho might be ele- 
vated to a biiboprick by hb E 1 H-- ««. 


1 

I 
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{Nhta Bme, — ^His Lordship and L-v-RP-^i. come, 

In collateral lines, from the old Mother Hum, — 
C-STL-R— GH a HuM-bug — L- v-rp — L a HuM-drmn.) 
The speech being finish’d, out rush’d C-stl-r — gh, 
Saddled Hum in a hurry, and whip, spur, away ! 
Through the regions of air, like a Snip on his hobby, 
Ne’er paused till he lighted in St. Stephen’s lobby. 

^ ^ ^ 

EPISTLE FROM TOM CRIB TO BIG BEN. 
Concerning some foul play in a late Transaction.^ 

“ Ahi, mio Ben !” — Metastasio.^ 

What I Ben, my old hero, is this your renown? 

Is this the new go ? — ^kick a man when he ’s down ! 
When the foe has knock’d under, to tread on him 
then — 

By the fist of my father, I blush for thee, Ben ! 

“ Foul ! foul !” all the lads of the fancy exclaim — 
Charley Shock is electrified — ^Belcher spits 
flame— 

And MoLYNEUX—ay, even Blacky, cries “ Shame 1” 
Time was, when John Bull little difference spied 
’Twixt the foe at his feet and the friend at his side ; 
When he found (such his humour in fighting and 
eating,) 

His foe, like his beef-steak, the sweeter for beating — 
But this comes, Master Ben, of your cursed foreign 
notions, 

Your trinkets, wigs, thingumbobs, gold lace, and lo- 
tions; 

Your noyaus, curacoas, and the devil knows what — 
(One swig of Blue Ruin^ is worth the whole lot 1) — 
Your great and small crosses — (my eyes, what a 
brood ! 

A cross-buttock from me would do some of them 
gOodi) 

Which have spoil’ d you, till hardly a drop, my old 
porpoise. 

Of pure English claret is left in your corpus; 

And (as Jim says) the only one trick, good or bad, 
Of the fancy you ’re up to, is fibbing, my lad ! 

Hence it comes,— Boxiana, disgrace to thy page ! — 
Having floor’d, by good luck, the first swell of the age, 
Having conquer’d the prime one, that mUVd us all 
round, 

Y ou kick’d him, old Ben, as he gasp’d on the ground ! 
Ay— just at the time to show spunk, if you ’d got any — 
Kick’d Mm, and jaw’d him, and lagg^d'^ him to 
Botany! 

Oh, shade of the Cheesemonger!^ you who, alas! 
Doubled up, by the dozen, those Mounseers in brass, 
On that great day of milling, when blood lay in lakes, 
When IHngs held the bottle and Europe the stakes, 


1 Written soon after B— n-p-rte’s transposrtation to St. 
Helena. 

2 Tom, I suppose, was “ assisted*’ to this motto by Mr. 
Jackson, who, it is weii known, keeps the most learned 
company going. 

3 Gin. 4 Transported. 

5 A Mfe-Guardaman, one of the Fancy, who distin- 
guished himself, and was killed in the memorable set-to zX 
Waterloo. 


Look down upon Ben— see him dunghill all o’er, 
Insult the fallen foe that can harm him no more. 
Out, cowardly spooney ! — again and again, 

By the fist of my father, I blush for thee, Ben. 

To show the while feather is many men’s doom, 

But, what of one feather? — B en shows a whole Flume 


TO LADY HOLLAND, 

On Napoleon's Legacy of a Snujf-hox. 
Gift of the Hero, on his dying day, 

To her, whose pity watch’d, for ever nigh ; 
Oh ! could he see the proud, the happy ray, 
This relic lights up on her generous eye, 
Sighing, he’d feel how easy ’t is to pay 
A friendship all his kingdoms could not buy. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 

Between a Lady and a Gentleman, upon the Advan- 
tage of (what is called) “ having Law on one's 
Side." 

“ Legge aurea, 

S’ eipiace, oi lice.” 

THE GENTLEMAN’S PROPOSAL. 

Come, fly to these arms, nor let beauties so bloomy 
To one frigid owner be tied ; 

Your prudes may revile, and your old ones look 
gloomy, 

But, dearest ! we’ve Law on our side. 

Oh ! think the delight of two lovers congenial, 

Whom no dull decorums divide ; 

Their error how sweet, and their raptures how venial, 
When once they’ve got Law on their side 1 

’T is a thing that in every King’s reign has been done, 
i too : 

Then why should it now be decried ? 

If the Father has done it, why shouldn’t the Son too ? 
For so argues Law on our side ! 

And, even should our sweet violation of duty 
By cold-blooded jurors be tried, 

They can hut bring it in “ a misfortune,” my beauty ! 
As long as we’ve Law on our side. 

■ THE LADY’S ANSWER. 

Hold, hold, my good Sir ! go a little more slowly; 

For, grant me so faithless a bride, 

Such sinners as we are a little too lowly. 

To hope to have Law on our side. 

Had you been a great Prince, to whose stai shining 
o’er ’em 

The People should look for theh- guide, 

Then your Highness (and welcome !) might kick 
down decorum — 

You’d always have Law on your side. 

Were you even an old Marquis, in mischief grown 
hoary, 

Whose heart, though it long ago died 
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To the pleasures of vice, is ali¥e to its glory-^ 
still would have Law on your side ! 

But for ymi^ Sir, crim. con, is a path full of troubles; 

By my advice therefore abide, 

And leave the pursuit to those Princes and Nobles 
Who have sudi a Law on their side ! 


HORACE, ODE XL LIB. 11. 

Freely Translated by G, 

®CoME, Y-em—th, my boy, never trouble your brains 
About what your old croney, 

The Empeeoe Boney, 

Is doing or brewing on Muscovy’s plains : 

® Nor tremble, my iad, at the state of our granaries 
Should there come famine, 

Still plenty to cram in 

You always shall have, my dear Lord of the Stana- 
ries ! 

Brisk let us revel, while revel we may ; 

^ For the gay bloom of fifty soon passes away, 

And then people get fht, 

And mfixm, and — all that, 

® And a wig (I confess it) so clumsily sits, 

That it frightens the little Loves out of their wits. 

6 Thy whiskers, too, Y-iim~th alas, even they, 
Though so rosy they burn, 

Too quickly must turn 

(What a heart-breaking chance for thy whiskers !) to 
Grey. 

Then why, my Lord Warden ! oh ! why should you 
fidget 

Your mind about matters you don’t understand ? 
■Or why should you write yourself down for an idiot, 
Because “ you,'*’' forsooth, “ haw the pen in your 
hand /” 

Think, think how much better 
Than scribbling a letter 
’(Which both you and I 
Should avoid, by the by) — 

® How much pleasanter ’t is to sit under the bust 
Of old Chaely, my friend here, and drink like a 
new one ; 


1 This and the following are extracted from a work 
(which may some time or other meet the eye of the public) 
entitled, ‘T)de3 of Horace, done into English by several pear- 
sons of fashion.” 

S Qtuid bellicosus Cantaber et Scytha, 

Hirpine Cluincti, cogitet, Adda 
Divisua objucto, remittaa 
Quserere. 

3 Nec trepides in usum 
Fosccntis osvi pauca. 

4 'Fugit retro 

Levis juvcutas et decor. ' 

5 Pallente lascivos amores 
Canitio. 

0 Neque uno Luna mbens nitet 

Vultu. . 

7 Gluid mter^dB m^Korm^ - 
Oonailiis animum fatigas 1 

8 Cur non sub alta vel platano, vel hac 

Fbu jaceotes'sio tamem ^ , 


While Charley looks sulky and frowns at me, just 
As the ghost in ibe pantomime frov/ns at Don 
Juan J 

* To crown us, Lord ’Warden ! 

In C-MB-EL-No’s garden 

Grows plenty of monF s-hoods in venomous sprigs ; 
Wliile Otto of Roses, 

Refreshing all noses, 

Shall sweetly exhale from our whiskers a.nd wigs. 

* "What youth of the Household will cool our noyar 
In that streamlet delicious, 

That, down ’midst the dishes, 

All full of good fishes 
Romantic doth flow ? — 

® Or who will repair 

Unto M Sq e, 

And see if the gentle Marchesa be there ? 

Go — ^bid her haste hither, 

And let her bring with her 
The newest No-Popery Sermon that ’s going— 

^ Oh ! let her come with her dark tresses flowing, 
All gentle and juvenile, curly and gay, 

In the manner of Ackerm Ann’s Dresses for May I 


HORACE, ODE XXII. LIB. L 
Freely translated hy Lord Eld — n. 

® The man who keeps a conscience pure 
(If not his own, at least his Prince’s,) 
Through toil and danger walks secure, 

Looks big, and black, and never winces ! 

’’No want has he of sword or dagger, 

Cock’d hat or ringlets of Geeamb ; 

Though Peers may laugh, and Papists swagger, 
He does not care one single d-mn J 

® "Whether ’midst Irish chairmen going, 

Or, through St. Giles's alleys dim, 


1 rosa 

Canos odorati capillos 

Duiu licet, Assyriaquo nardo 
Potamus uucti. 

2 puer ocyus 

Restiaguet ardentis Falerni 

^omlnproiterennte lympha? 

3 Quia — eliciet domo 

Lyden 7 

4 Eburna die age cum lyra (qu. Uar~a} 

Maturet, 

5 Incomtum Lactenro 

More coinam religata nodum. 

6 Integer vit® seeierisque purus. 

7 Non eget Mauri jacuHs nequo arcu 
Nec venenatis gravida sagittia 

Puaco, pharetra. 

8 Si VO per Syrteis iter mstuosas, 

Sivo facturus per inhospitaiem 
Caucasum, vel qu® loca fabulosus 

Lambit Hydaspes. 

The noble translator had, at first, laid the scene of thoao 
imagined dangers of bin man of conscience among the pa- 
pists of Spain, and had translated the words “qn® loca 
fabulosus Hydaspes” thus— “ The fabling Spaniara 

licks the French butj recollecting that it is bur interest 
Just now to be respectful to Spanish catholics (timugh there 
is certainly no earthly reason for our being oven commonly 
civil to Irish ones,) he altered the passage as it stands at 
present. ■ 
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’Mid drunken Sheekks, blasting, blowing, 

No matter— ’t is ail one to Mm. 

^ For instance, I, one evening late, 

Upon a gay vacation sally, 

Singing tbe praise of Church and State, 

Got (God knows how) to Cranbourne- Alley 

When lo I an Irish Papist darted 
Across my path, gaunt, grim, and big — 

I did but frown, and off he started. 

Scared at me without my wig ! 

® Yet a more fierce and raw-boned dog 
Goes not to mass in Dublin City, 

Kor shakes his brogue o’er Allen’s Bog, 

Nor spouts in Catholic Committee I 

® Oh ! place me ’midst O’Rourkes, O’Tooles, 
The ragged royal blood of Tara ; 

Or place me where Dick M-rt-n rules, 

The houseless wilds of Connemara ; — 

^ Of Church and State I’ll warble still, 

Though even Dick M-rt-n’s self should grumble; 

Sweet Church and state, like Jack and Jill, 

* So lovingly upon a hill — 

Ah ! ne’er like Jack and Jill to tumble ! ‘ 


HORACE, ODE I. LIB. BI. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Odi profan urn vulgus et arceo. 

Favete linguis: carmina non prius 
Audita, Musarum sacerdos, 

Virginibus, puerisqne canto. 

Regum tremendorum in proprios greges, 

Reges in ipsos imperium est Jovis. 

1813. 

I HATE thee, oh Mob ! as my lady hates delf ; 

To Sir Francis I’ll give up thy claps and thy hisses, 

1 Naraque me sylva lupus in Sabina, 

Dum ineam canto Lalagen, et ultra 
Terminum caris vagor expeditus, 

Fugit inermem. 

I cannot help calling the reader’s attention to the peculiar 
ingenuity with which these lines are paraphrased. Not to 
mention the happy conversion of the wolf into a papist 
(seeing that Romulus was suckled by a wolf, that Rome was 
founded by Romulus, and that the Pope has always reigned 
at Rome,) there is soraothing particularly neat insupposing 

ultra terminum” to mean vacation-time ; and then the 
modest consciousness with which the noble and learned 
translator has avoided touching upon the words “ curis ex- 
peditus'^ (or, as it has been otherwise read, caitsis expedi- 
tm”) and the felicitous idea of his being “inermis” when 
“without his wig,” are altogether tfap most delectable spe- 
cimens of paraphrase in our language. 

2 Cluale portentum neque militaris 
Daunia in latis alit esculetis; 

Nec Jubae tellus generat, Iconum 

Arida nutrix. 

3 Pone me pigris ubi nulla campis 
Arbor lEstiva recreatur aura : 

Q,uod latus raundi, nebulae, malusque 

Jupiter urget. 

I must here remark, that the said Dick M-RT-n being a 
very good fellow, it was not at all fair to make a “ malus 
Jupiter” of him. 

4 Dulce lidentem Lalagen amabo, 

Dulce loqueatem. 

Thurtt cannot ba imagined, a more happy illustration of 


Leave old Magna Charta to shift for itself, 

And, like G-dw-n, WTite books for young masters 
and misses, 

Oh ! it is not high rank that can malte the heart 
merry, 

Even monarchs themselves are not free from mis 
hap ; 

Though the Lords of Westphalia must quake before 
Jerry, 

Poor Jerry himself has to quake before Nap. 

« ^ ^ 


HORACE, ODE XXXVm. LIB. I. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Translated 6y a Treasury ClerJcy while waiting Din- 
ner /or the Right Hon. G — rge Rr—se» 

Persicos odi, puer, apparatus : 

Displicent nexie philyra coroniB. 

Mitte sectari Rosa quo locorum 
Sera moretur. 

Boy, tell the Cook that I hate all nick-nackeries, 
Fricassees, vol-au-vents, puffs, and gim-crackeries,-— 
Six by the Horse-Guards I — old Georgy is late — 

But come — lay the table-cloth — zounds ! do not wait, 
Nor stop to inquire, while the dinner is staying, 

At which of his places Old R-— se is delaying 
» ^ 


TO . 

Moria pur quando vuol, non d bisogna mutar ni faccia ni 
voce per esser un Angelo. ^ 

Die when you will, you need not wear 
At heaven’s court a form more fair 
Than Beauty here on earth has given ; 


the inseparability of Church and State, and their (what is 
called) “standing and falling together,” than this ancient 
apologue of Jack and Jill. Jack, of course, represents 
the State in this ingenious little allegory, 

Jack fell down, 

And broke his Oram, 

And Jill came tumbling after. 

1 The literal closeness of the version here cannot but be 
admired. The translator has added a long, erudite, and 
flowery note upon ofwhich I can merely give aspe- 
cimen at present. In the first place, he ransacks the Rosa- 
rium Politicum of the Persian poet Sadi, with the hope of 
finding some Political Roses, to match the gentleman in the 
text — but in vain: he then tells us that Cicero accused Ver- 
res of reposing upon a cushion “Blelitensi rosa fartum^^'* 
which, from the odd mixture of words, he supposes to be a 
kind of Irish Bed of Roses, like Lord Castlereagh’s. The 
learned clerk next favours us with some remarks upon a 
well-known punning epitaph on fair Rosamond, and ex- 
presses a most loyal hope, that, if “ Rosa munda” mean “ a 
Rose with clean hands,” it may be fouAd applicable to tha 
Right Honourable Rose in question. He then dwells at 
some length upon the “ Rosa mrrsn,” which though de- 
scriptive, in one sense, of the old Treasury Statesman, yet, 
as being consecrated and worn by the Pope, must, of course, 
not be brought into the same atmosphere with him. Lastly, 
in reference to the words “ old Rose,” he winds up with 
the pathetic lamentation of the poet, “ consenuisse Rosas.” 
The whole note, indeed, shows a knowledge of Roses that 
is quite edifying. 

2 The words addressed by Lord Herbert of Cherbury, to 
the beautiful nun at Murano.— -See his Life. 
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Keep but tbe lovely looks we see— 
The voice we hear — and you will be 
An angel ready-made for heaven ! 


IMPROMPTU. 

Upon ieing obliged to leave a pleasant party from ike 
want of a pair Breeches to dress for Dinner in. 

1810. 

Between Adam and me the great difference is, 
Though a paradise each has been forced to resign, 
That he never wore breeches till turn’d out of his, 
Wiiiie, for want of my breeches, I’m banish’d from 
mine. 


WHAT’S MY THOUGHT LIKE? 

Quest . — ^Why is a Pump like Viscount C-stl-r — gh? 

Anew . — Because it is a slender thing of wood, 
That up and down its aw^kward arm doth sway, 

And coolly spout, and spout, and spout away, 

In one weak, washy, everlasting flood ! 


EPIGRAM.^ 

** What news to-day ?” — “ Oh ! worse and worse — 

M— c is the Pr e’s Privy Purse !” 

The Pr e’s Purse / no, no, you fool, 

You mean the Pr— — e’s Ridicule ! 


EPIGRAM. 

Dialogue between a Catholic Delegate and his R-y-l 
H-ghn-ss the D-ke of C — h-rl-nd. 

Said his Highness to Ned, with that grim face of his, 
“Why refuse us the Veto, dear Catholic Neddy ?” — 
Because, Sir,” said Ned, looking full in his phiz, 
forbidding enough, in all conscience, al- 
i»eady»” 


EPIGRAM. 

Dialogue between a Dowager and her Maid on the 
Night of Lord Y-rm — th’s Fete. 

’’*1 WANT the Court-Guide,” said my Lady, “ to look 
If the house, Seymour Place, be at 30 or 20.” — 
We ’ve lost the Court-Guide, Ma’am, but here ’s the 
Red Book, ■ ■ r 

Where you’ii And, I dare swy, Seymour Places in 
plenty I” 


EPIGRAM. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

■“ I NEVER give a kiss,” says True, ■ 

“ To naughty man, for I abhor it.” " 

She will not a kiss ’t is', true— 

She ’ll take one, though, and thank you for it. 


1 This is a hon-mot, attributed, I know not how truly, to 
ttj? Pr-nc-ss of W-L-s. I have merely versified it. 

3'D 


ON A SQUINTING POETESS. 
To no me Muse does she her glance confine, 
But has an eye, at once, to all the nine! 


THE TORCH OF LIBERTY. 

I SAW it all in Fancy’s glass — 

Herself the fair, the wild magician, 

That bid this splendid day-dream pass, 

And named each gliding apparition. 

’T was like a torch race — such as they 
Of Greece perform’d, in ages gone, 

When the fleet youths in long array, 

Pass’d the bright torch triumphant on 

I saw the expectant nations stand 
To catch the coming flame in turn — 

I saw, from ready hand to hand. 

The clear but struggling glory burn. 

And, oh I their joy, as it came near, 

’T was in itself a joy to see — 

While Fancy whisper’d in my ear 
“ That torch they pass is Liberty I” 

And each, as she received the flame, 
Lighted her altar with its ray, 

Then, smiling to the next who came, 
Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

From Albion first, whose ancient shrine 
Was furnish’d with the fire already, 
Columbia caught the spark divine, 

And lit a fame like Albion’s — steady 

The splendid gifi: then Gallia took, 

And, like a wild Bacchante, raising 
The brand aloft, its sparkles shook, 

As she would set the world a-blazing. 

And, when she fired her altar, nigh 
It flash’d into the redd’ning air 
So fierce, that Albion, who stood high, 
Shrunk, almost blinded by the glare ! 

Next, Spain — so new was light to her— 
Leap’d at the torch ; but, ere the spark 
She flung upon her shrine could stir, 

’T was quench’d and all again was dark. 

Yet no — not quench’d — a treasure worth 
So much to mortals rarely dies. — 

Again her living light look’d forth, 

And shone, a beacon, in all eyes. 

Who next received the flame? — Alas ! 

Unworthy Naples— shame of shames 
That ever through such hands should pass 
That brightest of all earthly flames I 

Scarce had her fingers touch’d the torch, 
When, frighted by the sparks it shed, 

Nor waiting e’en to feel the scorch. 

She dropp’d it to the earth— and fled. 

And fallen it might have long remain’d, 

But Greece, who saw her moment now. 
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Caught up the prize, though prostrate, stain’d, 
And waved it round her beauteous brow. 

And Fancy bid me mark where, o’er 
Her altar as its flame ascended, 

Fair laureird spirits seem’d to soar. 

Who thus in song their voices blended ; — 

“ Shine, shine for ever, glorious flame, 
Divinest gift of God to men ! 

From Greece thy earliest splendour came, 

To Greece thy ray returns again 

** Take, Freedom ! take thy radiant round — 
When dimin’ d, revive — when lost, return ; 

Till not a shrine through earth be found. 

On which thy glories shall not burn ! 


EPILOGUE. 

Last night, as lonely o’er my fire I sat, 

Thinking of cues, starts, exits, and — all that. 

And wmndering much what little knavish sprite 
Had put it first in women’s heads to write : — 

Sudden I saw — as in some witching dream— 

A bright-blue glory round my hook-case beam, 

From whose quick-opening folds of azure light, 

Out flew a tiny form, as small and bright 
As Puck the Fairy, when he pops his head, 

-Some sunny morning, from a violet bed. 

Bless me !” I starting cried, “what impure you?” — 
“ A small he-devil, Ma’am — my name Bas Bleu — 
A bookish sprite, much given to routs and reading : 
’’T is I who teach your spinsters of good breeding 
The reigning taste in chemistry and caps, 

The last new bounds of tuckers and of maps, 

And, when the waltz has twirl’d her giddy brain. 
With metaphysics twirl it back again ! 

I view’d him, as he spoke — ^his hose were blue, 

His wings— the covers of the last Keview — 

Cerulean, border’d with a jaundice hue, 

And tinselFd gaily o’er, for evening wear, 

Till the next quarter brings a new-fledged pair. 

“ Inspired by me — (pursued this waggish Fairy) — 
That best of wives and Sapphos, Lady Mary, 

Votary alike of Crispin and the Muse, 

Makes her own splay-foot epigrams and shoes. 

F or me the eyes of young Camilla shine. 

And mingle Love’s blue brilliances with mine ; 

For me she sits apart, from coxcombs shrinking, 
Looks wise — ^the pretty soul!— and t^d/iks she’s 
thinking. 

By ray advice Miss Indigo attends 
Lectures on Memory, and assures her friends, 

*’Pon honour ! — [pxmicks ) — nothing can surpass the 
plan 

Of that professor — {trying to recollect) — ^psha ! that 
memory-man— 

That— what ’s his name ? — ^Ifim I attended lately — 
’Pon honour, he improved my memory greatly.’ ” 

Here, curtseying low, I ask’d the blue-Iegg’d sprite, 
What share he had in this our play to-night. 

■**Nay, there — (he cried) — ^there I am guiltless quite — 


What ! choose a heroine from that Gothic time, 
When no one waltz’d, and none but monks couM 
rhyme; 

When lovely woman, all imschool’d and wild, 
Blush’d without art, and without culture smiled— 
Simple as flowers, while yet unclass’d they shone, 
Ere Science call’d their brilliant world her own, 
Ranged the wild rosy things in learned orders, 

And fill’d with Greek the garden’s blushing bor- 
ders ? — 

No, no — yoiir gentle Inas will not do — 

To-morrow evening, when the lights burn blue, 

I ’U coim— {pointing downwards)— you understand 
till then adieu !” 

And has the sprite been here ? No— jests apart — 
Howe’er man rules in science and in art, 

The sphere of woman’s glories is the heart. 

I And, if our Muse have sketch’d with pencil trae 
; The wife — the mother — firm, yet gentle too — 
Whose soul, wrapp’d up in ties itself hath spun, 
Trembles, if touch’d in the remotest one ; 

Who loves — ^yet dares even Love himself disown, 
When honour’s broken shaft supports his throne : 

If such our Ina, she may scorn the evils, 

Dire as they are, of Critics and — Blue Devils. 


TO THE MEMORY OF 

JOSEPH ATIONSON, ESQ. OF DUBLm. 
If ever life was prosperously cast, 

If ever life was like the lengthen’d flow 
Of some sweet music, sweetness to the last, 

’Twas his who, mourn’d by many, sleeps below. 

The sunny temper, bright were all its strife, 

The simple heart that mocks at worldly wiles, 
light wit, that plays along the calm of life, 

And stirs its languid surface into smiles ; 

Pure charity, that comes not in a shower, 

Sudden and loud, oppressing what it feeds, 

But, like the dew, with gradual silent power, 

Felt in the bloom it leaves among the meads ; 

The happy grateful spirit, that improves 
And brightens every gift by fortune given, 

That, wander where it will with those it loves, 
Makes every place a home, and home a heaven: 

All these were his.— Oh ! thou who read’st this ston 
When for thyself, thy children, to the sky 
Thou humbly prayest, ask this boon alone, 

That ye like him may live, like him may die ! 


EPITAPH ON A WELL-KNOWN POET 
Beneath these poppies buried deep, 

The bones of Bob the Bard lie hid ; 

Peace to his manes ; and may he sleep 
As soundly as his readers did ! 

Through every sort of verse meandering, 
Bob went without a hitch or fall, 

Through Epic, Sapphic, Alexandrine, 

To verse that was no verse at all ; 
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Till fiction having done enough, 

To make a bard at least absurd, 

And give his readers quantum suff. 

He took to praising George the TMrd : 

And now, in virtue of his crown. 

Dooms us, poor whigs, at once to slaughter; 

Like Donellan of bad renown, 

Poisoning us all with laurel-water. 

And yet at times some awkward qualms he 
Felt about leaving honour’s track ; 

And though he ’s got a butt of Malmsey, 

It may not save him from a sack. 

Death, weary of so dull a writer, 

Put to his works a finis thus. 

Oh ! may the earth on him lie lighter 
Than did his quartos upon us ! 


THE SYLPH’S BALL. 

A Sylph, as gay as ever sported 
Her figure through the fields of air, 

By an old swarthy Gnome was courted, 
And, strange to say, he won the fair. 

The annals of the oldest witch 
A pair so sorted could not show — 

But how refuse? — ^the Gnome was rich, 

The Rothschild of the world below ; 

And Sylphs, like other pretty creatures, 
Learn from their mammas to consider 
Love as an auctioneer of features, 

Who knocks them down to the best bidder. 

Home she was taken to his mine — 

A palace, paved with diamonds all— 

And, proud as Lady Gnome to shine, 

Sent out her tickets for a ball. 

The lower world, of course, was there, 

And all the best ; but of the upper 
The sprinkling was but shy and ram— 

A few old Sylphids who loved supper. 

As none yet knew the wondrous lamp 
Of Davy, that renown’d Aladdin, 

And the Gnome's halls exhaled a damp, 
Which accidents from fire were bad in ; 

The chambers were supplied with light 
By many strange, but safe devices; — 
X*arge fire-flies, such as shine at night 
Among the Ojienf s flowers and spices ; 

Musical flint-mills— swiftly play’d 
By elfin hands— that, flashing round, 
like some bright glancing minstrel maid, 
Gave out, at once, both light and sound ; 

Bologna-stones, that drink the sun 
And water from that Indian sea, 

Whose waves at night lilm wiid-fire run, 
Cork’d up in crystal carefully ; 

Glow-worms, that round the tiny dishes, 
like little light-houses, were set up,; 


And pretty phosphorescent fishes, 

That by their own gay light were eat up. 

’Mong the few guests from Ether, came 
That wicked Sylph, whom Love we cal.— 

My Lady knew him but by name, 

My Lord, her husband, not at all. 

Some prudent Gnomes, ’t is said apprized 
That he was coming, and, no doubt 
Alarm’d about his torch, advised 
He should, by all means, be kept out. 

But others disapproved this plan. 

And, by his flame though somewhat frighted, 
Thought Love too much a gentleman. 

In such a dangerous place to light it. 

However, there he was — and dancing 
With the fair Sylph, light as a feather : 

They look’d like two young sunbeams, glancing, 
At daybreak, down to earth together. 

’ And all had gone off safe and well, 

But for that plaguy torch — whose light, 
Though not yet kindled, who could tell 
How soon, how devilishly it might ? 

And so it chanced — which in those dark 
And fireless halls, was quite amazing, 

Did we not know how small a spark 
Can set the torch of Love a-blazing. 

Whether it came, when close entangled 
In the gay waltz, from her bright eyes, 

Or from the lucdole, that spangled 
Her locks of jet — is all surmise. 

Certain it is, the ethereal girl 
Did drop a spark, at some odd turning, 
Which, by the waltz’s windy whirl, 

Was fann’d up into actual burning. 

Oh for that lamp’s metallic gauze — 

That curtain of protecting wire— 

Which Davy delicately draws 
Around illicit, dangerous fire ! — 

The wall he sets ’twixt flame and air 
(like that which barr’d young Thisbe’s bliss,) 
Tlirough whose small holes this dangerous pair 
May see each other but not kiss.* 

At first the torch look’d rather bluely — 

A sign, they say, that no good boded — 

Then quick the gas became unruly, 

And, crack 1 the ball-room all exploded. 

Sylphs, Gnomes, and fiddlem, mix’d together, 
With all their aunts, sons, cousins, nieces, 
like butterflies, in stormy weather, 

Were blown — legs, wings, and tails — to pieces 

While, ’mid these victims of the torch, 

The Sylph, alas I too, boro her part — 

Found lying, with a livid scorch, 

As if from lightning, o’er her heart! 


1 — — Parti q ue dedere 

OsGula qnisque su ®5 non pervenientia contra.— 0»*d. 
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“Well donel” a laughing goblin said, 
Escaping from this gaseous strife ; 

“ ’T is not the Jirst time Love has made 
A hhw-up in connubial life,” 


REMONSTRANCE. 

After a conversation with L — d J R , in 

which he had intmated some idea of giving up all 
political pursuits. 

What 1 ihou^ with thy genius, thy youth, and thy 
name — 

Thou, born of a Russel — whose instinct to run 
The accustom’d career of thy sires, is the same 
As the eaglet’s, to soar with his eyes on the sun I 

Whose nobility comes to thee, stamp’d with a seal, 
Far, far more ennobling than monarch e’er set; 
With the blood of thy race offer’d up for the weal 
Of a nation that swears by that martyrdom yet I 

Shalt thou be faint-hearted and turn from the strife. 
From the mighty arena where ail that is grand, 

And devoted, and pure, and adorning in life, 

Is for high-thoughted spirits, like thine, to com- 
mand? 

Oh no, never dream it— while good men despair 
Between tyrants and traitors, and timid men bow, 
Never think, for an instant, thy country can spare 
Such a light from her dark’ning horizon as thou ! 

With a spirit as meek as the gentlest of those 
Who in life’s sunny valley lie shelter’d and warm ; 
Yet bold and heroic as ever yet rose 
To the top clilFs of Fortune, and breasted her 
storm ; 

With an ardour for liberty, fresh as in youth, 

It first kindles the bard, and gives life to his lyre ; 
Yet mellow’d, even now, by that mildness of truth 
Which tempers, but chills not, the patriot fire ; 

With an eloquence — not like those rills from a height, 
Which sparkle, and foam, and in vapour are o’er ; 
But a current that works out its way into light 
Through the filt’ring recesses of thought and of lore. 

Thus gifted, thou never canst sleep in the shade ; 

If the stirrings of genius, the music of fame, 

And the charms of thy cause have not power to per- 
suade, 

Yet think how to freedom thou ’rt pledged by thy 
name. 

like the boughs of that laurel, by Delphi’s decree, 
Set apart for the fane and its service divine, 

All the branches that spring from the old Russel tree, 
Are by liberty claim'd for the use of her slirine. 


EPITAPH ON A LAWYER. 
Here lies a lawyer — one whose mind 
(Like that of all the lawyer kind) 
Resembled, though so grave and stately, 
The pupil of a cat’s eye greatly; 


Which for the mousing deeds, transacted 
In holes and corners, is w^ell fitted, 

But which, in sunshine, grows contracted, 
As if ’t would— miAer not admit it; 

As if, in short, a man would quite 
Throw time away who tried to let in a 
Decent portion of God’s light 

On lawyers’ mind or pussy’s retina. 

Hence when he took to politics, 

As a refreshing change of evil, 

Unfit with grand affairs to mix 
His little Nisi-Prius tricks, 

Like imps at bo-peep, play’d the devil ; 
And proved that when a small law wit 
Of statesmanship attempts the trial, 

*T is like a player on the kit 
Put all at once to a bass viol. 

Nay, even when honest (which he could 
Be, now and then,) still quibbling daily, 
He serv’d his country as he would 
A client thief at the Old Bailey. 

But — do him justice — short and rare 
His wish through honest paths to roam; 
Born with a taste for the unfair, 

Where falsehood call’d, he still was there, 
And when least honest, most at home. 
Thus, shuffling, bullying, lying, creeping, 
He work’d his way up near the throne, 
And, long before he took the keeping 
Of the king’s conscience, lost his own. 


MY BIRTH-DAY. 

“ My birth-day What a different sound 
That word had in my youthful ears ! 
And how, each time the day conies round, 
Less and less wdiite its mark appears i 

When first our scanty years are told, 

It seems like pastime to grow old ; 

And, as youth counts the shining links 
That time around him binds so fast, 
Pleased with the task, he little thinks 
How hard that chain 'Will press at last 

Vain was the man, and false as vain, 

Who said,’ “ were he ordain’d to run 
His long career of life again, 

He would do all that he had done.”— 
Ah ! ’t is not thus the voice that dwells 
In sober birth-days speaks to me ; 

Far otherwise — of time it tells 
Lavish’d unwisely, carelessly— 

Of counsel mock’d — of talents, made 
Haply for high and pure designs, 

But oft, like Israel’s incense, laid 
Upon unholy, earthly shrines— 

Of nursing many a wrong desire — 

Of wandering after Love too far, 

And taking every meteor fire 
That cross’d my pathway for his star ! 


1 Fontcnelle . — “ Si je recommencais raa carri^re, je fe- 
rais tout ce que i’ai fiiit.” 
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All this it tells» and, could I trace 
The imperfect picture o’er again, 

With power to add, retouch, eftace 
The lights and shades, the joy and pain, 
How little of the past would stay I 
How quickly all should melt away — 

JlII — ^ but that freedom of the mind 
Which hath been more than wealth to me ; 
Those friendships in rny boyhood twined, 
And kept till now unchangingly i 
And that dear home, that saving ark, 

Where Love’s true light at last I ’ve found, 
Cheering within, when all grows dark, 

And comfortless, and stormy round ! 


FANCY. 

The more I ’ve view’d this world, the more I ’ve found 
That, fill’d as ’t is with scenes and creatures rare, 
Fancy commands, within her own bright round, 

A world of scenes and creatures far more fair. 

Nor is it that her power can call up there 
A single charm that ’s not from Nature won, 

No more than rainbows, in their pride, can wear 
A single tint unborrow’d from the sun — ’ 

But ’t is the mental medium it shines through, 

That lends to beauty all its charm and hue ; 

As the same light, that o’er the level lake 
One dull monotony of lustre flings, 

Will, entering in the rounded rain-drop, make 
Colours as gay as those on angels’ wings ! 


LOVE AND HYMEN. 

Love had a fever — ne’er could close 
His little eyes till day was breaking ; 

And whimsical enough, Heaven knows, 

The things he raved about while waking. 

To let him pine so were a sin — 

One to whom all the world ’s a debtor — 

So Doctor Hymen was call’d in, 

And Love that night slept rather better. 

Next day the case gave further hope yet, 
Though still some ugly fever latent ; — 

“ Dose, as before” — a gentle opiate, 

For whicli old Hymen has a patent. 

After a month of daily call, 

So fast the dose went on restoring, 

That Love, who first ne’er slept at all, 

Now took, the rogue ! to downright snoring. 


TEANSLATIQN. FROM CATULLUS. 

Sweet Sirmiol thou, the very eye 
Of all .peninsulas and isles 
That in, our lakes of' silver lie, ' • 

Or sleep, enwreathed by Neptune’s .smiles, 

How gladly back ..todhee ,1'fly I ■ 

Still doubting, asking can it be 
That I have left Bithynia’s sky, 

And gaze in safety upon thee 1 
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Oh ! what is happier than to find 
Our hearts at ease, our perils past ; 

When, anxious long, the lighten’d mind 
Lays down its load of care at last ? — 

When, tired with toil on land and deep, 
Again we tread the welcome floor 

Of our own home, and sink to sleep 
On the long-wish’d-for bed once more? 

This, this it is that pays alone 
The ills of all life’s former track — 

Shine out, my beautiful, my own 
Sweet Sirmio — greet thy master back. 

And thou, fair lake, whose water quaffs 
The light of heaven, like Lydia’s sea, 

Rejoice, rejoice — let all that laughs 
Abroad, at home, laugh out for me ! 


TO MY MOTHER. 

Written in a Pocket-Book, 1822. 

They tell us of an Indian tree 
Which, howsoe’er the sun and sky 
May tempt its boughs to wander free, 

And shoot and blossom, wide and high, 
Far better loves to bend its arms 
Downward again to that dear earth 
From which the life, that fills and warms 
Its grateful being, first had birth. 

’T is thus, though woo’d by flattering friends, 
And fed with fame (if fame it be,) 

This heart, my own dear mother, bends, 
With love’s true instinct, back to thee ! 


ILLUSTRATION OP A BORE. 

Ip ever you ’ve seen a gay party, 

Relieved from the pressure of Ned — 

How instantly joyous and hearty 
They ’ve grown when the damper was fled- 
You may guess what a gay piece of work, 
What delight to champagne it must be. 

To get rid of its bore of a cork, 

And come sparkling to you, love, and me I 


j - A SPECULATION. 

Op all speculations the market holds forth, 

I The best that I know for a lover of pelf 
: Is, to buy * ***** up, at the price he is worth, 

And then sell him at that which he seta on liimself 


SCEPTICISM. 

Ere Psyche drank the cup that shed 
Immortal life into her soul, 

Some evil spirit pour’d, ’tis said, 

One drop of doubt into the bowl— 

Which, mingling darkly with the stream. 
To Psyche’s lips— she knew not why— ' 
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Hade even that blessed nectar seem 
As though its sweetness soon would die. 

Oft, in the very arms of Love, 

A chili came o’er her heart — a fear 
That death would, even yet, remove 
Her spirit from that happy sphere. 

Those sunny ringlets,” she exclaim’d, 
Twining them round her snowy fingers — 

“ That forehead, where a light, unnamed. 
Unknown on earth, for ever lingers — 

“ Those lips, through which I feel the breath 
Of heaven itself, whene’er they sever — 

Oh ! are they mine beyond all death — 

Mine own, hereafter and for ever? 

Smile not — I know that starry brow. 

Those ringlets and bright lips of thine. 
Will always shine as they do now — 

But shall Jlive to see them shine?” 

In vain did Love say, “ Turn thine eyes 
On all that sparkles round thee here — 
Thou ’rt now in heaven, where nothing dies. 
And in these arms — what canst thou fear ?” 

In vain— the fatal drop that stole 
Into that cup’s immortal treasure, 

Had lodged its bitter near her soul, 

And gave a tinge to every pleasure. 

And, though there ne’er was rapture given 
Like Psyche’s with that radiant boy^ 

Hers is the only face in heaven 
That wears a cloud amid its joy. 


FROM THE FRENCH. 

Of aU the men one meets about. 

There ’s none like Jack — ^Iie ’&* every where ; 

At church — park — auction — dinner — rout — 

Go when and where you will, he ’s there. 

Try the West End, he ’s at your back — 

Meets you, like Eurus, in the East— 

You ’re call’d upon for “ How dt>, Jack?” 

One hundred times a-day, at least. 

A friend of his one evening said, 

As home he took his pensive way. 

Upon my soul, I fear Jack ’s dead— 

I ’ve seen hini but three times to-day !” 


ROMANCE. 

I HAVE a story of two lovers, fill’d 
With all the pure romance, the blissful sadness 
And the sad doubtful bliss, that ever thriird 
Two young and longing hearts in that sweet mad- 
ness; 

But where to choose the locale of my vision 
In this wide vulgar world — ^what eal spot 
Can be found out, sufficiently elysian 
For two such perfect lovers, I Imow not 


Oh, for some fair Formosa, such as he, 

The young Jew,^ fabled of, in the Indian Sea, 

By nothing but its name of Beauty known, 

And which Queen Fancy might make all her own, 
Her fairy kingdom — ^take its people, lands, 

And tenements into her own bright hands, 

And make, at least, one earthly corner fit 
For Love to live in — pure and exquisite 1 


A JOKE VERSIFIED. 

“Come, come,” said Tom’s father, “at your time of 
life. 

There ’s no longer excuse for thus playing the 
rake — 

It is time you should think, boy, of taking a wife.” — 
“ Why, so it is, father,— whose wife shall I take ?” 


ON ; . 

Like a snuffers, this loving old dame. 

By a destiny grievous enough, 

Though so oft she has snapp’d at the fiame, 
Hath never caught more than the snuff. 


FRAGMENT OF A CHARACTER. 
Heue lies Factotum Ned at last : 

Long as he breathed the vital air, 

Nothing throughout all Europe pass’d 
In which he had n’t some small share. 

Whoe’er was m, whoe’er was out — 
Whatever statesmen did or said — 

If not exactly brought about. 

Was all, at least, contrived by Ned. 

With Nap if Russia went to war, 

’T was owing, under Providence, 

To certain hints Ned gave the Czar— 

(Fide his pamphlet — price six pence.) 

If France was beat at Waterloo — 

As all, but Frenchmen, think she was — 
To Ned, as Wellington well knew, 

Was owing half that day’s applause. 

Then for his news — no envoy’s bag 
E’er pass’d so many secrets through it— 
Scarcely a telegraph could wag 
Its wooden finger, but Ned knew it. 

Such tales he had. of foreign plots, 

With foreign names one’s ear to buzz in— 
From Russia chefs and ofs in lots, 

From Poland msMs by the dozen. 

When George, alarm’d for England’s creed, 
Turn’d out the last Whig ministry, 

And men ask’d— who advised the deed ? 
Ned modestly confess’d ’t was he. 

For though, by some unlucky miss, 

He had not downright seen the King, 
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He gent such hints through Viscount Thw, 

To Marquis That^ as clench’d the thing. 

The same it was in science, arts, 

The drama, books, MS. and printed — 

Kean learn’ d from Ned his cleverest parts, 
And Scott’s last work by him was hinted. 

Childe Harold in the proofs he read, 

And, here and there, infused some soul in ’t — 
Nay, Davy’s lamp, till seen by Ned, 

Had — odd enougli—a dangerous hole in ’t, 

’T was thus, all doing and all knowing. 

Wit, statesman, boxer, chemist, singer, 
■Whatever was the best pie going, 

In t'kai Ned— trust him— had his finger. 

* * * 


COUNTRY-DANCE AND QUADRILLE. 

One night, the nymph call’d Country-Dance— 

^ Whom folks, of late, have used so ill, — 

Preferring a coquette from France, 

A mincing thing, Mamelle Quadrille — 

Having been chased from London down 
To that last, humblest haunt of all 

She used to grace— a country-town— 

Went smiling to the new year’s ball, 

i “ Here, here, at least,’ ’ she cried, “ though driven 

I From London’s gay and shining tracks— 

I Though, like a Peri cast from heaven, 

I I ’ve lost, for ever lost Almack’s — 

^ “Though not a London Miss alive 

I Would now for her acquaintance own me ; 

And spinsters, even of forty-five, 
j Upon their honours ne’er have known me : 

“ Here, here, at least, I triumph still, 

And— spile, of some few dandy lancers, 

Wlio vainly ti-y to preach quadrille— 

See nought but tmeMue country-dancers. 

“ Here still I reign, and, fresh in charms, 

My throne, like Magna Charta, raise, 

’Mong sturdy, free-born legs and arms, 

That scorn the threaten’d cJiaine Angiaise.'*^ 

I *T was thus she said, as, ’mid the din 

' Of footmen, and, the town sedan, 

I She lighted at the King’s-Head Inn, 

'I And up the stairs triumphant ran. 

The squires and the squiresses all, 

With young squirinas, Just come 
j And my lord’s daughters from the Hall 

(Quadrillers, in their hearts, no doubt,} 

Already, as she tripp’d up stairs, . 

I: She in the cloak-room saw assembling— 

When, hark ! some new outlandish airs, 

From the first fiddle, set her trembBng;. 

She stops — she listens— can it be 1 
Alas ! in vain her ears would ’scape it — - 

It is “ Di tanti palpiti,” 

As plain as English bow can scrape it. 


“Courage !” however in she goes. 

With her best sweeping country grace ; 
When, ah! too true, her worst of foes, 
Quadrille, there meets her, face to face. 

Oh for the lyre, or violin, 

Or kit of that gay Muse, Terpsichore, 

To sing the rage these nymphs were in, 

Their looks and language, airs and trickery ! 

There stood Quadrille, with cat-like face 
(The beau ideal of French beauty,) * 

A band-box thing, all art and lace, 

Down from her nose-tip to her shoe-tie. 

Her flounces, fresh from Victorine — 

From Hippolyte her rouge and hair — 

Her poetry, from Lamartine — 

Her morals from— the Lord knows where. 

And, when she danced— so slidingly, 

So near the ground she plied her art, 

You ’d swear her mother-earth and she 
Had made a compact ne’er to part. 

Her face the while, demure, sedate, 

No signs of life or motion showing, 

Like a bright pendule's dial-plate — 

So still, you’d hardly think ’t was going. 

Full fronting her stood Country-Dance—- 
A fresh, frank nymph, whom you would know 
For English, at a single glance — 

English ail o’er, from top to toe. 

A little gauche, ’t is fair to own, 

And rather given to skips and bounces ; 
Endangering thereby many a gown, 

And playing oft the devil with flounces. 

Unlike Afamcife— who would prefer 
(As morally a lesser ill) 

A thousand flaws in character, 

To one vile rumple of a frill. 

No rouge did she of Albion wear ; 

Let her but run that two-heat race 
She calls a Set — not Dian e’er 
Came rosier from the woodland chase. 

And such the nymph, whose soul had in 't 
Such anger now — ^whose eyes of blue 
(Eyes of that bright victorious tint 
Which English maids call “ Waterloo, 

Like summer lightnings, in the dusk 
Of a warm evening, flashing broke. 

While— to the tune of “Money Musk,’’^ 
Which struck up now— she proudly spoke 

“ Heard you that strain— that J oy ous strain ? 

*T was such as England loved to hear, 

Ere thou, and all thy frippery train, 

Corrupted both her foot and ear— 


“Ere Waltz, that rake from foreign lands, 
Presumed, in sight of all beholders, 



1 An old English country-danca. 
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To lay Ms rade licentious hands 
On virtuous English backs and shoulders— 

** Ere times and morals both grew bad. 

And, yet unfleeced by funding blockheads, 
Happy John Bull not only had. 

But danced to ‘ Money in both pockets.’^ 

“ Alas, the change ! — oh, ! 

Where is the land could ’scape disasters, 
With such a Foreign Secretary, 

Aided by foreign dancing-masters ? 

“Woe to ye, men of ships and shops. 

Rulers of day-books and of waves I 
QuadrilVd, on one side, into fops, 

And drill’d, on t’ other, into slaves ! 

“Ye, too, ye lovely victims! seen, 

Like pigeons truss’d for exhibition, 

With elbows a la crapaudine. 

And feet in — God knows what position. 

“Hemm’d in by watchful chaperons, 
Inspectors of your airs and graces. 

Who intercept all signal tones. 

And read all telegraphic faces. 

“ Unable with the youth adored, 

In that grim cordon of mammas, 

To interchange one loving word, 

Though whisper’d but in queue-ds-chufs, 

“ Ah, did you know how bless’d we ranged. 
Ere vile Quadrille usurp’d the fiddle— 
What looks in setting were exchanged, 
What tender words in down the middh I 

“ How many a couple, like the wind. 
Which nothing in its course controls, 

Left time and chaperons far behind, 

And gave a loose to legs and souls ! 

“ How matrimony throve — ere stopp’d 
By this cold, silent, foot-coquetting— 
How charmingly one’s partner popp’d^ 

The important question in poxissette-ing ! 

“While now, alas, no sly advances — 

No marriage hints — all goes on badly : 
’Twixt Parson Malthus and French dances, 
We girls are at a discount sadly. 

“Sir William Scott (now Baron Stowell) 
Declares not half so much is made 
By licences — and he must know well— 
Since vile Quadrilling spoil’d the trade.” 

She ceased— tears fell from every Miss— 
She now had touch’d the true pathetic 
One such authentic fact as this, 

Is worth whole volumes theoretic. 

Instant the cry was “ Country-DaiJCE 1” 
And the maid saw, with brightening face, 


1 Another old English country-dance. 


'The steward of the night advance, 

And lead her to her birth-right place. 

The fiddles, which awhile had ceased, 
Now tuned again their summons sweet, 
And, for one happy night, at least, 

Old England’s triumph was complete. 


SONG. 

FOR THE POCO-CURANTE SOCIETY. 

To those we love we’ve drank to-night ; 

But now attend, and stare not. 

While I the ampler list recite 
Of those for whom — we care not 

For royal men, howe’er they frown, 

If on their fronts they bear not 
That noblest gem that decks a crown— 
The People's Love— lue care not 

For slavish men who bend beneath 
A despot yoke, and dare not 
Pronounce the will, whose very breath 
Would rend its links — we care not. 

For priestly men who covet sway 
And wealth, though they declare not ; 
Who point, like finger-posts, the way 
They never go — we care not 

For martial men who on their sword, 
Howe’er it conquers, wear not 
The Pledges of a soldier's word, 
Redeem’d and pure — we care not 

For legal men who plead for wrong, 

And, though to lies they swear not, 

Are not more honest than the throng 
Of those who do — we care not 

For courtly men who feed upon 
The land like grubs, and spare not 
The smallest leaf where they can sun 
Their reptile limbs — we care not 

For wealthy men who keep their mines 
In darkness hid, and share not 
The paltry ore with him who pines 
In honest want — we care not 

For prudent men who keep the power 
Of Love aloof, and bare not 
Their hearts in any guardless hour 
To Beauty’s shafts — we care not 

For secret men who, round the ho w! 

In friendsMp’s circle, tear not 
The cloudy curtain from their soul, 

But draw it close — we care not 

For all, in short, on land and sea. 

In court and camp, who are not. 

Who never were, nor e’er win be 
Good men and true— -toe care nd. 
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GENIUS AND CKITICISM. 

Scripsit quidem fata, sed se^uitur.— Senecfl. 

Of Sultan Genius reign’d— 

As Nature meant — supreme, alone ; 

With mind uncheck’d, and hands unchain’d, 
His views, his conquests were his own. 

But power like Ms, that digs its grave 
With its own sceptre, could not last: 

So Genius’ self became the slave 
Of laws that Genius’ self had pass’d. 

As Jove, who forged the chain of Fate, 

Was, ever after, doom’d to wear it ; 

His nods, his struggles, all too late — 

“ Qui smieljussitf semper pareV* 

’o check young Genius’ proud career, 

The slaves, who now his throne invaded, 
Made Criticism his Prime Vizir, 

And from that hour his glories faded. 

Tied down in Legislation’s school, 

Afraid of even Ms own ambition, 

His very victories were by rule, 

And he was great but by permission. 

His most heroic deeds — ^the same 
That dazzled, when spontaneous actions— 
Now, done by law, seem’d cold and tame, 
And shorn of all their first attractions. 

If he but stirr’d to take the air, 

Instant the Vizir’s Council sat— 

“ Good Lord ! your Highness can’t go there— 
Bless us 1 your Highness can’t do that,” 

If, loving pomp, he chose to buy 
Rich jewels for Ms diadem— 
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“ The taste was bad — ^the price was high— 

A flower were simpler than a gem.” 

To please them if he took to flowers— 

“What trifling, what unmeaning things ! 

Fit for a woman’s toilet hours, 

But not at all the style for kings,” 

If, fond of his domestic sphere, 

He play’d no more the rambling comet— 

“ A dull, good sort of man, ’twas clear, 

But, as for great or brave— far from it,” 

Did he then look o’er distant oceans, 

For realms more worthy to enthrone him? 

“ Saint Aristotle, what wild notions ! 

Serve a * Ne exeat regno* on him.” 

At length — ^their last and worst to do — 

They round him placed a guard of watchmen— 

Reviewers, knaves in brown, or blue 
Turn’d up with yellow— chiefly Scotchmen— 

To dog Ms foot-steps all about, 
like those in Longwood’s prison-grounds, 

Who at Napoleon’s heels rode out 
For fear the Conqueror should break bounds. 

Oh, for some champion of his power, 

Some ultra spirit, to set free, 

As erst in Shakspeare’s sovereign hour, 

The thunders of Ms royalty! — 

To vindicate his ancient line, 

The first, the true, the only one 

Of Right eternal and divine 
That rules beneath the blessed sun I— 

To crush the rebels, that would cloud 
His triumphs with restraint or blame, 

And, honouring even his faults, aloud 
Re-echo *^ViveURoi! quand mem 
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THE follotmng Fugitive PieceSf which have appeared from time to time in the most popular London journal 
(The Times,) are very generally attribuied to Me. Moore, and^ though not acknowledged, by that Gentle- 
mauj their wit, grace, variety, and spirit, sufficiently attest the truth of the report, and sanction ihar insertion 
ma complete collection of his Poetical Works^ 


AN AMATORY COLLOQtJY BETWEEN 
BANK AND GOVERNMENT. 

BANK. 

Is all then forgotten ?— those amorous pranks 
You and I, in our youth, my dear Government, 
play’d — 

When you call’d me the fondest, the truest of Banics, 
And enjoy’d the endearing advances I made. 

Wlien — ^lefk to do all, unmolested and free, 

That a dashing, expensive young couple should do, 
A law against paying was laid upon me, 

But none against owing, dear helpmate, on you? 

And is it then vanish’d ? — that “hour (as Othello 
So happily calls it) of Love and Directioii,^*^ 

And must we, like other fond doves, my dear fellow, 
Grow good in our old age, and cut the connection ? 

GOVERNMENT. 

Even so, my beloved Mrs. Bank, it must be,^ — 

This paying in cash® plays the devil with wooing — 
We’ve both had our swing, but I plainly foresee 
There must soon be a stop to our bdl-ing and 
cooing. 

Propagation in reason — a small child or two— 

Even Reverend Malthus himself is a friend to : 
The issue of some folks is moderate and few— 

But ours, my dear corporate Bank, there ’s no end 
to I 

So,— hard as it is on a pair who ’ve already 
Disposed of so many pounds, shillings, and pence; 
And, in spite of that pink of prosperity, Freddy,® 
Who d, even in famine, cry “D— n the expense 1” 

The day is at hand, my Papyria* Venus, 

When, high as we once used to carry our capers, 
Those soft billets-doux ’re now passing between us 
Will serve but to keep Mrs. C— tts in curl-papers; 

And when — ^if we still must continue our love, 

After all that is past— our amour, it is clear 
{Like that which Miss Danae managed with Jove,) 
Must all be transacted in bullion, my dear ! 


n — An hour ■ 

Of love, of worldly matter and direction.” 

2 It appears that Ovid, however, was a friend to the re- 
sumption of payment in specie ; — 

u finem, specie cceleste resumta, ^ 

Lactibus imposuit, venitquo salutifer urbi.” 

Jlfei.l.xv.v.743. 

3 Hon. F. Robmson, 

4 To* di»tingui*h her from the “ Anrea.” 


ODE TO THE GODDESS CERES 

BY SIR T -S L- E. 

Leglferte Cereri Pheeboque.” — Virgil. 

Dear Goddess of Corn, whom the ancients, we know 
(Among other odd whims of those comical bo- 
dies,) 

Adorn’d with somniferous poppies to show 
Thou wert always a true Country-gentleman’s 
Goddess ! 

Behold, in his best shooting-jacket, before thee, 

An eloquent ’Squire, who most humbly beseeches, 

Great Queen of Mark-lane (if the thing does n’t bore 
thee,) 

Thou ’It read o’er the last of his — ^never-last 
speeches. 

Ah ’. Ceres, thou know’st not the slander and scorn 
Now heap’d upon England’s ’Squirearchy so boast- 
ed; 

Improving on Hunt’s scheme, instead of the Corn, 

’T is now the Corn-growers, alas ! that are roasted ! 

In speeches, in books, in all shapes they attack us— 
Reviewers, economists — fellows, no doubt, 

That you, my dear Ceres, and Venus, and Bacchus, 
And Gods of high fashion, know little about. 

There’s B-nth-m, whose English is all his own 
making, — 

Who thinks just as little of settling a nation 

As he would of smoking his pipe, or of taking 
(What he, himself, calls) his “ post-prandial vibra® 
tion.”^ 

There are two Mr. M — -s, too, whom those that like 
reading 

Through all that’s unreadable, call very clever ; — 

And, whereas M Senior makes war on good 

breeding, 

M Junior makes war on all breeding whatever! 

In short, my dear Goddess, Old England ’s divided 
Between ultra blockheads and superfine sages ; — 

With which of these classes we, landlords, have sided, 
Thou’lt find in my Speech, if thou’lt read a few 
pages 

For therein I ve prov’d, to my own satisfaction, 

And that of all ’Squires I’ve the honour of meeting, 

That ’t is the most senseless and foul-mouth’d detrac- 
tion.' 

To say that poor people are found of cheap eating 


1 The venerable Jeremy’s phrase for his after-dinner 
walk. ■ 


miscellaneous poems.. 
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On. the contrary, such the chaste notions of food 
That dwell in each pale manufacturer’s heart. 

They would scorn any law, be it ever so good, 

That would make thee, dear Goddess, less dear 
than thou art ! 

And, oh ! for Monopoly what a blest day. 

When the Land and the Silk shall, in fond combi- 
nation, 

(Like Sulhj and Silhj, that pair in the play,) 

Cry out, with one voice, for High Rents and Star- 
vation!^ 

Long life to the Minister !— no matter who, 

Oi how dull he may be, if, with dignified spirit, he 

Keeps the ports shut — and the people’s mouths, too. 
We shall all have a long run of Freddy’s prosperity. 

As for myself, who’ve, like Hannibal, sworn 
To hate the whole crew who would take our rents; 
from us, I 

Had England but One to stand by thee, Dear Corn, 
That last honest Uni-corn“ would be— Sir Th s ! 


DIALOGUE BETWEEN A SOVEREIGN AND 
A ONE POUND NOTE. 

“ 0 ego non felix, quam tu fugis, ut pavet acres 
Agiia iupos, capreJEque leones.”*— 

Said a Sovereign to a Note, 

In the pocket of my coat, 

Where they met, in a neat purse of leather, 

“ How happens it, I prithee, 

That though I’m wedded with thee, 

Fair Pound, we can never live together ? 

“ Like your sex, fond of change, 

With silver you can range, 

And of lots of young sixpences be mother; 

While with me— on my word, 

Not my Lady and my Lord 
OfW ^th see so little of each other!” 

The indignant Note replied 
(Lying crumpled by his side,) 

“ Shame, shame, it is yourself that roam, Sir- 
One cannot look askance. 

But, whip ! you’re off to France, 

Leaving nothing but old rags at home, Sir. 

“ Your scampering began 
From the moment Parson Van, 

Poor man, made us one in Love’s fetter, 

* For better or for worse’ 

Is the usual marriage curse : 

But ours is all ‘ worse* and no ‘ better.’ 


1 “ Road to Ruin.” 

Dicta Fames Cereris (quamvis contraria semper 
Illius est open) peragit.---Omd, 

2 This is meant not so much for a pun, as in allusion to' 
the natural history of the unicorn, which is supposed to be 
something between the Bos and the Asinus, and, as Rees’s 
Cyclopffldia tells us, has a particular liking for any thing 
enagte. 


“In vain are laws pass’d, 

There ’s nothing holds y ou fast, 

Though you know, sweet Sovereign, I adore you— 
At the smallest hint in life, 

You forsake your lawful wife. 

As other Sovereigns did before you. 

“ I flirt with Silver, true — 

But what can ladies do, 

When disown’d by their natural protectors ? 

An d as to falsehood, stuff ! 

I shall soon be false enough, 

When I get among those wicked Bank Directors 

The Sovereign, smiling on her, 

Now swore, upon his honour. 

To be henceforth domestic and loyal ; 

But, within an hour or two, 

"Why — I sold him to a Jew, 

Ajid he ’s now at No. 10, Palais Royal. 


AN EXPOSTULATION TO LORD KING. 

“ Quem das finem, Rex magne, laborumT’— 

How can you, my Lord, thus delight to torment all^ 
The Peers of the realm about cheapening their 
corn,* 

When you know, if one hasn’t a very high rental, 

’T is hardly worth while being very high born 1 

Why bore them so rudely, each night of your life, 

On a question, my Lord, there ’s so much to abhor 
in ? 

A question— like asking one, “How is your wife?” — 
At once so confounded domestic and foreign. 

As to weavers, no matter how poorly they feast, 

But Peers, and such animals fed up for show, 

(Like the well-physick’d elephant, lately deceased,) 
Take a wonderful quantum of cramming, you know. 

You might see, my dear Baron, how bored and dis- 
trest 

Were their high noble hearts by your merciless tale, 
When the force of the agony wrung e’en a jest 
From the frugal Scotch wit of my Lord d— le 

Bright Peer! to whom Nature and Berwickshire gave 
A humour, endow’d with eflects. so provoking, 
That, when the whole House looks unusually grave, 
You may always conclude that Lord L— d— le’s 
joking! 

And then, those unfortunate weavers of Perth — 

Not to know the vast difference Providence dooms 
Between weavers of Perth and Peers of high birth, 
’Twixt those who have i^etV-looms, and those 
who’ve but looms ! 


1 See the proceedings of the Lords, Wednesday, March 1 
when Lord King was severely reproved by several of the 
noble Peers, for making so many speeches against the Corn 
Laws. 

2 This noble Earl said, that “when be beard the petition 
came from ladies’ bootand shoe-makers, he drought it must 
bo against ‘the corns which they inflicted on the fair sex 
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To talk now of starving, as great At — said — ' 

(And the nobles all cheer’d, and the bishops all 
wonder’d) 

When, some years ago, he and others had fed 
Of these same hungry devils about fifteen hundred ! 

It follows from hence — and the Duke’s very words 
Should be publish’d wherever poor rogues of this 
craft are, 

That weavers, once rescued from starving by Lords, 
Are bound to be starved by said Lords ever after, j 

When Rome was uproarious, her Imowing patricians 
Made “ Bread and the Circus” a cure for each tow ; 

But not so the plan of our noble physicians, 

“ No Bread and the Tread-mill ’s” the regimen now. 

So cease, my dear Baron of Ockham, your prose, 

As I shall my poetry — neither convinces ; 

And all we have spoken and written but shows, 
When you tread on a nobleman’s com,® how he 
winces. 


MORAL POSITIONS. 

A DREAM. 

** HIs Lordship said that it took a long time for a moral 

position to find its way across the Atlantic. He was sorry 

that its voyage had been so long,” etc. — Speech of Lord 

Dudley and Ward on Colonial Slavery<t March 8. 

T’other night, after hearing Lord Dudley’s oration 
(A treat that comes once in the year, as May-day 
does,) 

I dreamt that I saw— what a strange operation ! 

A “ moral position” shipp’d off for Barbadoes. 

The whole Bench of Bishops stood by, in grave atti- 
tudes, 

Packing the article tidy and neat ;■ — 

As their Rev’rences know, that in southerly latitudes 
“Moral positions” don’t keep very sweet. 

There was B — ^th — st arranging the custom-house] 
pass; I 

And, to guard the frail package from tousing and 
routing, 

There stood my Lord Eld— n, endorsing it “ Glass,” 
Though— as to which side should lie uppermost — 
doubting. 

The freight was, however, stow’d safe in the hold ; 
The winds were polite, and the moon look’d ro- 
mantic, 

While off in the good ship “the TrttiA” we were 
roH’d, 

With our ctliical cargo, across the Atlantic. 


1 The Duke of Athol said, that “at a former period, when 
these weavers were in great distress, the landed interest of 
Perth had supported 1,500 of them. It was a poor return 
for these very men now to petition against the persons who 
had fed them.” 

2 An imiwovement, we flatter ourselves, on Lord L’s, joke. 


Long, dolefully long, seem’d the voyage we made 
For, “ the Truth''' at all times but a very slow sailer 

By friends, near as much as by foes, is delay’d, 

And few come aboard her, though so many hail 
her. 

At length, safe arrived, I went through “tare and 
tret”— 

Deliver’d my goods in the primest condition— 

And next morning read, in the Bridgetown Gazette^ 
“Just arrived, by ‘ the Truths* a new Moral Position ; 

“The Captain” ^here, startled to find myself named 

As “ the Captain” (a thing which, I own it with 
pain, 

I, through life, have avoided,) I woke— look’d 
asham’d — 

Found I wasn't a Captain, and dozed off again. 


MEMORABILIA OF LAST WEEK. 

MONDAY, MARCH 13 . 

The Budget — quite charming and witty — no hearing, 
For plaudits and laughs, the good things that were 
in it ; — 

Great comfort to find, though the Speech is n’t cheer^ 
ing, 

That all its gay auditors were, every minute. 

What, still more prosperity ! — mercy upon us, 

“This boy ’ll be the death of me” — oft as, already 
Such smooth Budgeteers have genteelly undone us, 
For Ruin made easy there ’s no one like Freddy. 

TUESDAY. 

Much grave apprehension express’d by the Peers, 
Lest— as in the times of the PeachuM and Lock 
itts — 

The large stock of gold we ’re to have in three year®, 
Should all find its way into highwaymea’s pockets P 

A Petition presented (well-timed, after this) 
Throwing out a sly hint to Grandees, who are 
hurl’d 

In their coaches about, that ’t would not be amiss 
If they’d just thro w a little more light on the world ^ 

A plan for transporting half Ireland to Canada,® 
Which (briefly the clever transaction to state) is 
Forcing John Bull to pay high for what, any day, 

— ^rb — ry, bless the old wag, would do gratis. 

Keeping always (said Mr. Sub. Horton) in mind, 
That while we thus draw off the claims on pota 
toes, 

We make it a point that the Pats, left behind, 

Should get no new claimants to fill the hiatus.^ 


1 “ Another objection to a metallic currency was, that it 
produced a greater number of highway robberies.”— 

in the Lords. 

2 Mr. Eatcoort presented a petition, praying that all per- 
sons should bo coruipelled to have lamps in their carriages. 

3 Mr. W. Horton’s motion on Uie subject of Errwgration. 

4 “The money expended in transporting the Irish ic 
Canada would be' judiciously laid out, provided measures 
were taken to prevent the gap they left in the populauon 
from being filled up again. Oovernrnent had always made 
I that a condition.'' — Mr. W. Horton’s speech. 
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Sub. Horton then read a long letter, just conae 
I yrom the Canada Paddies, to say tliat these elves 

I Have already grown “prosp’rous” — -as we are, at 
home— - 

And have e’en got “ a surplus,” poor devils, like 
ourselves!* 

WEDNESDAY 

Ijittle doing — for sacred, oh Wednesday, thou art. 

To the seven o’clock joys of full many a table, — 
When the Memhen all meet, to make much of the 
I P^*"*^* 

With which they so rashly fell out, in the Fable. 

It appear’d, though, to-night, that— as churchwar- 
j dens, yearly, 

1 Eat up a small baby — those cormorant sinners, 

The Bankrupt-Commissioners, IgU very nearly 
A moderate-sized bankrupt, tovi chaud^ for their 
dinners!^ i 

j Nota hene — a rumour to-day, in the city, I 

t “Mr. E-b-ns-n just has resign’d” — what a pity! ; 

The Bulls and the Bears all fell a sobbing, 

When they heard of the fate of poor Cock JRoSzn, 
While thus, to the nursery-tune, so pretty, 

A murmuring StocA-dove breathed her ditty ; — 

Alas, poor Rohin, he crow’d as long 
And as sweet as a prosperous Cock could crow : 
But bis note was STndl, and the ^oZd-finch’s song 
Was a pitch too high for poor Robin to go. 

Who ’ll make his shroud ? 

I,” said the Bank, “ though he play’d me a prank, 
While I have a rag poor i2o5 shall be roll’d in ’t ; 

I With many a pound I ’ll paper him round, 

Like a plump rouleau— 'wit/iowi the gold in ’t.” 

I ■ !# Sit Jj! ■ Si: sK . ' Sd 


[ A HYMN OF WELCOME AFTER THE 

I RECESS. 

I “ Animas sapientiores fieri quiescendo.” 

And now — cross-buns and pancakes o’er — 

« Hail, Lords and Gentlemen, once more ! 

I Thrice hail and welcome, Houses Twain ! 

I The short eclipse of April-clay 

; Having (God grant it !) pass’d away, 

Collective Wisdom, shine again ! 

Come, Ayes and Noes, through thick and thin, 
With Paddy PI — mes for whipper-in ; 

Whate’er tlie job, prepared to back it ; 

I Come, voters of Supplies — ^bestowerg 

f Of jackets upon trumpet-blowers, 

At eighty mortal pounds the jacket!* 

\ 


1 “The hon. gentleman then read a letter, which men- 
tioned the prosperous condition of the writer; that he had: 
on hand a considerable surplus of corn,” etc. i 

_2 Mr, Abercromby’s statement of the enormous tavern; 
bills of the Commissioners! of Bankrupts. ! 

3 An item of expense which Mr. Hume in vain endea- 
voured to get rid of trumpeters, like the men of All-tSouIs, 
mustbe “ 
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Come — ^free, at length, from Joint-Stock cares— 
Ye Senators of many Shares, 

Whose dreams of premium knew no bound’ry i 
So fond of aught like Gompnny, 

That you would e’en have taken tea 
(Had you been ask’d) with Mr, Goundry 1* 

Come, matchless country-gentlemen ; 

Come — wise Sir Thomas — wisest then 
When creeds and corn-laws are debated ! 

Come, rival e’en the Harlot Red, 

And show how wholly into bread 
A ’Squire is transubstantiated. 

Come, L e, and tell the world, 

That — surely as thy scratch is curl’d. 

As never scratch was curl’d before— 

Cheap eating does more harm than good, 

And working-people, spoil’d by food, 

The less they eat, will work the more. 

Come, G — ^lb~ra, with thy glib defence 
(Which thou ’dst have made for Peter’s Pence) 
Of Church-Rates, worthy of a halter;— 

Two pipes of port (old port ’twas said, 

By honest Netvport) bought and paid 
By Papists for the Orange Altar ! * 

Come, H-rt-n, with thy plan so merry, 

For peopling Canada from Kerry — 

Not so much rendering Ireland quiet, 

As grafting on the dull Canadians 
That liveliest of earth’s contagions, 

The SwlZ-pock of Hibernian riot ! 

Come all, in short, ye wond'rous men 
Of wit and wisdom, come again ; 

Though short your absence, all deplore it— 

Oh, come and show, whate’er men say, 

That you can, after April-Day, 

Be just as — ^sapient as hefore it. 


ALL IN THE FAMILY WAY. 

A NEW PASTORAL BALLAD, 

(Sung in the character of Britannia.) 

“The Public Debt was due from ourselves to ourselvei, 
and resolved itself into a Family Account.”— Robm't 
PeeVs Letter. 

Tune — My hanks are allfurnisKd with hees. 

My banks are all furnish’d with rags, 

So thick — even Fred cannot thin ’em ! 

I’ve torn up my old money-bags, 

Having nothing, worth while, to put in ’em. 
My tradesmen are smashing by dozens, 

But this is all nothing, they say ; 


1 The gentlenian lately before the public, who kept hia 
Jbittt-Stock Tea Company all to himself, singing “ Te so^ 
tun ador&J^ 

2 This charge of two pipes of port for the sacramental 
wine is a precious specimen of the sort of rates levied upon 
their Catholic fellow-parishioners by the Irish Protestants 

“ The thirst that from the soul doth rise 
Doth ask a drink divine.” 
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For bankrupts, since Adam, are cousins, 

So it ’s all in the family way. 

My Debt not a penny takes from me. 

As sages the matter explain ; — 

Bob owes it to Tom, and then Tommy 
Just owes it to Bob back again 

Since all have thus taken to owing. 

There ’s nobody left that can pay ,* 

And this is the way to keep going, 

All quite in the family way. 

My senators vote away millions, 

To put in Prosperity’s budget ; 

And though it were billions or trillions. 

The generous rogues would n’t grudge it. 

’Tis all but a family hop, 

’T was Pitt began dancing the hay ; 

Hands round !— why the deuce should we stop? 
’T is all in the family way. 

My labourers used to eat mutton, 

As any great man of the state does ; 

And now the poor devils are put on 
Small rations of tea and potatoes. 

But cheer up, John, Sawney, and Paddy, 

The King is your father, they say ; 

So, ev’n if you starve for your daddy, 

’Tis all in the family way. 

My rich manufacturers tumble, 

My poor ones have little to chew ; 

And, ev’n if themselves do not grumble, 

Their stomachs undoubtedly do. 

But coolly to fast enfamiUe 
Is as good for the soul as to pray ; 

And famine itself is genteel, 

When one starves in a family way. 

I have found out a secret for Freddy, 

A secret for next Budget-day ; 

Though, perhaps, he may know it already ; 

As he, too, ’s a sage in his way. 

When next for the Treasury scene he 
Announces “the Devil to pay,” 

Let him write on the bills — “ Nata hene, 

’T is all in the family way.” 


THE CANONIZATION OF ST.B-TT-RW-RTH. 

A Christian of the best edition.” — Rahelais. 

Canonize him !— yea, verily, we ’ll canonize him ; 

Though Cant is his hobby, and meddling his bliss, 
Though sages may pity and wits may despise him, 
He ’ll ne’er make a Ut the worse Saint for all this. 

Descend, all ye spirits that ever yet spread 
The dominion of Humbug o’er land and o’er sea, 
Descend on our B-tt-rw-rth’s biblical head, 
Thrice-Great, BihliopoUst, Saint, and Mi P, 

Come, shade of Joanna, come down from thy sphere, 
And bring little Shiloh-— if ’t is n’t too far— 

Such a sight wiU to B-tt-rw-rth’s bosom be dear, 

Hu conceptions and ihxm being much on a par. 


Nor blush, Saint Joanna, once more to behold 
A world thou hast honour’d by cheating so many 
Thou ’It find still among us one Personage old, 

Who also by tricks and the Seals'^ makes a penny. 

Thou, too, of the Shakers, divine Mother Lee 
Thy smiles to beatified B-tt-rw-rth deign ; 

Two “ lights of the Gentiles” are thou, Anne, and he, 
One hallowing Fleet-street, and f other Toad-lane P 

The heathen, we know, made their gods out of wood, 
And saints too, are framed of as handy mate- 
rials ; — 

Old women and B-tt-rw-rths make just as good 
As any the Pope ever hook'd, as Ethereals. 

Stand forth, Man of Bibles — not Mahomet’s pigeon, 
When, perch’d on the Koran, he dropp’d there, 
they say, 

Strong marks of his faith, ever shed o’er religion 
Such glory as B-tt-rw-rth sheds every day. 

Great Galen of souls, with what vigour he crams 
Down Erin’s idolatrous throats, till they crack 
again, 

Bolus on bolus, good man ! — and then damns 
Both their stomachs and souls, if they dare cast 
them back again. 

Ah, well might his shop— as a type representing 
The creed of himself and his sanctified clan— 

On its counter exhibit “ the Art of Tormenting,” 
Bound neatly, and letter’d “Whole Duty of Man 

As to politics— t/iere, too, so strong his digestion, 
Having leam’d from the law-books, by which he’g 
surrounded, 

To cull all that ’s worst on all sides of the question, 
His black dose of politics thus is compounded— 

The rinsing of any old Tory’s dull noddle, 

Made radical-hot, and then mix’d with some grains 
Of that gritty Scotch gabble, that virulent twaddle, 
Which Murray’s New Series of Blackwood con* 
tains. 

Canonize him ! — by Judas, we wiU canonize him ; 

For Cant is his hobby and twaddling his bliss. 

And, though wise men may pity and wits may des 
pise him, 

He ’ll make but the better shop-saint for all this. 

Call quickly together the whole tribe of Canters, 
Convoke all the serious Tag-rag of the nation ; 
Bring Shakers and Snufflers and Jumpers and Rant- 
ers, 

To witness their B-tt-rw-rth’s Canonization ! 

Yea, humbly I ’ve ventured his merits to paint, 

Yea, feebly have tried all his gifts to portray ; 

1 A great part of the income of Joanna Southcott aros® 
from the Seals of the Lord’s protection which sho sold to 
her followers. 

2 Mrs. Ann Lee, the “chosen vessel” of the Shakers, and 
“Mother of all the children of regeneration.” 

3 Toad-lane in Manchester, where Mother Lee was born. 
Inker “Address to Yonng Believers,” she says, that “it is 
a matter of no importance with them from whence tho 
means of their deliverance come, whether from a stable in 
JBathlehem, or from Toad-lane, Manchester ” 
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And they form a sum-total for making a saint, 

That the Devil’s own Advocate could not gainsay. 

lump high, all ye Jumpers ! ye Ranters, all roar ! 
While B-tt-rw-rth’s spirit, sublimed from yourj 
eyes, 

Like a kite made of fools-cap, in glory shall soar, i 
With a long tail of rubbish behind, to the skies ! 


1 NEW CREATION OF PEERS. 

I BATCH THE FIRST. 

I “ His ’prentice han’ 

He tried on man, 

And then he made the lasses.” 

**And now,” quoth the Minister (eased of his panics, 
And ripe for each pastime the summer affords,) 

« Having had our full swing at destroying me- 
chanics, 

' By way of set-off^ let us make a few Lords. 

“’Tis pleasant — ^while nothing but mercantile frac- 
tures, 

Some simple, some compound, is dinn’d in our 
ears — , 

To think that, though robb’d of all coarse manufac- 
tures, 

We still keep our fine manufacture of Peers ; — 

'“Tliose GoSeZm productions, which Kings take a pride 
In engrossing the whole fabrication and trade of 5 
Choice tapestry things, very grand on one side, 

, But showing, on t’ other, what rags they are made 

of.” 

The plan being fix’d, raw material was sought, 

No matter how middling, so Tory the creed be ; 
And first — to begin with— Squire W-rt-y, ’t was 
i thought, 

For a Lord was as raw a material as need be, 

Next came, with his pmcliant for painting and pelf, 
The tasteful Sir Ch-rl-s, so renow n’d, far and near, 
For purchasing pictures, and selling himself, — 

And hoth (as the public well knows) very dear. 

( Beside him comes L — c-st-r, with equal eclat, in ; — 
Stand forth, chosen pair, w*hile for titles we mea- 
sure ye; 

1 Berth connoisseur baronets, both fond of drawing, 

I Sir John, after nature. Sir Charles, on the Treasury. 

i But, bless us !— behold a new candidate come— 

In his hand he upholds a prescription, new written ; 
He poiseth a pill-box ’t wixt finger and thumb, 

As he asketh a seat ’mong tlm Peers of Great Bri- 
tain! 

it forijia it,” cried Jenky, “ ye Viscounts, yeEarls ! — 
Oh Rank, how thy glories would fall disenchanted, 
If coronets glisten’d with pills ’stead of pearls, 

And the strawberry-leaves were by rhubarb sup- 
plantedl 

i ask it not, ask it not, dear Doctor H-lf-rd— , 

j If nought but a Peerage can gladden thy life, 


And if young Master H-if-rd as yet is too small for ’t, ■ ; 

Sweet Doctor, we ’ll make a she Peer of thy wife. ' i 

Next to bearing a coronet on our otim brows I fj 

Is to bask in its light from the brows of another; I! p 

And grandeur o’er thee shall reflect from thy spouse, 

As o’er Yesey Fitzgerald ’twill shine through his ■ 

mother.”* | 

Thus ended the First Batch — and Jenky, much tired* j 

(It being no joke to make Lords by the heap,) 

Took a large dram of ether — the same that inspired 
His speech against Papists — and prosed off* to sleep. 


CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY. 

UTRUM HORUM.— A CAMBRIDGE BALLAD. 

“ I authorized my Committee to taae the step which they 
did, of proposing a fair comparison of strength, upon the 
understanding that whichever of the two should pro ve to be 
the weakest, should give way to the other . — Extract from 
Mr. W. J. B anker'* s Letter to Mr. Goulburn. 

/isv owJ’ rtXXog, ASEaxOi tf’sysvovTo.” 

Theocritus 

, B-nkes is weak, and G— Ib-rn too, 

No one e’er the fact denied : — 

! Which is “ of the two, 

Cambridge can alone decide. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray, 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

G—lb~m of the Pope afraid is, 

B-nkes, as much afraid as he ; 

Never yet did two old ladies 
On this point so well agree. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray, 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

Each a different mode pursues, 

Each the same conclusion reaches ; 

B-nkes is foolish in Reviews, 

G — Ib-rn, foolish in his speeches. , 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray, 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

Each a different foe doth damn, 

When his own affairs have gone ill; 

B-nkes he damneth Buckingham, 

(J — ^Ib-rn damneth Dan O’Connel. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray, 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

B-nkes, accustom’d much to roam, 

Plays with truth, a traveller’s pranks ; 

G— Ib-rn, though he stays at home. 

Travels thus as much as E-nkes. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray. 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

Once, we know, a horse’s neigh 
Fix’d the election to a throne ; 


1 Among the persone mentioned as likely to be raised to 
the Peerage ate the mother of Mr, Vesey Fitzgerald, occ 
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So, which ever first shall hray, 

Choose him, Cambridge, for thy own. 
Choose him, choose him by his bray, 
Thus elect him, Cambridge, pray. 


LINES WRITTEN IN ST. STEPHEN’S CHA- 
PEL, AFTER THE DISSOLUTION. 

BY A MEMBER Or THE UPPER BENCHES. 

The King’s speech toll’d the Commons’ knell. 
The House is clear’d, the chair vacated, 

And gloom and loneliness now dwell 
Where Britain’s wise men congregated. 

The gallery is dark and lone, 

No longer throng’d with curious folk, 

Happy to pay their good half-crown 
To hear bad speeches badly spoke. 

The Treasury seats no placemen show, 

Clear’d is each Opposition bench ; 

And even never-ending Joe 
No longer cries — Retrench ! retrench 

Fred. R-b-ns-n no more his skill 
Employs in weaving speeches fair, 

The country gentlemen to fill 
With piomises as thin as air. 

Dick M-rt-n now no plan proposes 
To aid the brute part of the nation. 

While Members cough and blow their noses, 

To drown his most humane oration. 

Good Mr. B — gd~n where art thou. 

Most worthy C — rm-n of C-mm — ^tees ? 

To strip one laurel from thy brow 
Would surely be a thousand pities. 

■*T was a good joke, forsooth, to think 
Thou shouldst give up thy honest winnings. 
And thereby own that thou didst wink, 

Pure soul ! at other people’s sinnings.* 

Where’s H— s, corruption’s ready hack, 

Who life and credit both consumes 
In whipping in the Treasury pack, 

And jobbing in committee-rooms?’ 

I look around— no well-known face 
Along the benches meets my eye— 

No Member “ rises in his place,” 

For all have other fish to fry. 

Not one is left of K — s and sages, 

Who lately sat debating here 5 


1 “ Really the TIon. Member for M e should take a 

Jittlo breath ; his objections are most unfair; and, what is 
worse, they are never- ending '. — See the Ch-n — ^Il-r of the 
Ex— q — r’s speech in reply to Mr. H — e, Feb. 23, 1826. 

2 “Mr. B— gd-n said ho certainly should not refund the 
money, because, by so doing, he should convict himself 
See the Report of a Meeting of tlie Proprietors of the Arig- 1 
na Mining Company. 

3 The bare-faced system of voting at private bill commit- 
tees, without having heard an iota of evidence for oragainst, 
forms a distinguished feature in the history of the late pat- 
U&ment. 


The crowded hustings now engages 
Their every hope and every fear. 

Electors, rally to the poll, 

And L — d J — n R-ss-ll never heed : 

Let gold alone your choice control, 

The best man ’s he who best can bleedl.”* 

But if, too timid, you delay, 

(By Bribery Statute held in awe,) 

Fear not — there is a ready way 
To serve yourself and cheat the law. 

In times like these, when things are high, 

And candidates must be well fed, 

Your cabbages they ’ll freely buy, 

Kind souls t at two pounds ten a-head.® 

Thus may we hope for many a law, 

And many a measure most discreet, 

When— pure as even the last we saw— 

Britain’s new Parliament shall meet. 

Then haste, ye Candidates, and strive 
An M. P. to your names to tack ; 

And — after July twenty-five — ’ 

Collective wisdom — ^welcome back ! 

COPY OF AN INTERCEPTED DESPATCH. 

FROM HIS EXCELLENCY DON STREPITOSO DIABOL<% 
ENVOY EXTRAORDINARY TO HIS SATANIC MAJESTY 
St James'^ s-Streef^ July 1. 
Great Sir, having just had the good luck to catch 
An official young Demon, preparing to go, 

Ready booted and spurr’d, with a black-leg despatchg 
From the Hell here, at Cr-ckf-rd’s, to our Hell 
below — 

I write these few lines to your Highness Satanic, 

To say that, first having obey’d your directions, 
And done all the mischief I could in “ the Panic,” 
My next special care was to help the Elections. 

Well knowing how dear were those times to thy soul, 
When every good Christian tormented his brother 
And caused, in thy realm, such a saving of coal, 
From their all coming down, ready grill’d by each 
other; 

Remembering, besides, how it pain’d thee to part 
With the old Penal Code,— that dkef-d’muvre of 
Law, 

In which (though to own it too modest thou art) 

We could plainly perceive the fine touch of thy 
claw ; 

I thought, as we ne’er can those good times revive 
(Though Eld-n, with help from your Highness 
would try) 


1 A maxim which has been pretty well acted on in the 
present elections. 

2 “ During the election at Sudbury, four cabbages sold 

for 101. and a plate of gooseberries fetched 251. the sellers, 
where these articles were so scarce, being voters.” — Se® 
Tiie Times of Friday, June 20. • 

3 The day on which the writs are returnable, and the new 
; parliament is to meet pro forma. 
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T would still keep a taste for Hell’s music alive, 

Could we get up a thund’ring No-Popery cry 

That yell which, when chorus’d by laics and clerics, 
So like is to ours, in its spirit and tone, 

That I often nigh laugh myself into hysterics, 

To think that Religion should make it her own. 

So, having sent down for the original notes 
Of the chorus, as sung by your Majesty’s choir, 

With a few pints of lava, to gargle the throats 
Of myself and some others, who sing it with 
fire,”* 

Though I “if the Marseillois Hymn could command 
Such audience, though yell’d by a Sans-culotte 
crew, 

What wonders shall we do, who ’ve men in our band, 
That not only wear breeches, but petticoats too.” 

Such then were my hopes ; but, with sorrow, your 
Highness, 

I’m forced to confess— be the cause what it will, 
Whether fewness of voices, or hoarseness, or shy- 
ness, — 

Our Beelzebub Chorus has gone off but ill. 

The truth is, no placeman now knows his right key, 
The Treasury pitch-pipe of late is so various ; 

And certain base voices, that look’d for a fee 
At the York music-meeting, now think it precarious. 

Even some of our Reverends might have been war- 
mer — 

But one or two capital roarers we’ve had ; 

Doctor Wise® is, for instance, a charming performer, 
And Huntingdon Maberly’s yell was not bad. 

Altogether, however, the thing was not hearty 
Even Eld-n allows we got on but so so ; 

And, when next we attempt a No-Popery party, 

We must, please your Highness, recruit /rom below. 

But, hark, the young Black-leg is cracking his whip— 
Excuse me, Great Sir— there ’s no time to be 
civil ; — 

The next opportunity shan’t be let slip, 

But, till then, 

I’m, in haste, your most dutiful 

DEVIL. 


MR. ROGER DODSWORTH. 

TO THE EDITOR OP THE TIMES. 

Sir,— Living in a remote part of Scotland, and 
'having but Just heard of the wonderful resurrection 
t)f Mr. Roger Dods worth from under an amlanclw, 
where he had remained, 6icw/mjpjpe, it seems, for the 
last 166 years, I hasten to impart to you a few re- 
fiections on the subject. 

Yours, etc. i 

LAUDATOR TEMPORIS ACT! ' 

What a lucky turn-up !— just as Eld-n’ s withdrawing, 
To find thus a gentleman, frozen in the year 

1 Cm fuom-^z. music-book direction. 

S This reverend gentleman distinguished himself at the 
Beading election. 


Sixteen hundred and sixty, who only wants thawing 
To serve for (mr times quite as well as the Peer;— 

To bring thus to light, not the wisdom alone , 

Of our ancestors, such as we find it on shelves. 
But, in perfect condition, full-wigg’d and fuU-grown, 
To shovel up one of those wise bucks themselves 1 

Oh thaw Mr. Dodsworth and send him safe home,-— 
Let him learn nothing useful or new on the way ; 
With his wisdom kept snug, from the light let him 
come, 

And our Tories will hail him with “Hear” and 
“Hurra!” 

What a God-send to them— a good— obsolete man, 
Who has never of Locke or Voltaire been a 
reader ; — 

Oh thaw Mr. Dodsworth, as fast as you can, 

And the L-nsd-les and Pl-rtf-rds shall chusehim for 
leader. 

Yes, sleeper of ages, thou shall be their Chosen ; 

And deeply with thee will they sorrow, good men, 
To think that all Europe has, since thou wert frozen, 
So alter’d, thou hardly canst know it again. 

And Eld-n will weep o’er each sad innovation 
Such oceans of tears, thou wilt fancy that he 
Has been also laid up in a long congelation, 

And is only now thawing, dear Roger, like thee 


THE MILLENNIUM. 

SUGGESTED BY THE LATE WORK OF THE REVEREND 
MR. IRV-NG “ O-N PROPHECY.” 

A Millennium at hand !— I’m delighted to hear it— 
As mattera, both public and private, now go, 

With multitudes round us all starving, or near it, 

A good rich Millennium will come a jjfojpos. 

Only think, Master Fred, what delight to behold, 
Instead of thy bankrupt old City of Rags, 

A bran-new Jerusalem, built all of gold, 

Sound bullion throughout, from the roof to the 
flags— 

A city, where wine and cheap com* shall abound,— 
A celestial Cocaigne, on whose buttery shelves 
We may swear the best things of this world will *1)0 
found, 

As your saints seldom fail to take care of them- 
selves 1 

Thanks, reverend expounder of raptures elysian,® 
Divine Squintifobus, who, placed within reach 
Of two opposite worlds, by a twist of your vision 
Can cast, at the same time, a sly look at each ; — 

Thanks, thanlts for the hope thou hast given us, that 
we'. 

May, even in our own times, a j ubilee share, 
Which so long has been promised by prophets like 
, :thee, ■ 

I And so often has fail’d, we began to despair. 


J V A measure of wheat for a penny, and three measure# 
of barley for a penny.”— c. 6. 

2 See the oration of this reverend gentleman, where be 
tlescribeB , the connubial joys of paradi-so, and paints tb« 
j angftls hovering around “each happy fair.” 
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Was Whiston,* who learnedly took Prince 
Eugene 

Forthe man who must bring the Millennium about ; 
There ’s Faber, whose pious predictions have been 
All belied, ere his book’s first edition was out; — 

There was Counsellor Dobbs, too, an Irish M. P., 
Who discoursed on the subject with signal echt, 
And, each day of bis life, sat expecting to see 
A Millennium break out in the town of Armagh 

There was also— but why should I burden my lay 
With your Brotherses, Southcotes, and names less 
deserving, 

When all past Millenniums henceforth must give way 
To the last new MiUennium of Orator Irv-ng. 

Go on, mighty man, — doom them all to the shelf— 
And, when next thou with Prophecy troublest thy 
sconce, 

Oh forget not, I pray thee, to prove that thyself 
Art the Beast (chapter 4) that sees nine ways at 
once ! 


THE THREE DOCTORS. 

Doctorihus IjEtanaur tribus. 

Though many great Doctors there be, 
There are three that all Doctors o’ertop, — 

Dr. Eady, that famous M. D. 

Dr, S— they, and dear Doctor Slop. 

The purger — the proser — ^the bard— 

All quacks in a different style ; 

Dr. S — they writes books by the yard. 

Dr. Eady writes puffs by the mile ! 

Dr. Slop, in no merit outdone 
By his scribbling or physicking brother. 

Can dose us with stuff like the one. 

Ay, and us with stuff like the other. 

Dr. Eady good company keeps 
With “No Popery” scribes on the walls ; 

Dr. S— they as gloriously sleeps 
With “ No Popery” scribes, on the stalls. 

Dr. Slop, upon subjects divine. 

Such bedlamite slaver lets drop. 

That, if Eady should take the mad line, 
He’ll be sure of a patient in Slop. 

Seven millions of Papists, no less. 

Dr. S — ^they attacks, like a Turk f 


t When Whistoa presented to Prince Eugene the Essay 
in whicli he attempted to connect his victories over the 
Turks with revelation, the Prince is said to have replied that 
“ he was not aware he had ever had the honour of being 
kiwwn to St. John.” 

2 Mr. Dobbs was a Member of the Irish Parliament, and, 
on all other subjects but the Millenniutn, a very sensible per- 
son. He chose Armagh as the scene of the Millennium, on 
account of the name Armageddon, mentioned in Kevelation ! 

3 This Seraphic Doctor, in the preface to his last work 
(Vindicitjet Ecclesias ^ng-licanm^) is pleased to anathema- 
lisee not only all Catholics, but all advocates of Catholics : — 

They have for their immediate allies (he says) every fac- 
tion that is banded against the State, every demagogue, 
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Dr. Eady, less bold, I confess, 

Attacks but his maid of all work.® 

Dr. S — they, for Im grand attack, 

Both a laureate and senator is ; 

While poor Dr. Eady, alack, 

Has been had up to Bow-street, for his ! 

And truly, the law does so blunder, 

That, though little blood has been spilt, he 

May probably suffer as, under 
The Chalking Act, knoum to be guilty. 

So much for the merits sublime 
(With whose catalogue ne’er should I stop) 

Of the three greatest lights of our time, 
Doctor Eady and S — they and Slop ! 

Should you ask me, to which of the three 
Great Doctors the preference should fall, 

As a matter of course, I agree 
Dr. Eady must go to the walk 

But, as S — ^they with laurels is crown’d, 

And Slop with a wig and a tail is. 

Let Eady’s bright temples be bound 
With a swinging “Corona Muralis!”^ 


EPITAPH ON A TUFT-HUNTER. 

Lament^ lament, Sir Isaac Heard, 

Put mourning round thy page, Debrett, 

For here lies one, who ne’er preferr’d 
A Viscount to a Marquis yet. 

Beside him place the God of Wit, 

Before him Beauty’s rosiest girls, 

Apollo for a star he’d quit, 

And Love’s own sister for an Ikud’s. 

Did niggard fate no peers afbr4i 
He took, of course, to peersi’ rek«>ns ; 

And, rather than not sport a lord, * ■' 

Put up with even the last creation#. - 

Even Irish names, could he but tag ’em 
With “ Lord” and “ Duke,” were sweet to ca!!% 

And, at a pinch, Lord Ballyraggum 
Was better than no Lord at all. 

Heaven grant him now some noble nook, 

For, rest his soul, he’d rather be 

Genteelly damn’d beside a Duke, 

Than saved in vulgar company. 


THE PETITION 

OP THE ORANGEMEN OP IRELAND. 

To the People of England, the humble Petition 
Of Ireland’s disconsolate Orangemen, showing- 

every irreligious and seditious jouriiiili^t, every open ai^l 
every insidious enemy to Monarchy and to Cbrikianity.” 

1 See the late accounts in the newspapers of the appear* 
nnce of this gentleman at one of the police-offices, in conse- 
quence of an alleged assault upon his ” maid of ail work.” 

2 A crown granted as a reward among the Romans to per* 
sons who performed any extraordinary exploits upon ■walls-^ 
such as scaling them, battering them, etc. No doubt, 
writing upon them, to the extent that Dr. Eady does, would 
equally establish a claim to the honour. 
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^hat sad, very sad, is our present condition ; — 

That our jobs are all gone, and our noble selves 
going ; 

That, forming one seventh — within a few fractions — 
Of Ireland’s seven millions of hot heads and hearts, 

We hold it the basest of all base transactions 
To keep us from murdering the other six parts ; — 

That, as to laws made for the good of the many, 

We humbly suggest there is nothing less true ; 

As all human laws (and our own, more than any) 
Are made hy and/or a particular few 

That much it delights every true Orange brother 
To see you, in England, such ardour evince, 

In discussing which sect most tormented the other, 
And burn’d with most gusto^ some hundred years 
since; — 

That we love to behold, while Old England grows 
faint, 

j Messrs. Southey and Butler near coming to blows, 

To decide whether Bunstan, that strong-bodied saint, 
Ever truly and really pull’d the devil’s nose ; 

Whether t’ other saint, Bominic, burnt the devil’s 
t paw— 

I Whether Edwy intrigued with Elgiva’s old mo- 

i ther — ^ ■ 

I And many such points, from which Southey doth 
j draw 

I Conclusions most apt for our hating each other. 

That ’t is very well known this devout Irish nation 
! Has now, for some ages gone happily on, 

Believing in two kinds of Substantiation, 

One party in Tran^, and the other in Con;^ 

That we, your petitioning Cons^ have, in right 
Of the said monosyllable, ravaged the lands, 

I And embezzled the goods, and annoy’d, day and 
night, 

Both the bodies and souls of the sticklers for 
Trans; 

That we trust to Peel, Eldon, and other such sages, 
For keeping us still in the same state of mind ; 

Pretty much as the world used to be in those ages, 
f When still smaller syllables madden’d mankind;— 

When the words ex and per® served as w'ell, to annoy 
One’s neighbours and friends with, as con and irans 
now; 

And Christians, like Southey, who stickled for oi, 
Cut the throats of all Christians, who stickled for 
■ ' ou.^^ 


j 1 To such important discussions as these the greater part 

of Dr. Southey’s Vindiciee Fxclesioi ^nglicana is devoted. 

. 2 Consubstantiation — the true reformed belief ; at least, 

I the belief of Luther, and, as Mosheim asserts, of Melanc- 

thon also. 

} 3 When John of Hagusa went to Constantinople (at the 

! time the dispute between “ ex” and “ per” w^as going on,) 

he found the Turks, we are told, “ laughing at the Chris- 
* tians for being divided by two such insignificant particles.” 

! 4 The Arian controversy. — Before that time, says Hooker, | 

“in order to be a sound believing Christian, men were uotl 
•curious what syllables or particles of speech they used.” J 

i ■ 
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That reljring on England, whose kindness already 
So often has help’d us to play the game o’er, 

We have got our red coats and our carabines ready 
And wait but the word to show sport, as before. 

That, as to the expense — ^the few millions, or. so, 
Which for all such diversions John Bull has to 
pay— 

’T is, at least, a great comfort to John Bull to know 
That to Orangemen’s pockets ’t will all find it® 
way. 

For which your petitioners ever will pray, 

etc. etc. etc. etc. etc. 


A VISION. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF CHRISTABEL 

“ Up I” said the Spirit, and, ere I could pray 
I One hasty orison whirl’d me away 
To a limbo, lying — I wist not where — 

Above or below, in earth or air ; 

All glimmering o’er with a doubtful light, 

One could n’t say whether ’t was day or night 
And crost by many a mazy track, 

One did n’t know how to get on or back ; 

And, I felt like a needle that ’s going astray 
(With its one eye out) through a bundle of hay ; 

When the Spirit he grinn’d, and whisper’d me, 

“ Thou ’rt now in the Court of Chancery I” 

Around me flitted unnumber’d swarms 
Of shapeless, bodiless, tailless forms ; 

(Like bottled up babes, that grace the room 
Of that worthy knight, Sir Everard Home)*— 

All of them things half kill’d in rearing ; 

Some were lame— some wmted heanng ; 

Some had through half a century run. 

Though they had n’t a leg to stand upon. 

Others, more merry, as just beginning, 

Around on a point of law were spinning ; 

Or balanced aloft, twixt Bill and Answer f 
Lead at each end — like a tight-rope dancer.-— 

Some were so cros.?, that nothing could please ’em;- 
Some gulp’d down afidamts to ease ’m ; — 

All were in motion, yet never a one, 

Let it move as it might, could ever move on, 

“ These,” said the Spirit, “ you plainly see, 

Are what are called Suita in Chancery 

I heard a loud screaming of old and young, 

Like a chorus by fifty Velutis sung ; 

Or an Irish Dump (“ the words by Moore”) 

At an amateur concert scream’d in score 
So harsh on my ear that wailing foil 
Of the wretches who in this Limbo dwell ! 

It seem’d like the dismal symphony 
Of the shapes Eneas in hell did see ; 

Or those frogs, whose legs a barbarous cook 
Cut off, and left the frogs in the brook, 

To cry all night, till life’s last dregs, 

“Give us our legs !— give us our legs !” 

Touch’d with the sad and sorrowful scene, 

' I ask’d what all this yell might mean 7 
When the Spirit replied, with a grin of glee, 

“ T is the ory of the suitors in Cliancery 

I 

. it ' 
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I look’d, and I saw a wizard rise, 

With a wig like a cloud before men’s eyes. 

In his aged hand he held a wand, 

Wherewith he beckon’d his embryo band, 

And they moved, and moved, as he waved it o’er, 
But they never got on one inch the more ; 

And still they kept limping to and fro. 

Like Ariels round old Prospero— 

Saying, “ Dear Master, let us go 
But still old Prospero answer’d, “ No.” 

And I heard the while, that wizard elf. 

Muttering, muttering spells to himself, 

While over as many old papers he turn’d, 

As Hume ere moved for, or Omar burn’d. 

He talk’d of his Virtue, though some, less nice, 
(He own’d with a sigh) preferr’d his Vice — 

And he said, “1 think”— “I doubt”— “ I hope,” 
Call’d God to witness, and damn’d the Pope ; 
With many more sleights of tongue and hand 
I could n’t, for the soul of me, understand. 
Amazed and posed, I was just about 
To ask his name, when the screams without, 

The merciless clack of the imps within, 

And that conjuror’s mutterings, made such a din, 
That, startled, I woke— leap’d up in my bed— 
Found the Spirit, the imps, and the conjurer fled. 
And bless’d my stars, right pleased to see 
That I was n’t as yet, in Chancery. 


NEWS FOR COUNTRY COUSINS. 

Dear Co z, as I know neither you nor Miss Draper, 
When Parliament’s up, ever take in a paper, 

But trust for your news to such stray odds and ends 
As you chance to pick up from political friends — 
Being one of this well-info rm’d class, I sit down. 

To transmit you the last newest news that ’s in town. 

As to Greece and Lord Cochrane, things couldn’t 
look better — 

His Lordship (who promises now to fight faster) 
Had just taken Rhodes, and despatch’d off a letter 
To Daniel O’Connel, to make him Grand Master ; 
Engaging to change the old name, if he can. 

From the Knights of St. John to the Knights of St. 
■■■ .Dan) — 

Or, if Dan should prefer, as a still better whim, 

Being made the Colossus, ’t is all one to him. 

From Russia the last accounts are, that the Czar — 
Most generous and kind, as all sovereigns a re, 

And whose'first princely act (as you know, 1 suppose,) 
Was to give away all his late brother’s old clothes— 
Is now busy collecting, with brotherly care, 

The late Emperor’s night-caps, and thinks of be- 
stowing 

Dne mght-cap a-piece (if he has them to spare) 

On all the distinguish’d old ladies now going. 
(While I write, an arrival from Riga— “the Bro* 
fliers ’^ — 

Having night-caps on board for Lord Eld-n and 
others.) 

Last advices from India — Sir Archy, ’t is thought, 
Was near catching a Tartar (the first ever caught 


In N. lat. 21.)— and his Highness Burmese, 

Being very hard prest to shell out the rupees, 

But not having much ready rhino, they say, meant 
To pawn his august golden foot’ for the payment. — 
(How lucky for monarchs, that can, when they chuse. 
Thus establish a running account with the Jews !) 
The security being what Rothschild calls “ goot,” 

A loan Will be forthwith, of course, set on foot 
The parties are Rothschild— A. Baring and Co., 

And three other great pawnbrokers— each takes a toe, 
And engages (lest Gold-foot should give us leg-bail, 
As he did once before) to pay down on the nail. 

This is all for the present,— what vile pens and paper ! 
Yours truly, dear Cousin,— best love to Miss Draper 


AN INCANTATION. 

SUNG BY THE BUBBLE SPIRIT. 

Air— “ Como with me, and we will go 
Where the rocks of coral grow.” 

Come with me, and we wiE blow 
Lots of bubbles, as we go ; 

Bubbles, bright as ever Hope 
Drew from Fancy — or from soap ; 
Bright as e’er the South Sea seat 
From its frothy element 1 
Come with me, and we will blow 
Lots of bubbles as we go. 

Mix the lather, Johnny W-lks, 

Thou who rhymest so well to “ bilks ;”® 
Mix the lather — who can be 
Fitter for such task than thee, 

Great M. P. for Suds\mj !' 

Now the frothy charm is ripe, 

Puffing Peter, bring thy pipe,— 

Thou, whom ancient Coventry, 

Once so dearly loved, that she 
Knew not which to her was sweeter, 
Peeping Tom or puffing Peter— 

Puff the bubbles high in air, 

Puff thy best to keep them there 
Bravo, bravo, Peter M — re I 
Now the rainbow humbugs^ soar, 
Glittering all with golden hues, 

Such as haunt the dreams of Jews— 
Some, reflecting mines that lie 
Under Chili’s glowing sky ; 

Some, those virgin pearls that sleep 
Cloister’d in the southern deep ; 


1 This Potentate styles himself the Monarch of the Gold- 
en Foot 

2 Strong indications of character may be sometimes 
traced in the rhymes to names. Marvell thought so, when 
ho wrote 

“ Sir Edward Sutton, 

The foolish knight who rhymes to mutton.” 

3 An humble imitation of one of our modern poets, who 
in a poem against war, after describing the splendid habili- 
ments of the soldier, apostrophizes him — “thou rainbow 
ruffian 1” 
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Others, as if lent a ray 
Prom the streaming Milky Way 
Glistening o’er with curds and whey 
Prom the cows of Alderney ! 

Now ’s the moment — ^who shall first 
Catch the bubbles ere they burst ? 

Eun, ye squires, ye viscounts, run, 
Br-gd-n, T-ynh-m, P-lm-rst-n; — 
John W-lks, junior, runs beside ye, 
Take the good the knaves provide ye 
See, with upturn’d eyes and hands, 
Where the CAareman,^ Br-gd-n, stands, 
Gaping for the froth to fall 
Down Ms swallow — lye and all ! 

• See t 

But hark, my time is out — 
Now, like some great water-spout, 
Scatter’d by the cannon’s thunder, 

Burst, ye bubbles, all asunder ! 


A goodly man, with an eye so merry, 

I knew ’t was our Foreign Secretary, 

Who there, at his ease, did sit and smile, 

Like Waterton on his crocodile ; 

Cracking such jokes, at every motion, 

As made the turtle squeak with glee, 

And own that they gave him a lively notion 
Of what his own /breed-meat balls would he* 

So, on the Sec., in his glory, went, 

Over the briny element, 

Waving his hand, as he took farewell, 

With a graceful air, and bidding me tell 
Inquiring friends, that the turtle and he 
Were gone on a foreign embassy— 

To soften the heart of a Diploimte, 

Who is known to doat upon verdant fat, 

And to let admiring Europe see, 

That calipash and calipee 

Are the English forms of Diplomacy I 


fHere the stage darhens^^^-HZ discordant crash is heard 

/™n the orches^a~the ? wfj A VOICE FROM MARATHON. 

a saponaceous out uncleanty Mist over me heads oj 

the Dramatis Personesj and the scene drops^ leaving O for a voice, as loud as that of Fame, 
die hvhUe hunters — all in the suds.] To breathe the word — Arise ! 

From Pindus to Taygetus to proclaim— 

— Let every Greek arise t 


A DEEAM OF TURTLE. 

BY SIR W. CURTIS. 

’T WAS evening time, in the twilight sweet 
I was sailing along, when — whom should I meet, 
But a turtle jowmeying o’er the sea, 

“ On the service of his Majesty 

When I spied him first, in the twilight dim, 

I did not know what to make of him ; 

But said to myself— as low he plied 
His fins, and roll’d from side to side, 
Conceitedly over the wateiy path— 

« ’Tis my Lord of St-w-lr, taking a bath, 
And I hear him now, among the fishes, 

Quoting Vatel and Burgerdiscius !” 

But, no— t was, indeed, a turtle, wide 
And plump as ever these eyes descried ; 

A turtle, juicy as ever yet 
Glued up the lips of a baronet t 
Ah, much did it grieve my soul to see 
That an animal of such dignity, 

Like an absentee, abroad should roam, 

When he ought to stay and be ate, at home. 

But now, “ a change came o’er my dream,’* 
Like the magic lantern’s shiJEUng slider 
I look’d, and saw by the evening beamj 
On the back of that turtle sat a rider,— 


1 “ Lovely Thais sits beside thee, 

Take the good the gorts provide thee.” 


Ye who have hearts to strike a single blow, 

Hear my despairing cries ! 

Ye who have hands to immolate one foe, 

Arise! arise! arise! 

From the dim fields of Asphodel beneath, 

Upborne by cloudy sighs 
Of those who love their country still in death,— 
E’en I— e’en Jf— arise ! 

These are not hands for earthly wringing— these !— 
Blood should not blind these eyes ! — 

Yet here I stand, untomb’d Miltiades, 

Weeping— arise! arise! 

Hear ye the groans that heave this burial-field ?— 
Old Grsecia’s saviour-band 
Cry from the dust— “ Fight on ! nor dare to yield ! 
Save ye our father-land ! 

Blunt with your bosom the barbaric spear ! 

Break it within your breast ; 

Then come, brave Greek! and join your brothers 
here 

In our immortal rest !” 

Shall modern Datis, swoln with Syrian pride, 

Cover the land with slaves 7— 

Ay— let them cover it, both far and wide, — 

Cover it with their / 

Much has been done— but more remains to do— 

* Ye have fought long and well ! 

The trump that, on the Egean, glory blew, 

Seem'd with a stonn to swell ! 


2 So called by a sort of Tuscan dulcification of the cA, in 
the word Chairman,” Asia’s grim tyrant shudder’d at the sound, 

n We are told that the passport of the late grand diplo- Wd upon his throne ! 

matx turU. desenbed tam as on Ins Majesty s serviee. ^ iorse-tail’d chiefWnty arotma- 

Gmtatt°tndrJovS““‘ 1 Mbmtim.'” 
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Dodona, ’mid Rer fanes and forests hoar. 

Heard it with solemn glee : 

And old Parnassus, with a lofty roar, 

Told it from sea to sea I 

High-bosom’d Greece, through her unnumber’d vales, 
Broke forth in glorious song ! 

Her classic streams that plough the headlong dales, 
Thunder’d the notes along ’ 

But there ’s a bloodier wreath to gain, oh friends ! 
Now rise, or ever fall ! 

If ye fight now no fiercer than the fiends, 

Better not fight at all ! 

The feverish war-drum mingles with the fife 
In dismal symphony, 

And Moslem strikes at liberty and life — 

For both, strike harder ye ! 

Hark ! how Cithaeron with his earthquake voice 
Calls to the utmost shores ! ' 

While Pluto bars, against the riving noise, 

His adamantine doors I 

Athen^, tiptoe on her crumbling dome. 

Cries — “ Youth, ye must be men !” 

And Echo shouts within her rocky tomb, — 

“ Greeks, become Greeks again I” 

The stone first brought, his living tomb to close, 
Pausanias’ mother piled : 

Matrons of Greece ! will ye do less for foes, 

Than she did for her child ? 

Let boyhood strike ! — ^Let every rank and age 
Do each what each can do ! 

Let him whose arm is mighty as his rage, 

Strike deep — strike home — strike through! 

Be wise, be firm, be cautious, yet be bold ! 

Be brother-true ! be One ! 

I teach but what the Phrygian taught of old — 
DividCi and he undone! 

Hallow’d in life, in death itself, is he 
Who for his country dies ; 

A light, a star, to all futurity— . 

Arise ye, then ! arise ! 

O countrymen t O countrymen ! once more— 

By earth — and seas — and skies — 

By Heaven-— by sacred Hades — implore— 

Arise! arise! arise! 


COTTON AND CORN. 

A DIALOGUE. 

Said Cotton to Corn, f other day, 

As they met, and exchanged a salute — 
(Squire Corn in his cabriolet, 

Poor Cotton, half famish’d, on foot) 

" Great squire, if it is n’t uncivil 
To hint at starvation before you, 

Look down on a hungry poor devil, 

And give him some bread, I implore you 


Quoth Com then, in answer to Cotton, 
Perceiving he meant to make/ree,— 

“ Low fellow, you ’ve surely forgotten 
The distance between you and me ! 

“ To expect that we, peers of high birth, 
Should waste our illustrious acres 

For no other purpose on earth 
Than to fatten curst calico-makers !— 

“ That bishops to bobbins should bend, — 
Should stoop from their bench’s sublimity. 

Great dealers in latm, to befriend 
Your contemptible dealers in dimity ! 

« No — ^vile manufacturer ! ne’er harbour 
A hope to be fed at our boards ; 

Base offspring of Arkwright, the barber, 
What claim canst tAow have upon lords? 

“No — thanks to the taxes and debt, 

And the triumph of paper o’er guineas. 

Our race of Lord Jemmys, as yet, 

Many defy your whole rabble of Jewnys /** 

So saying, whip, crack, and away 
Went Corn in his cab through the throng, 

So madly, I heard them all say 
Squire Corn would be doim, before long. 


THE DONKEY AND fflS PANNIERS 

A FABLE. 

— fessus jam sudat asellus, 

Parcoilli; vestrum delicium est asinus.— Copa. 

A DONKEY, whose talent for burdens was wondrous, 
So much that you ’d swear he rejoiced in a load, 
One day had to jog under panniers so pond’rous, 
That — down the poor donkey fell, smack on the 
road. 

His owners and drivers stood round in amaze— 
What ! Neddy, the patient, the prosperous Neddy 
So easy to drive through the dirtiest ways, 

For every description of Job-work so ready ! 

One driver (whom Ned might have ** hail’d” as a 
“brother”)! 

Had Just been proclaiming his donkey’s renown, 
For vigour, for spirit, for one thing or other,- — 
When, io, ’mid his praises, the donkey came down! 

But, how to upraise him ? — one shouts, f oilier whis* 

! ties, 

While Jenky, the conjuror, wisest of all, 

Declared that an “ over-production” of thistles— “ 
(Here Ned gave a stare) — was the cause of his fall 

Another wise Solomon cries, as he passes, — 

“ There, let him alone, and the fit will soon cease 


1 Alluding to an early poem of Mr. Ooiericlge's addressed 
to an ass, and beginning, “ I hail thee, brother!” 

2 A certain country gonilcman having said in the House, 
“ that we must return at last to the food of our ancestors,’* 
somebody asked Mr. T. “ what food the ^utleman meant 1” 
— “ Thistles, I suppose,” answered Mr. T 
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•the beast has been fighting with other jack-asses, 
j^d this is his mode of * transition to peace,' ” 

Some look’d at his hoofs, and, with learned grimaces, 
pronounced that too long without shoes he had 
gone— 

«Xet the blacksmith provide him a sound metal basis, 
•(The wiseacres said,) and he ’s sure to jog on.” 

But others who gabbled a jargon half Gaelic, 
Exclaim’d, “ Hoot awa, mon, you ’re a’ gane 
■ astray,”— ' 

^d declared that, “ whoe’er might prefer the metallic, 
They ’d shoe their own donkeys vrith. papier mache." 

ftlean while the poor Neddy, in torture and fear, 

Lay under his panniers, scarce able to groan, 

And — ^what was still doleful ler — lending an ear 
To advisers whose ears were a match for his own. 

At length, a plain rustic, whose wit went so far 
As to see others’ folly, roar’d out, as he pass’d — 

“(inick— off with the panniers, all dolts as ye are, 
Or your prosperous Neddy will soon kick his last I” 


ODE TO THE SUBLIME PORTE. 

Geeat Sultan, how wise are thy state compositions ! 

And oh, above all, I admire that decree, 

In which thou command’st that all she politicians 
Shall forthwith be strangled and cast in the sea. 

’T is my fortune to know a lean Benthamite spinster — 
A maid, who her faith in old Jeremy puts ; 

Who talks, with a lisp, of “ the last new WestTninsier," 
And hopes you’re delighted with “Mill upon 
Gluts 

Who tells you how clever one Mr. F-nbl-nclue is, 
How charming his Articles ’gainst the Nobility ; — 
And assures you, that even a gentleman’s rank is, 

In Jeremy’s school, of no sort ot utility. 

To see her, ye Gods, a new Number devouring — 

Art. 1 — On the Needle's variations,” by Snip ; — 
Art. 2— “On the Bondage of Greece,” by John 
B — R-NG 

(That eminent dealer in scribbling and scrip ;)— 

Art. 3— “ Upon Fallacies,” Jeremy’s own— 

(The chief fallacy being his hope to find readers ;) — 
Art. 4— “ Upon Honesty,” author unknown 
Ant. 5_«(by the young Mr. M—) *‘ Hints to Breed- 
ers.” 

Oh Sultan, oh Sultan, though oft for tlie bag 
And the bowstring, like thee, I am tempted to call— 
Though drowning ’s too good for each blue-stocking 
. hag,", 

I I lyould bag this she Benthamite first of them all I 

Ay, and — ^lest she should ever again lift her head 
From the watery bottom, her clack to renew, — 

As a clog, as a sinker, far better than lead, 

I would hang round her neck her own darling Re- 
view 


REFLECTIONS 

SUGGESTED BY A LATE CORRESPONDENCE ON THE 
CATHOLIC QUESTION. 

Poor Catholics, bitter enough, 

Heaven knows, are the doses you’ve taken ; 
You’ve swallow’d down L-v-rp— l’s stuff, 

His nonsense of ether, “ well shaken 
You’ve borne the mad slaver of Lees, 

And the twaddle of saintly Lord L-rt-n ; 

But— worse, oh ye gods, than all these — 

You’ve been lectured by Mr. Sec. H-RT-nI 

Alas for six millions of men ! 

Fit subjects for nought but dissection, 

When H-rt-n himself takes the pen, 

To tell them they ’ve lost his protection ! 

Ye sects, who monopolise bliss, 

While your neighbours’ damnation you sport on, 
Know ye any damnation like this— 

To be cut by the Under Sec. H-rt-n? 


THE GHOST OF MILTIADES. 

Ah quoties dubius Scriptis exarsit amator ! — Ovid. 

The ghost of Miltiades came at night, 

And he stood by the bed of the Benthamite, 

And he said, in a voice that thrill’d the frame, 

“ If ever the sound of Marathon’s name 
Hath fired thy blood, or flush’d thy brow, 

Lover of liberty, rouse thee now 1” i 

'Ihe Benthamite, yawning, left his bed— | 

Away to the Stock Exchange he sped, ; 

And he found the scrip of Greece so high, | 

That it fired Ms blood, it flush’d his eye, 

And oh ! ’t was a sight for the ghost to see, 

For there never was Greek more Greek than he I 
And still, as the premium higher went. 

His ecstasy rose — so much per cent. 

(As we see, in a glass that tells the weather, 

The heat and the silver rise together,) 

And Liberty sung from the patriot’s lip, 

While a voice from his pocket whisper’d, “ Scrip*’ 

The ghost of Miltiades came again ; — 

He smiled, as the pale moon shines through raia, 

For his soul was glad at that Patriot strain ; 

(And, poor, dear ghost — how little he knew 
The jobs and tricks of the Philhellene crew !• 

“ Blessings and thanks !” was all he said, 

Then melting away, like a night-dream, fled ! 

’The Benthamite hears— amazed that ghosts 
Could be such fools— and away he posts, 

A patriot still ? Ah no, ah no — 

Goddess of Freedom, thy scrip is low. 

And, warm and fond as thy lovers are, 

Thou triest their passion when under par. 

The Benthamite’s ardour fast decays, 

By turns, he weeps, and swears, and prays, 

And wishes the D — ^1 had crescent and cross, 

Ere^c had been forced to sell at a loss 
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They quote him the stock of various nations, 
But, spite of his classic associations, 

X.ord ! how he loathes the Greek quotatiims! 
“Who’ll buy my scrip ? Who’ll buy my scrip?” 
Is now the theme of the patriot’s lip, 

As he runs to tell how hard hialot is 
To Messrs. Orlando and Luriottis, 

And says, “ Oh Greece, for liberty’s sake, 

Do buy my scrip, and I vow to break 
Those dark, unholy Imds of thine — 

If you’ll only consent to buy up mine ?’ 

The ghost of Miltiades came once more; — 

His brow, like the night, was lowering o’er. 
And he said, with a look that flash’d dismay, 

“ Of Liberty’s foes the worst are they 
Who turn to a trade her cause divine. 

And gamble for gold on Freedom’s shrine!” 
Thus saying, the ghost, as he took his flight. 
Gave a Parthian kick to the Benthamite, 

Which sent him, ■w’himpering, off to Jerry — 
And vanish’d away to the Stygian ferry ! 


Oft, too, the Com grows animate, 

And a whole crop of heads appears , 

Like Papists, bearding Church and State — 
Themselves, together by the ears ! 

While, leaders of the wheat, a row 
Of Poppies, gaudily declaiming, 

Like Counsellor O’Bric and Co., 

Stand forth, somniferously flaming ! 

In short, their torments never cease ; 

And oft I wish myself transferr’d off 
To some far, lonely land of peace, 

Where Corn or Papist ne’er were heard of. 

Oh waft me. Parry, to the Pole ; 

For — if my fate is to be chosen 
’Twixt bores and ice-bergs — on my soul, 

I’d rather, of the two, be frozen I 


CROCKFORDIANA. 


COEN AND CATHOLICS. 


Utrum horum 

Dirius borum ? — Incerti Auctores, 


What ! still those two infernal questions. 

That with our meals, our slumbers mix — 

That spoil our tempera and digestions— 

Eternal Cora and Catholics ! 

Gods ! were there ever two such bores ? 

Nothing else talk’d of, night or morn— 

Nothing in doors or out of doors, 

But endless Catholics and Corn ! 

Never was such a brace of pests — 

While Ministers, still worse than either. 

Skill’d hut in feathering their nests, 

Bore us with both, and settle neither. 

So addled in my cranium meet 
Popery and Corn, that oft I doubt, 

Whether, this year, ’t was bonded wheat, 

Or bonded papists, they let out. 

Here landlords, here polemics, nail you, 

Arm’d with all rubbish they can rake up ; 

Prices and texts at once assail you— 

From Daniel t/iese, and iAose from Jacob. 

And when you sleep, with head still tom, 

Between the two, their shapes you mix, 

Till sometimes Catholics seem Cora,— 

Then Corn again seems Catholics. 

Now Dantzic wheat before you floats— 

Now, Jesuits from CaUforaia— 

Now Ceres, link’d with Titus Oats^ 

Comes dancing through the “Porta Cornea;.”* 

1 The Horn Gate, through which the ancients supposed 
all true dreams (such as those of the Popish Plot, etc.) to 
pass. ' V.,,;. ; .. 


Mala vicini pccoris contagia Isedunt. 
What can those workmen be about ? 

Do, C D, let the secret out, 

Why thus your houses fall. — 

Quoth he, “ Since folks are not in town, 
I find it better to pull down. 

Than have no pull at 


See, passenger, at C n’s high behest. 

Red coats by blaMegs ousted from their nest,- 
The arts of peace, o’ermatching reckless war. 
And gallant Rouge undone by wily Noir ! 


Impar congressus 

Fate gave the word— the King of dice and cards 
In an unguarded moment took the Guards ; 
Contrived his neighbours in a trice to drub, 

And did the trick hj’^turning up a Club 


Nullum simile est idem, 

*T IS strange how some will differ— some advance 
That the Guard’s Club-House was pull’d down I 
chance; 

While some, with juster notions in thek mazard, 
Stoutly maintain the deed was done by hazards 


THE TWO BONDSMEN. ' 

; When Joseph, a Bondsman in Egypt, of old, 

: Shunn’d the wanton embraces of Potiphar’s dame 
She offer’d him jewels, she offer’d him gold, 

But more than all riches he valued his fame. 

Oh Joseph I thou Bondsman of Greece, can it be 
That the actions of namesakes so little agree 1 
Greek Scrip is a Potiphar’s lady to thee. 

When with 13 per cent, she embellish’d her charms, 

1 Didst thou fly, honest Joseph ? Yes— into her arms 
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)]i Joseph ! dear Joseph ! bethink thee in time, 
jjd take a friend’s coimsel, though tender’d in rhyme, 
lefand, ** honest” Joseph : how great were the shame, 
when posteriority’ sits on thy name, | 

iiey should sternly decree, ’twixt your namesake 
and you, | 

rhat he was the Christian, and thou west the Jew. , j 


Vm PEKIWINEIES AND THE LOCUSTS. 

A SALHAGUNDIAN HYMN. 

To Panurge was assigned the Lairdship of Salmagundi, 
,uch was yearly worth 6,789,106,789 ryals, besides the ! 
. venue of the Locusts and Periwinkles, amounting one 
,mr with another to the value of 2,425,768, etc. etc.” — 
aidais* 

“Huhba! Hurra!” I heard them say, 

And they cheer’d and shouted all the way, ' 

■ As the Laird of Salmagundi went, 

To open in state his Parliament. 

The Salmagundians once were rich, 

Or thought they were — ^no matter which— 

For, every year, the Revenue® 

From their Periwinkles larger grew ; 

And their rulers, skill’d in all the trick, 

And legerdemain of arithmetic, ! 

Knew how to place 1, 2, 3, 4, 

5, 6, 7, 8, and 9, and 10, 

Such various ways, behind, before, 

That they made a unit seem a score, 

And proved themselves most wealthy men ! 

So, on they went, a prosperous crew, 

The people wise, the rulers clever,— 

And God help those, like me and you, 

Who dared to doubt (as some now do) 

That the Periwinkle Revenue 
Would thus go flourishing on for ever. 

“ Hurra ! hurra !” I heard them say, 

And they cheer’d and shouted all the way, 

As the Great Panurge in glory went, 

To open his own dear Parliament. 

^ , But folks at length began to doubt 
‘ ■ What all this conjuring was about ; 

For, every day, more deep in debt 
They saw their wealthy rulers get 
** Let ’s look (said they) the items through, 

And see if what we’re told be true 
Of our Periwinkle Revenue.” 

But, lord, they found there was n’t a tittle 
Of truth in aught they heard before ; 

. For, they gain’d by Periwinkles little, 

And lost by Locusts ten times more I 
These Locusts are a lordly breed 
Some Salmagundians love to feed. 


1 Remote posterity — a favourite word of tht present 
ttomey-General’s. 

S, Accented as in SmfPi line— ■ 

“Not 80 a nation’s revenue® are paid.” 

3 Q 


Of all the beasts that ever were bora, 
Your Locust most delights in com ; 

And, though his body be but small, 

To fatten him takes the devil and all i 

Nor this the worst, for direr still, 

Alack, alack and a well-a-day ! 

Their Periwinkles, — once the stay 
And prop of the Salmagundian till — 

For want of feeding, all fell ill ! 

And still, as they thinn’d and died away, 
The Locusts, ay, and the Locusts’ Bill 
Grew fatter and fatter eveiy day ! 

“ Oh fie ! oh fie !” was now the cry, 

As they saw the gaudy show go by, 

And the Laird of Salmagundi vpent 
To open his Locust Parliament ! 


A CASE OF LIBEL. 

A CERTAIN old Sprite, who dwells below 
(’T were a libel, perhaps, to mention where) 
Came up incog., some winters ago. 

To try for a change, the London air. 

So well he looked, and dress’d and talked, 

And hid his tail and his horns so handy, 

You’d hardly have known him, as he walk’d 
From ♦ * * * or any other Dandy . 

(N.B.— His horns, they say, unscrew ; 

So, he has but to take them out of the socket, 
And— just as some fine husbands do — 
Conveniently clap them into his pocket.) 

In short, he look’d extremely natty, 

And ev’n contrived— to his own great wonder-* 
By dint of sundry scents from Gattie, 

To keep the sulphurous Aogo under. 

And so my gentleman hoofd about. 

Unknown to all but a chosen few 
At White’s and Crockford’e, where, no doubt 
He had mw.y post-dyits falling due. 

Alike a gamester and a wit, 

At night he was seen with Crockford’s crew , 
At mom with learned dames would sit— 

So pass’d his time ’t wixt Uack and him. 

Some wish’d to make him an M. P., 

, But, finding W — ^Iks was also one, he 
Was heard to say “he ’d he d— d if he 
Would ever sit in one house with Johnny.” 

At length, as secrets travel fast, 

And devils, whether he or she, 

Are sure to be found out at last, 

The affair got wind most rapidly. 

The press, the impartial press, that snuht 
Alik e a fiend’s or an angel’s capers — 

Miss Baton’s soon as Beelzebub’s — 

Fired off a squib in the morning papers t 

“We warn good men to keep aloof 
IWn a grim old Dandy, seen about. 
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With a fire-proof wig, and a cloven hoof, 

Through a neat-cut Hohy smoking out.” 

Now, thse Devil being a gentlemanj 
Who piques himself on his well-bred dealings, 

You may guess, when o’er these lines he ran, 

How much they hurt and shock’d his feelings. 

Away he posts to a man of law. 

And oh, ’t would make you laugh to ’ve seen 
’em, 

As paw shook hand, and hand shook paw, 

And ’t was “ hail, good fellow, well met,” be- 
tween ’em. 

Straight an indictment was preferr’d — 

And much the Devil enjoy’d the jest, 

When, looking among the judges, he heard 
That, of all the batch, his own was Best 

In vain Defendant proffer’d proof 
That Plaintiffs self was the Father of Evil — 

Brought Hoby forth, to swear to the hoof, 

And Stultz, to speak to the tail of the Devil. 

The Jury — saints, all snug and rich, 

And readers of virtuous Sunday papers. 

Found for the Plaintiff— on hearing which 
The Devil gave one of his loftiest capers. 

For oh, it was nuts to the father of lies 
(As this wily fiend is named, in the Bible,) 

To find it settled by laws so wise, 

That the greater the truth, the worse the libel ! 



LITERARY ADVERTISEMENT. 
Wanted— A uthors of all-work, to job for the sea- 
son. 

No matter which party, so faithful to neither : — 
Good hacks, who, if posed for a rhyme or a reason, 
Can manage, like *****, to do without either. 

If in gaol, all the better for out o’-door topics ; 

Your gaol is for trav’llers a charming retreat ; 
*rhey can take a day’s rule for a trip to the Tropics, 
And sail round the world, at their ease, in the Meet. 

For Dramatists, too, the most useful of schools— 
They may study high life in the King’s Bench 
community : 

Aristotle could scarce keep them more mffdn rules. 
And ofpkce they’re, zX least, taught to stick to the 
nnMy* 

Any lady or gentleman come to an age 
To have good “Reminiscences” (three-score, or 
higher,) 

Will meet with encouragement— so much, per page, 
And the spelling and grammar both found by the 
buyer. 

No matter with what their remembrance is stock’d, 
So they *11 only remember the quantum desired 
Enough to fill handsomely Two Volumes, ocs^., 

Pric© hM Jhsd: required. 


They may treat us, like Kelly, with old 
Like l^ynolds, may boast of each mountebarf 
frolic, 

Or kindly inform us, like Madame Genlis,* 

That ginger-bread cakes always give them the co- 
lick. 

There’s nothing, at present, so popular growing . 
As your Autobiographers— fortunate elves, 

Who manage to know all the best people going, 
Without having ever been heard of themselves I 

Wanted, also, new stock of Pamphlets on Corn, 

By “Farmers’* and “ Landholders”— (^emmen, 
whose lands 

Enclosed all in bow-pots, their attics adorn, 

Or, whose share of the soil may be seen on their 
hands.) 

No-Popery Sermons, in ever so dull a vein, 

Sure of a market; — should they, too, who pen ’em, 

Be renegade Papists, like Murtagh OhS-lI-v-n,® 
Something extra allow’d for the additional venom. 

Funds, Physic, Corn, Poetry, Boxing, Romance, 

All excellent subjects for turning a penny 

To write upon all is an author’s sole chance 
For attaining, at last, the least knowledge of any. 

Nine times out of ten, if his title be good, 

His matter within of small consequence is ^ 

Let him only write fine, and, if not un 
Why,— that ’s the concern of the rea^C^ no\ hk 

N.B. — A leam’d Essay, now printing, to show, 

That Horace (as clearly as words could express ft 

Was for taxing the Fund-holders, ages ago, 

When he wrote thus — Quodcunque in Fund is 
assess itl^^ 


THE SLAVE 

I HEARD, as I lay, a wailing sound, 

“ He is dead— he is dead,” the rumour fiew ; 

And I raised my chain, and turn’d me round, 

And ask’d, through the dungeon window, “ who 

I saw my livid tormentors pass ; 

Their grief ’t was bliss to hear and see ; 

For never came joy to them, alas, 

That did n’t bring deadly bane to me. 

Eager I look’d through the mist of night, 

And ask’d, “ What foe of my race hath died ? 

Is it he— that Doubter of law and right, 

Whom nothing but wrong could e’er decide-— 

“ Who, long as he sees but wealth to win, 

Hath never yet felt a qualm or doubt 


1 This lady, in her Memoirs, also favours us with tire ad 
dress of those apothecaries who have, from time to time, 
given her pills that agreed with her always desiring that 
the pills should he ordered comme vour elieJ* 

' 9, A gentleman, who disUngaished himself by his evidenco 
, before the Irish Committees. 

[ 3 According to the common reading “ quodcunque infur 
I dis, ncescit,’* 


i 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


m 


What suitors for justice he *d keep in, 

. Or what suitors for freedom he ’d shut out — 

*‘Who, a clog for ever on Truth’s advance, 
Stifles her (like the Old Man of the Sea 

Bound Sinbad’s neck,^) nor leaves a chance 
Of shaking him. off— is ’t he ? is ’t he ?” 

Ghastly my grim tormentors smiled, 

And thursting me back to my den of woe, 

With a laughter even more fierce and wild 
Than their funeral howling, answer’d, “No.” 

But the cry still pierced my prison gate, 

And again I ask’d, “ What scourge is gone ? 

Is it he— that Chief, so coldly great, 

Whom Fame unwillingly shines upon — 

“Whose name is one ofth’ ill omen’d words 
They link with hate on his native plains ; 

And why ? — ^they lent Mm hearts and swords, 
And he gave, in return, scoffs and chains I 

‘ Is it he ? is it he f ’ I loud inquired, 

When, hark ! — ^there sounded a royal knell ; 

And I knew what spirit had just expired, 

And, slave as I was, my triumph fell. 


1 “You fell,” said they, “into the hands of the old man 
of the sea, and are the first who ever escaped strangling by 
ids malicious tricks .”— of Sinhad. 


He had pledged a hate unto me and mine, 

He had left to the future nor hope nor choice, 

But seal’d that hate with a name divine, 

And he now was dead, and — cmM rqicdce I 

He had fann’d afresh the burning brands i 

Of a bigotry waxing cold and dim ; 

He had arm’d anew my torturers’ hands, 

And them did I curse— but sigh’d for him. 

For hk was the error of head, not heart, 

And — oh, how beyond the ambush’d Ibe, 

Who to enmity adds the traitor’s part, 

And carries a smile, with a curse below! 

If ever a heart made bright amends 
For the fatal fault of an erring head— 

Go, learn his fame from the lips of friends. 

In the orphan’s tear be his glory read, 

A prince without pride, a man without guile, 

To the last unchanging, warm, sincere, 

For worth he had ever a hand and smile, 

And for misery ever his purse and tear. 

Touch’d to the heart by that solemn toll, 

[ I calmly sunk in my chains again ; 

I While, still as I said, “ Heaven rest his soul !” 

! My mates of the dungeon sigh’d, “ Amen P 
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